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CHAPTER 1
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Grace

What I did just wasn’t that bad. I absolutely knew I shouldn’t steal, sure. And I knew that shoplifting earrings wouldn’t get the same kind of sympathy that, say, stealing a loaf of bread to feed my family might have. But when the judge delivered my sentence I thought I hadn’t heard him correctly.

“Defendant remanded to Selecta Non-Violent Offender Correction Services,” he said, and then he actually knocked his hammer thing on the little wooden block on top of his desk, or his bench, or whatever.

Correction. Like, prison? Standing there in the courtroom, next to the lady who had called herself my court-appointed advocate (or something) I turned around wildly. Somehow I knew what I would see: two officers of some kind, big men in white shirts with badges, coming toward me.

I turned to the lady—the advocate—with wild eyes. “What? What does it…?”

She had a smile on her face. I couldn’t believe it.

“I told you, Grace,” she said, her voice telling me that her patience with me had started to wear thin. “This is the best you can hope for, and you’re lucky to get it.”

I shook my head. She had told me a shitload of things. How was I supposed to remember all of them? I couldn’t even remember her name.

Ms.… Rogers?

Ms. Rogers, if I had actually recalled the name correctly, sighed. I could see in her face that she actually did want to help me, which of course made me feel worse, which of course made me mad, because I was the one who had just been remanded, or whatever.

“They’ll explain it to you when you get to the New Modesty bureau,” she said.

“The what?” She absolutely hadn’t said anything about the New Modesty. I would have remembered that, because everyone at school had heard of Selecta’s fascist little New Modesty towns, where men were men and women were women and everything happened in a traditional, old-fashioned way.

Ms. Rogers nodded, her eyes showing her obvious effort to remain patient and helpful.

“Yes, Grace. That’s the deal I got you, because your profile matches with their correctional program. The alternative was prison.”

I felt my forehead crease hard, and my heart rate sped up like a hundred beats. I had told Ms. Rogers that I would do anything that kept me out of prison. I did remember that. Her face turned sympathetic, obviously in response to the fear in my eyes.

“I do wish you all the best, Grace,” she said, reaching out to touch my shoulder gently. “From what I’ve read, this program should help you figure some things out about what you want in life.”

I felt my face go scarlet. No, the woman hadn’t said that I had no idea what the hell I was doing, as a nineteen-year-old living in one of Selecta’s basic-income dorms without a plan to find a job or even a hobby. She might as well have said that flat out, though; why would I have any need to figure some things out about anything, let alone what I want in life, if I did have the slightest clue about the world—or even about myself.

“Grace Franklin?” one of the white-shirted officers said.

I turned to him. My lips parted, but I couldn’t seem to get a word out of my mouth.

“This is Grace,” said Ms. Rogers, and then she turned back to me. “Don’t make things any more difficult than they have to be, okay?” she said, in a tone that struck me as almost pleading. “The program is probably going to be difficult for you at first, and it will seem strange, but they know what they’re doing.”

The officers had a lot less patience than my advocate.

“Let’s go, Grace,” said the one who had spoken before. “You’ve got a pretty long ride ahead of you.”

The long ride happened in a white minibus with SELECTA in red letters on the side. A bored-looking guard sat up front with the driver, barely paying the passengers—me and four other girls of about my age—any attention, except when we tried to talk to each other. Whenever he noticed that, he got up and yelled the same thing, every time: “What the fuck did I say, girls? No fucking talking. I can beat your butts black and blue if I want, so don’t tempt me.”

When we stopped for a bathroom break, he made us line up outside the gas station restroom door and he sent us in one by one. When I took ten seconds too long, staring at my face in the mirror in hope of figuring something, anything, out about what the fuck I was doing here, he pounded on the door and yelled, “Grace, get your ass out here or you’re gonna get it whupped.”

As I exited the bathroom I shot a furtive glance at the other girls. I wanted to ask them if they thought the guard actually could do what he threatened. Wouldn’t it be like a Get Out of Jail Free card for us, if he tried to follow through on that kind of thing? Maybe we could provoke him, and then, like, blackmail him or something when he actually did try it?

None of the others would meet my eyes. With an inward shudder I wondered if that meant that they somehow knew that the guard could do what he was promising.

I got the unwelcome answer only a few moments later. The girl behind me, whose name according to the guard’s clipboard was Frannie, took too long in the bathroom—much longer than I had taken. The guard pounded on the door, telling her to get her ass out here, but unlike me, Frannie didn’t. She called out that she had diarrhea, but even I could tell she was probably lying. The guard opened the door, which made the rest of us gasp, and hauled Frannie out. She didn’t even have her jeans down, but she did have a phone in her hand. They had taken away my phone the moment I’d gotten arrested, so I blinked in surprise.

“Give it to me,” the guard said, turning the blonde girl to face him.

Frannie looked at him with terrified eyes.

“I was… I just…” she stammered. I couldn’t even tell if she was racking her brain for a plausible lie or just scared out of her wits. I tried to tell myself I would have managed to pretend I didn’t care, but a crawling in the pit of my stomach told me I would probably have reacted the same way Frannie was. The guard, a very big black man with muscles bulging out of his uniform, had an expression on his face that seemed to make clear just how serious his threats had been.

Frannie didn’t give him the phone; he plucked it from her hand. Then we all watched in horror as he dropped it to the ground and smashed it with his heel. I saw a shudder of terror go through the blonde girl’s curvy body. Another girl let out a little gasping cry, and I couldn’t help sympathizing; the wanton destruction of a phone seemed an act of brutality that guaranteed more to follow.

“But—” Frannie started. The guard ignored her entirely.

“You can call me Mr. Garrison,” he told her. “Go over to the wall there and stand with your nose against it. Then pull down your jeans and your panties to your knees. You’re going to wait while the rest of the girls finish up their business. Then I’m going to whup you until I think you understand your si-tu-a-tion properly, and you’ve helped these other girls understand theirs, too.”

He pronounced situation in such a distinct way that it sent a thrill of terror through my body. I felt as if until that moment I hadn’t really understood my situation either. I looked over at the wall next to the restroom door where the guard had pointed. My own heart had started to pound at the thought of the other girl having to take her pants down that way, in the open. It was a warm April day, wherever in the Midwest we were—Iowa, maybe, by this time—but obviously that didn’t make much difference.

“Do you understand, Frannie?” Mr. Garrison asked, his voice thunderous. Over by the pump, I saw a middle-aged man turn his head in curiosity to see the scene unfolding at the bathroom.

Frannie’s jaw had gone slack. She seemed frozen in place.

“Do you understand, Frannie?” the guard repeated. “Say Yes, Mr. Garrison.”

“I-I—” the girl stammered.

Mr. Garrison pulled her around and she let out a little cry of discomfort. He marched her to the brick wall and stood her there, facing it.

“Are you going to pull down your own pants,” he growled, “or do I have to do it for you?”

I felt my face pucker into a mask of distress. As the guard clearly intended, I had no choice but to see my own ‘situation’ in Frannie’s. If I had managed to smuggle a phone, I would have tried to use it, too. Not that anyone would have cared too much, let alone come to save me or anything. But being able to text one of my dorm mates just to let them know how hard my life sucked at the moment would have represented an irresistible temptation. And I would have ended up with my face against the wall, faced with Mr. Garrison’s impossible question.

Frannie had seemed pretty tough, a few moments before—the way we all did, or at least I thought I seemed tough, and the other girls certainly seemed that way to me. She lost it completely, though, at this point. She turned to the guard with a sob, tears seeming to spring from her eyes.

“Please… I… you smashed it. I won’t… Mr.… Mr. Garrison…?”

The guard’s face took on an expression of disgust that made my heart race and my stomach churn.

“Put your hands against the wall, girl,” he commanded.

Frannie blinked at him, her eyes going wide, but she obeyed his instruction tentatively. I could tell that she had grasped at the order as some kind of compromise from Mr. Garrison, but I could also tell that it really was nothing of the kind. Still, she reached out and laid her palms against the brick, then turned to the guard with a pleading look, as if to say, See, I did it. Now can I just get back on the bus?

But the next thing he did was to reach around to the front of her waist so that he could unbutton her jeans. Then she started to struggle—not in any really defiant way, but clearly out of sheer panic. The rest of us, still standing in the lines in which Mr. Garrison had put us, one line of the girls who needed to go into the restroom and the other of those who had finished, looked at each other uneasily. I swallowed hard when I saw that every face seemed to have the expression I knew mine wore: a mixture of distress for the girl getting her pants taken down and helpless but guilty gratitude that it wasn’t us.

“Don’t make me get the others to hold you in place, Frannie,” the guard told her coldly, his breathing completely unaffected by the effort required to hold her in place with one arm across her chest, covered by a black concert t-shirt from some long-ago band, and the other around her waist. “You’re not gonna sit down for a week, if I have to do that.”

“You can’t!” Frannie yelled, as Mr. Garrison showed her just how incorrect she was about that, easily using one hand to unfasten her jeans and pull down the fly. Her arms flailed out, but the guard clearly had training, or experience, or maybe both, in doing this, and Frannie’s little fists made contact with nothing but air.

He shoved her up against the wall, his left hand on the small of her back to keep her in place while he dug his right into the waistband of her jeans and panties and pulled them down to the middle of her thighs. Frannie kept yelling and struggling, but Mr. Garrison’s strength overcame hers as if he barely noticed her resistance. Then, without further ado, he started to spank her with his huge open hand.


CHAPTER 2
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Grace

I let out a little cry of my own, and so did at least one of the other girls. Frannie herself just kept sobbing.

“Let me know when you’re ready to follow my instructions,” Mr. Garrison said, his voice as calm and even as if his arm weren’t moving steadily back and forth, his hand sending sharp slaps through the open air around the gas station as it made contact with Frannie’s quickly reddening ass.

I felt as if I must be dreaming. I looked over at the guy at the pumps, who had obviously finished filling up his car’s tank but now stood watching, as if it were, like, okay to watch a young woman get punished with her pants down. A shudder went through my whole body as I found that as much as I didn’t want to watch it myself, my eyes just had to turn back to the mortifying scene of the enormous black guard spanking the curvy blonde girl, his hand moving from left to right and back, distributing the blows evenly between the two sides.

“I…” Frannie sobbed. “I… I… just…” Her body heaved with every spank, and her words rose in pitch with each broken attempt to protest. She still struggled against Mr. Garrison’s tight grip around her waist, but her resistance looked more and more like it came from a rag doll rather than an actual young woman. Her backside had turned a bright pink now, and she clenched it and unclenched it in a way that made my stomach flip over and my chest fill with some emotion I simply couldn’t name.

“Okay!” she screamed. “Okay! Please… please, Mr. Garrison…”

He stopped spanking her and he made sure she would balance securely on her feet before he took his arm from around her waist. The guard’s movements seemed somehow more gentle, now that Frannie had yielded. I bit my lip, feeling my forehead crease very hard. More of that unnamable emotion rose in my body at the sight of the big black man suddenly taking care of the blonde girl he had punished that way.

To my dismay, the sight sent a sensation through me, too, an urgent, practically electric tingle that traveled through all my limbs. I found that part of me seemed to envy Frannie, even as I couldn’t stop looking at the fiery evidence of the humiliating lesson the guard had delivered. I swallowed hard, and looked over at the other girls. I thought I could tell that they had just been looking at Frannie’s whipped bottom too—and, like me, had turned their eyes away only an instant before.

“Hands behind your head, girl,” Mr. Garrison told Frannie. “It’s time for you to learn how to behave when you get your butt whupped. You’re going to get enough of it, where you’re going.”

My jaw dropped, and I glanced over again at my fellow—what? prisoners? I realized I didn’t actually have the slightest idea what I should call myself. Detainee? I got back looks that I thought mirrored my own: confusion and dismay.

One of you: ask him! Where are we going? What are we? I tried to beam the command into the others’ eyes, but they just beamed it back into mine. It was Frannie who actually asked the question, her voice a choked sob as she followed Mr. Garrison’s instruction and laced her fingers behind her disheveled blonde locks.

“Where… where are we going… Mr. Garrison?”

He turned around to survey us all, his face full of a kind of fake wisdom, as if he thought the things he knew lay far above our youthful inexperience.

“You girls are headed to a town called Grasskiln,” he said. “It’s a special kind of New Modesty town, where they know how to reform girls like you and get you ready for old-fashioned courtship and marriage. They get good results, too, even if it comes with some very sore butts for the brides.”
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None of us talked at all for the last three hours of the journey. Frannie sniffled in her seat, her face turned toward the windows. Looking around nervously—everyone except Frannie was looking around, it seemed like, almost constantly—I could see I wasn’t the only one taking in every little squirming movement the spanked girl made in her scarcely padded bus seat.

For some reason, the vivid pictures of what had happened at the gas station just wouldn’t stay out of my head, no matter how hard I tried to replace them—even when I tried to remember the trauma of getting caught shoplifting, or the humiliation of being led into the courtroom. I told myself it had to be because of Mr. Garrison’s obvious intent that we all should understand that the same thing could happen to us. I forced myself to look out the window at the fields going by, the shoots of whatever crop they grew here starting to get high as we approached summer.

The fields gave way to a small town, and I saw a sign that said Grasskiln Supply, and then one that said Grasskiln Liquor, and then we were driving down what had to be the place’s main drag. I managed to get a look at a green street sign, just before the bus stopped. Main St. Yup, like in an old movie. As I climbed out of the bus under Mr. Garrison’s watchful eye, I saw that the cross street was called Lincoln, and I wondered if I had arrived at the cultural center of the ‘back to basics’ trend the news feeds kept harping on—the trend that of course included Selecta’s rural community subsidy program, the New Modesty.

As if the world could read my mind, when I turned to see where the girl in front of me was headed, following Mr. Garrison’s directions to go straight from the door of the bus into the glass door of nondescript storefront where we had parked, the sign over the door said New Modesty Authority.

Inside I found a reception area complete with a front desk and a middle-aged lady sitting behind it. Three girls, including Frannie, had already sat down in the standard, semi-padded plywood chairs, and when I met her eyes the woman at the desk pointed to another, a weary expression on her face. I sat in it, and the girl who had come in after me got the next chair over.

“Is this—” she started to say to me quietly, but the receptionist interrupted her.

“I’m pretty sure the guard on the bus told you girls not to talk,” she said with an air of disapproval that seemed to apply not just to the girl who had spoken but to me as well, for having committed the offense of sitting next to her. “That applies in here, too.”

The last of us had entered the waiting room and sat down. Mr. Garrison followed her in, carrying a tablet, which he held up for the receptionist to sign.

“Did you have to discipline any of them?” she asked, in a voice that seemed calculated for us to hear.

The guard jerked his head in Frannie’s direction. “Frannie over there had a phone she smuggled into the restroom. She got a whuppin’. I put it in the log.”

The woman fetched her glasses from where they hung around her neck on a silver chain and peered at the tablet.

“So you did,” she said. “I’ll make sure her foster father knows about that. She’ll probably go over his knee for it, too.”

My lips parted, and then I closed them as if I meant to do an impression of a fish. I swallowed hard and looked over at Frannie, who had lowered her eyes to her hands, folded tightly in her lap. Her face had turned scarlet. My gaze turned from her to the girl sitting just beyond her. She, a slim, brown-haired girl, met my eyes and I thought I could read in her expression precisely the words running through my own mind: What. The. Fuck.

The receptionist signed Mr. Garrison’s tablet. He turned to us.

“Bye, girls,” he said. “Can’t say as I don’t wish I was gonna be one of your daddies.”

The looking at everyone else pretending we couldn’t figure it out… it had already gotten old. I fixed my eyes on the floor, instead, feeling my own cheeks burn with mortification. Grasskiln, Nebraska, or Iowa, or Missouri, or Kansas—I honestly didn’t know at that point—represented hell, as far as I was concerned, even if the precise dimensions of hell hadn’t yet become clear.

A beep sounded from the direction of the front desk. The receptionist picked up a handset.

“Yes, they just arrived, Mrs. Brown. Should I start sending them in? Alright.”

She hung up the phone and looked down at something on her desk.

“Which one of you is Grace Franklin?” she asked. It took me a second to raise my hand, and I got a stern look from the woman, as if I had meant to deceive someone.

“You can go down the hall to the first door,” she told me, her voice dripping with disapproval.

I gave my fellow new residents of hell a final glance as I got up and started walking mechanically in the direction indicated by the receptionist. I thought I could see some sympathy in their eyes, but it might just have been exhaustion, which was still a feeling I could definitely get behind.

The door had a sign that said, Mrs. Gerald Brown, New Modesty Administrator. I blinked. It took me a moment to remember that in the old days, they talked about married women that way, referring to them by their husbands’ names. One of hell’s dimensions seemed closer to snapping into place. It stood slightly ajar, and I almost just pushed it open, but I stopped myself, inwardly patting my shoulder for my intelligence. I knocked instead, hoping the polite gesture might gain me some points, or sympathy, or something.

“Come on in, Grace,” called a woman’s voice.

Mrs. Brown’s office had a surprising coziness to it. A desk stood near the far wall, but the central space was occupied by two chairs and a low table, all of which seemed to have come from a bygone era of frontier life—a time when people called their living rooms parlors. She had just risen from the larger of the two chairs, and she had her hand out for me to shake.

When I had, trying to use just the right amount of pressure to tell her I was eager—but not too eager—to do what I had to do to become a law-abiding citizen, she gestured to the smaller seat, a much simpler rail-back chair with a thin cushion fastened to two of the rails by little ties. To my dismay, as I sat down, I couldn’t help wondering what it would feel like to Frannie, when she had to sit there. It already felt uncomfortable enough to my own, unpunished butt. I bit my lip as that thought led to another, even more distressing one: that maybe the purpose of that chair lay in how it would feel to a young woman who had recently learned the kind of lesson Frannie had.

“So, Grace,” Mrs. Brown said, picking up a tablet from the table and looking down at it. She seemed a little younger than the receptionist, in her mid-thirties perhaps. I saw a wedding ring and an engagement ring glittering very noticeably on her left hand. She had curves that put Frannie’s to shame, and blonde hair pinned up neatly at the back of her head, in a distinctly old-fashioned style that seemed to go perfectly with the furniture, and with the white blouse and long gray skirt she wore.

“Yes?” I asked eventually, trying as hard as I could to sound penitent and compliant. I didn’t feel penitent and compliant, of course, but I knew if I wanted to get out of Grasskiln soon-ish I definitely needed to act that way.

Mrs. Brown looked up, an unreadable smile on her face.

“Grace, you’re here to learn to behave yourself among decent people. I’m afraid that no matter how you try to maintain this appearance of contrition, I know better, and so will your foster parents. Thankfully, the program in which you’ve been enrolled provides for all the correction you’ll require, as well as thorough supervision during your courtship. When you leave your foster parents’ care, you’ll be ready to submit properly to your husband.”


CHAPTER 3
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Grace

I thought my chin might literally hit my chest. Mrs. Brown looked at me coolly, the same calm smile on her face.

“I can tell you’re a bit surprised by what you’re hearing,” she said. The left side of her mouth twitched upward, as if she had to work hard to conceal her amusement at my confusion.

“I…” I managed. “I mean…”

My voice trailed off.

“I’m guessing,” the older woman asked, “that it’s the idea of having foster parents that’s puzzling you?”

My lips had parted again, as if to protest against something that seemed simply too outlandish for protest. I closed them, swallowed hard, and nodded.

Mrs. Brown glanced down at her tablet. “You grew up in a rather… relaxed household, according to your school records.”

“Wait,” I said. “What? How do you⁠—”

“Grace, honey,” she replied, “when you got arrested, your entire record got put into the system. It’s the only way to make sure that people get the kind of rehabilitation they need.”

I blinked at her. The pieces of the puzzle had started to coalesce into a form I didn’t like.

“And,” she continued, nodding as if she could see that I had begun to figure it out, “we sincerely believe that you belong here, in our unique program. I know it’s going to take you a little while to accept that, but thankfully—from your future husband’s point of view, at least, and someday from yours—we have the authority to make certain you get the chance.”

I shook my head. “I don’t need…” I thought she would interrupt me again, but instead she remained silent, watching me, so that I had to finish lamely, “this. I mean… whatever it is, I don’t need it.”

Mrs. Brown’s smile became a little bit forced. A hint of disappointment had crept into her expression.

“Well, Grace,” she said in a bright voice, “one of the best things about the program is that your foster parents will be able to teach you to behave yourself whether you think you need that kind of training or not.”

Training? My stomach flipped over. I stared at Mrs. Brown, my eyes a good deal wider than I would have liked them to be.

“You’re an intelligent young woman, honey,” she said, seeming to regain some of her serenity. “I can see that you’ve pretty much figured out how this works. Mr.…” She looked down at her tablet again for a moment before she raised her eyes again and continued. “Mr. Carpenter, your new foster father, will be here in a few minutes to take you home.”

My head had started shaking, almost of its own accord, as if the movement could somehow clear away the crazy things Mrs. Brown was saying.

“I’m nineteen,” I told her. “I’m too old for… for whatever this is.”

The woman’s smile broadened.

“I can’t wait to talk to you in a few months and hear you tell me how very mistaken you were, when you said that. In any case, it really doesn’t matter, Grace, whether you think you’re too old. You acted like a child when you took something that didn’t belong to you. Now you’re going to learn what happens in an old-fashioned household to a young woman who can’t keep her hands off other people’s property. Whether she’s an unmarried daughter going over her daddy’s knee or a young bride bending over the marriage bed, here in Grasskiln she gets what she deserves.”

I stared at her. I managed to keep my mouth closed, though that might have been because her words had stunned me too completely even to gape. My heart rate had increased by what felt like fifty beats a minute, though, and I could feel my fair complexion letting Mrs. Brown see just how hot my cheeks had gotten.

She simply sat there, smiling, giving no obvious sign that she had noticed the effect her crazy declaration about her town had on me. Somehow I could tell, though, that she knew very well the way the idea of old-fashioned discipline came across to a young woman who had grown up in the modern world.

“I know you have lots of questions,” she finally continued. “Your foster parents will be happy to answer them, if you ask politely.”

The phone on her desk beeped, and she rose to get it.

If you ask politely. The words echoed in my head like a ghostly voice from some place and time far away and long ago. Growing up, though I had learned to say please and thank you, and to follow the Golden Rule, more or less, the idea of politeness hadn’t really played any role in my education.

“Yes?” Mrs. Brown said into the phone. “Lovely. Thank you. You can send the next girl in.”

Thinking about asking politely, and feeling like I could probably manage to do that to the satisfaction of who-the-fuck-ever they were sending me to live with, had calmed my heart a little and let some of the blood ebb from my face. When Mrs. Brown turned back to me with a whole new wattage of a smile, my body went into panic mode again. I could see in her face that the test of whether I had it in me to behave myself was about to begin.

“Mr. Carpenter is here, Grace,” the older woman said. “You may go out and meet him.”

I walked from Mrs. Brown’s office back to the reception area on legs that wouldn’t keep from trembling despite all the disgust my brain heaped on them, and on my still-blushing cheeks.

What the fuck are you worried about? If he’s your ‘foster father,’ that means he’s supposed to take care of you. Don’t you get it? You did luck out with this program.

The ‘courtship’ thing… well, it wasn’t like they could force me to get married, right? And, you know, I liked boys. I hadn’t gone further than second base with any of them, and the ones I liked tended to come from the Goth side of the boy spectrum, but I had to admit I didn’t mind the handsome farm boy types who seemed to populate the reality series these days.

The moment I laid eyes on Mr. Carpenter, though, I knew I had good reason to feel anxious. First, he was much too handsome. Neatly trimmed black beard with flecks of gray, covering a square chin and emphasizing the light brown color of his eyes. A hint of silver at the temples. Tall and lean, with muscles that didn’t bulge but filled out his flannel shirt so as to give an unmistakable, easy impression of physical power.

Second, his face had a stern impression on it that seemed to say to me—and to the rest of the world—that he had no intention of putting up with any nonsense. I thought I could tell from the slight furrow in his brow that nonsense might include anything from a young woman talking back to a tractor salesman trying to get him to buy a new model when his twenty-year-old machine would do the job just as well.

“Grace Franklin?” he asked, as soon as he saw me. His eyes traveled up and down my body, and I felt more self-conscious than I thought I ever had in my life before. I was pretty—at least people had said so, and I didn’t mind looking in the mirror. After the worst day of my life, though, the ponytail in my red hair had gotten totally disheveled and my ripped blue t-shirt had more than one stain on it from the candy bars Mr. Garrison had handed out for food.

My jeans were fashionably ripped, too, across my slim thighs. I had thought I liked that look, but as I watched Mr. Carpenter’s eyes take it in, and saw him apparently note my braless state too, with a disapproving little twitch of his hard-set mouth, I wondered why I had spent my money on clothes that had already had their usefulness lessened with those ‘fashionable’ tears. I could see in the face of the man who would apparently serve as my foster father that ‘fashionable’ rips definitely qualified as a kind of nonsense.

“Y-yes?” I stammered.

His eyes narrowed. I could tell that I had already made my first mistake, and to my dismay I felt my brow furrow despite my best effort to keep my own face neutral.

It’s not fair! my mind shouted. How the fuck am I supposed to know what this guy wants from me?

Conflicting impulses roiled in my head. The desire to get the fuck out of this situation as soon as possible, by doing whatever this Mr. Carpenter or Mrs. Brown or whoever told me to do. The urge to make sure I didn’t show weakness—though part of me knew that weakness represented exactly what these assholes wanted from me. Sheer exhaustion that made me just want to lie down on the floor and curl up and maybe disappear from the face of the Earth.

Fear that made my heart pound, of what Mrs. Brown had said, about what this big, handsome, older man could do to me, if he decided my behavior didn’t meet his expectations.

His stupid, outdated expectations, said one voice in my mind. I felt the crease in my forehead deepen slightly, though, as I suddenly heard a different voice, too, saying something else. Something like, Maybe I don’t look as cool in the ripped jeans as I thought I did.

As if Mr. Carpenter’s disapproving expression had triggered an idea buried deep down in my brain, one that I had tried to push down and away for longer than I could remember. Some old-fashioned notion about what a young woman should wear, if she wants grownups to take her seriously.

“You’ll call me sir, girl,” he said, his voice flat and matter-of-fact, as if he intended not a command so much as a simple statement of the future. Mr. Carpenter knew I would call him sir because he would take the necessary steps to ensure it turned out that way.

I swallowed hard, trying not to think about Mr. Garrison spanking Frannie up against the gas station wall and finding that the effort only made the mental images all the more vivid.

I looked around nervously, to see if the other girls, still in the waiting room, had clocked it. To my dismay, they definitely, definitely had. They looked back at me, all of them, waiting to see what I would do, what I would say. For a moment I hesitated on a razor’s edge between trying to show Mr. Carpenter I could comply—the path I knew as the smart one—and trying to show my fellow victims of this insane ‘program’ that these fucks couldn’t tame me.

Instinct took over. Something about the way Mr. Carpenter’s expression made me feel—about that troubling, soft voice in my head telling me that he might actually have good reason to look at me with disapproval—refused to let me do anything but what I understood very well represented the wrong, dumb choice.

“In your dreams,” I told him.

The silence that followed, while I looked into his brown eyes as defiantly as I could and he gazed back calmly, one side of his mouth curving up into a tiny, terribly frightening smile, went on for long seconds. The receptionist broke it before Mr. Carpenter did.

“Frances Korda,” she said. “You can go back and see Mrs. Brown.”

Before Frannie even started to rise from her seat, though, Mr. Carpenter reached out his right hand and took hold of my arm, so firmly that I cried out.

“Ow! You’re… you’re hurting me!” I told him.

“I’m sure I am, girl,” said the man who suddenly seemed very much like a foster father. “But that’s nothing compared to how much your butt is going to hurt by the time you go to bed tonight.”


CHAPTER 4
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Jake

Grace tried to plead with me on the way to the truck, twisting around to try to look me in the face as I marched her to the passenger door.

“Please… Mr.… I mean…” She swallowed visibly. She didn’t want to say sir; I could see it in her pretty green eyes. I reached out and opened the door of the trusty old F150.

Grace got a little frantic, trying to pull her elbow out of my grip. She’d started to tremble, too.

“Sir… please…”

I thought I could already tell that everything Mrs. Brown had told me about the girls the New Modesty Authority had sent to Grasskiln was pretty much on target. Grace Franklin had a tough exterior, but on the inside lay a sweet young woman badly in need of guidance from good people like Shelly and me.

Grace’s reaction to the knowledge that she’d soon get what seemed very likely the first whipping of her life definitely indicated that the other part—the sexual part—of Mrs. Brown’s description was also accurate. From my long experience of disciplining my wife the old-fashioned way, I could tell that Grace, like Shelly, had a complicated but highly sexual relationship with corporal punishment.

Grace Franklin had, that is, come to the right town to finish growing up, and to find a husband who could take her in hand and care for her properly.

“Get in the car, Grace,” I told her. “Don’t make it worse for yourself.”

“But—”

“What did I just say, girl? Did you not hear me?”

Another hard swallow. Tears had started to form in the corners of her pretty eyes.

“B-but⁠—”

I cut her off again, squeezing her elbow more firmly and starting to push her, with my grip on her arm, up the step into the passenger compartment of the truck.

“Every time you say but, girl, it gets a little worse for yours. Don’t make me whip you right here in the street.”

That drew a cry of fear from Grace. She hopped up into the seat, looking around from side to side as if she thought she might be able to find some way to escape.

“Fasten your seatbelt,” I told her, and then I closed the door and started around to the driver’s side. When I got there and opened my own door, I saw that Grace hadn’t in fact fastened her seatbelt, and that her little hands hovered in front of her, reaching just an inch or two toward the handle of the door. She had obviously had the impulse to try to get out of the truck and run away, but she apparently also had a lick of sense, so she had ended up frozen in that position, clearly trying very hard to control herself.

I saw a chance to teach her a little something about me, and how things would be living with me and Shelly. I pretended not to notice that she had almost made a very foolish attempt to get away, and I started to sit down in the driver’s seat, taking my time to climb in.

As soon as Grace felt my weight on the bench seat, she turned to look at me with wide eyes. At the same time, she reached for the seatbelt and started to pull it across her shoulder.

“Good girl,” I told her. She had turned to find the buckle of the seatbelt, but now she turned back, her eyes going even rounder. I didn’t have the slightest doubt, from the expression on her pretty face, that the words had the same kind of effect they’d always had on Shelly: the sense of solid, benevolent, old-fashioned masculine dominance and the rightness of a strong woman submitting to a stronger, caring man.
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Grace

I looked away from Mr. Carpenter quickly, my cheeks burning. I didn’t like how my body had reacted to him saying good girl like that, and I didn’t know what it meant.

I wasn’t a good girl. Hadn’t I pretty much proven that? I had shoplifted. I had gotten arrested. I wasn’t completely sure what had happened in the hearing room with the judge, if I had to be honest, but it definitely meant the government thought of me as a criminal, didn’t it?

I tried to tell myself that I had in fact chosen to become a bad girl. I knew deep down that I hadn’t actually chosen it at all—really I had just kind of wanted to see what it felt like. But that didn’t mean that I had any interest in playing the part of a well-behaved young lady for this asshole who some ‘authority’ had designated as my foster father.

My body, though, seemed to have a different idea. My chest, in particular, where a treasonous warmth seemed to have arisen, something like pride, however much I tried to deny it—but also, horrifyingly, down below my belt, where the notion of being a good girl seemed to become so complicated that I simply refused to think about it.

Thankfully I had a good excuse for looking away, because I had to obey his instruction to fasten the seatbelt, didn’t I? I managed to spend long enough on it that Mr. Carpenter had started the car and pulled out into Main Street before I had to turn back toward the windshield.

I looked out at the tiny town of Grasskiln. I saw we were actually about to leave the built-up part of it completely and drive out into the gently rolling farmland that seemed to surround the town on all sides. I felt for a moment like I had somehow, despite everything, managed to find my way out. I had grown up in a grimy suburb and moved to a grimier city, with no prospect of finding anything softer, or greener, or just better. Here I was in the heartland, apparently with a roof over my head—or at least in the cab of an old, but clearly well-loved, pickup truck.

When I remembered what Mr. Carpenter had promised would happen once I got under his roof, though, the warmth of those few seconds of something like contentment drained out of my body in an instant. I had my hands on my knees, half-consciously trying to cover up the fashionable rips in my jeans. At the recollection of what the big, bearded man had said when I had stupidly talked back to him, and he had grabbed my arm—that’s nothing compared to how much your butt is going to hurt by the time you go to bed tonight—I clutched so hard at my legs that I forced a little cry of pain from my throat.

“Grace, honey?” Mr. Carpenter asked, startling me as much by his attentiveness as by the surprisingly gentle tone he used. He turned to look at me briefly, then returned his attention to the twilit road, then looked at me again. “You okay?”

My jaw dropped. I had absolutely no idea how to answer. Of course I wasn’t okay. How could I possibly be okay, when he had told me he meant to do to me what the guard on the bus had done to Frannie? And maybe even worse—I had the distinct feeling, though without any exact knowledge, that a whipping would differ from a whuppin’ in some important and painful way. Mr. Garrison spanking Frannie with his hand had apparently represented a whuppin’. Mr. Carpenter had threatened to whip me right there in the street. What my ‘foster father’ planned to do to me seemed like it could well involve something worse than his farm-callused hand.

As these desperate, terrifying, pseudo-logical thoughts ran through my head, another voice, somewhere off in the distance of my mind, started to scream. Crazy. Fucking insane. Lunacy. What the ever-loving fuck are you even thinking about? Stop trying to figure out exactly what this fucked-up nonsense means and start trying to get the fuck out of here.

He had called me honey. That part hadn’t really sunk in at first—probably because I had not the slightest idea what to make of it. Apparently a man like Mr. Carpenter could call a girl honey despite having every intention of baring her ass and whipping her until she couldn’t sit down.

Yes, the screaming voice continued. He’s insane.

I turned my eyes to the truck door. If I managed to slip out of my seatbelt quickly enough, I might be able to open it and jump out. Mr. Carpenter wasn’t driving more than thirty-five; I could probably roll with the impact and not get hurt. The sky might have gotten dark enough that I could slip into the cornfield, where the stalks seemed about as high as my head, and conceal myself as I ran in a direction he wouldn’t see.

Thankfully the screaming in my head found that plan almost as crazy as my situation.

No, idiot, the voice said, changing its tone from disapproval to disgust and seeming to soften a little. Just don’t think you’ve somehow landed in a midwestern paradise.

“Grace?” he asked again. I turned back to look at him, and saw an apparently genuine look of concern on his face.

He’s probably getting some sort of subsidy to ‘care’ for you, the disgusted observer in my brain told me. He doesn’t want his cash payment to suffer because you got sick or anything.

“I’m fine,” I told him. Then I remembered about what he had told me to call him, and I added, “sir,” with what felt like just enough emphasis to leave a bit of doubt about whether I intended it to sound sarcastic.

Mr. Carpenter turned off the paved main road—it couldn’t be Main Street, at this point, and probably had a number rather than a name—onto a dirt one. Up ahead, a few hundred yards away, I saw a house. I almost rubbed my eyes, because at first it looked way too much like a farmhouse in a picture book to be real. Porch, check. Porch swing, check. Glow in the windows, check. Next to it, an honest-to-God weathervane. I thought I could even see a pump handle. Farther off, of course, lay a barn, which seemed like the most modern part of the place. It was red, but it was also much bigger than a picture-book barn, and clearly made of stronger, newer materials—aluminum, if I had to guess.

“You didn’t sound fine a moment ago,” Mr. Carpenter commented, his voice neutral, his eyes fixed ahead of us at what was obviously his home, the place where the faceless megacorp executives who ran the world these days had sent me to live, for my crime. “You sounded like you needed help.”

The disgusted observer tried to stop them, but the tears seemed to burst out of my eyes. I hated that this tiniest possible bit of kindness from a man who meant to teach me an old-fashioned lesson or some bullshit made me cry, but some part of me simply responded that way out of sheer emotional reflex.

“What the fuck?” I sobbed, just as the truck pulled into the little parking area next to the farmhouse. “How can you even ask me that, when… when…”

I covered my face in my hands, completely losing it and not minding anymore. At least for the moment I didn’t have to try to keep it together, or to think at all, really.

I felt his big, warm hand on my shoulder.

“Hey, honey,” he said. “I know you’ve been through a lot. Today, and probably before today, too, if you ended up on the wrong end of the law that way.”

The hand squeezed gently, and the soothing feeling brought another heaving sob from my chest. I took my hands away from my face and clasped them in front of my chest. I looked at Mr. Carpenter with teary eyes and pleaded with him.

“Please… please, sir?” I begged, looking into his dark eyes.

He nodded slowly.

“It’s about your punishment for sassing me?” he asked. “You’re scared of the family strap?”

I felt my breathing speed up in my chest. There, said one of the many voices in my head, that’s why he said whip. I nodded frantically.

“Well,” he said, “you earned a whipping, and you’re going to get a whipping, but I’m going to let you choose whether you’ll have it tonight or tomorrow morning.”


CHAPTER 5
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Grace

Mr. Carpenter didn’t ask me for my choice right then. After he had offered it to me, he immediately started to climb out of the truck. He opened my door for me, and I got out numbly, trying not to think about anything at all.

He led me to the door of the farmhouse. There, a slightly plump woman about Mr. Carpenter’s age, with honey blonde hair in a slightly disheveled bun, opened the door to us.

Shelly Carpenter—ma’am, Mr. Carpenter had told me to call her as soon as she had given me an unexpected hug—had supper ready. In a kind of daze at her direction, I helped get it onto the table. Chicken and dumplings. I blinked when I realized that my new foster mother had actually made the food that sounded to me like the most old-fashioned country meal imaginable.

And it tasted amazing. Part of that came from having only had a candy bar in the previous twelve hours, but most of it came from just how incredible a cook Shelly clearly was. Plus, sitting down with the Carpenters at an actual, honest-to-goodness wooden kitchen table in their cozy farmhouse made the food taste like nothing I’d ever eaten before.

“You come from the city, Grace, honey?” Shelly asked me, after I had taken a few bites.

“Mm-hmm,” I said, not really paying attention to anything but the dumplings.

“Yes, ma’am,” Mr. Carpenter said sharply.

I looked up at him across the table, my heart starting to race. I saw in his face that old-fashioned family life represented a matter of real importance to him; his eyes had narrowed a little, and he regarded me in an assessing kind of way. I swallowed hard, thinking about the awful choice he had given me.

At the same time, I found that the defiant part of me had begun to feel desperate for a way to challenge this craziness. I came from the modern world, and I intended to go back there. I was nineteen years old, much too old to call these fake ‘foster parents’ sir and ma’am. For a moment I met Mr. Carpenter’s gaze with a hard expression, a narrowing of my own eyes and a sarcastic curling of my lips. I didn’t really intend it—not all of me, anyway. I just needed to show him that I didn’t intend to let him push me around.

He smiled, very slightly, and he turned to his wife.

“Grace here already has a whipping coming,” he told Shelly.

I let out an involuntary cry of embarrassment and alarm, my jaw dropping in horror as I stared at him. He glanced back at me for a moment before returning his attention to his wife.

“Does she?” Shelly asked, as if it represented the most natural thing in the world. “Well, that’s too bad, but maybe she’ll remember her manners afterwards.”

“I…” I said.

Mr. Carpenter paid me no attention.

“I’ve given her the choice of whether she’s going to get it tonight before bed, or in the morning. Maybe you could help her decide.”

I turned to Shelly with wide eyes. I realized that my brain had decided to use Mr. Carpenter’s offer to delay the punishment as an excuse to put it out of my mind—as if my ability to delay it meant it might not happen at all. The expression on my foster mother’s face told me how unwise that had been.

She reached out her hand to touch mine.

“Get it over with tonight, honey,” she said. “That way your little bottom’s going to feel better tomorrow. You’ll have a bit of trouble sleeping—but you’d probably have more trouble if you’re thinking about the strap all night.”

My mouth opened and closed, and opened again. I had a question I desperately needed the answer to, but I didn’t know how I could possibly ask it. My cheeks felt as hot as an oven, and they got hotter at the realization that I probably already knew the answer; I just really didn’t want it to be true.

Shelly smiled gently. “Are you wondering if Mr. Carpenter whips me, when I misbehave?” she asked.

I felt my forehead crease very hard, and I chewed on my lower lip. I nodded quickly.

“Of course I correct my wife,” he said, a note of disbelief creeping into his voice. “Your foster mama is the best woman I’ve ever met, but she’ll be the first to tell you she needs the strap across her backside to keep her that way, from time to time.”

I swallowed hard, looked from him to Shelly, and, at the undiminished smile on her face, back to him. A slew of further questions crowded into my brain—when had he whipped his wife last? For what? How often did he do it? Where did it happen? How did she feel about it, really? I could see in his eyes that he had no intention of satisfying my curiosity, and I felt the blood in my face get hotter at the realization that the punishment of Shelly Carpenter must represent a very intimate thing for the couple.

“Grace,” he said, his voice changing from a conversational tone to one of command, “whatever your choice is going to be, I think you should go get the family strap and bring it to the table. That’s a good, old-fashioned way to help a girl to remember her manners.”

My eyes went back to Shelly’s face. I could see that she thought her husband’s command a little strict, but I didn’t see anything like real disapproval in her expression.

“The strap is in the living room, honey,” she told me. “It’s hanging on the mantelpiece.”

I lowered my eyes, feeling just how red my face had become, from my neck to my scalp, and I rose from the table. I plotted a path to the living room that took me past the front door, and I started walking. My legs didn’t wobble because I had absolutely no intention of reaching the living room, let alone the fireplace.

When I judged that I had gotten as close as I could plausibly get to the front door, before I would have to turn a little to go toward the living room, I darted to the door and grabbed the handle, turning and pulling. I got the door open, and I started to move around it.

Then Mr. Carpenter had me by the arm, with the same grip just above the elbow that he had used when I had talked back to him in the New Modesty office.

I expected him to raise his voice when he spoke, but the calm severity of his words put more butterflies in my tummy than shouting could have.

“Well, Grace, I guess we’ll have to consider that you’ve made your choice. It got you a few extra lashes, but you’re definitely going to get it over with before bedtime.”

I whimpered, as much at the message Mr. Carpenter had just delivered as at the discomfort in my arm. As he turned me around and marched me into the living room, I could see it hanging there: the family strap, a strip of worn brown leather with a loop of braided string at the end to let it hang from the iron hook set into the old wood of the mantelpiece. It looked like it had hung there for a hundred years or more, coming down from the hook to serve its purpose and then returning there to await the next lesson in manners that the head of the family had to deliver.

You’ve made your choice. To my distress, I realized that he had spoken nothing but the truth. In a very real sense, by foolishly trying to get out the door I had actually accepted Shelly’s advice, though in the least helpful way possible.

We arrived in front of the fireplace. I blinked as I took it in fully. A word—a very old word, I knew—tugged at the back of my brain, from somewhere in one of my high school language arts books, maybe. Hearth. The family hearth. I had never seen one, just as I had never tasted chicken and dumplings. Here I was, standing on the Carpenters’ family hearth, where I could tell somehow, from the way the bricks were worn or the rug was frayed or the stones that made the chimney seemed to have come from the very first plowing of the fields, that this family had gathered for generations.

Where some patriarch of pioneer days had first hung the length of leather that would serve as a reminder, even when he wasn’t laying it across the bare backside of a naughty wife or daughter, that in this house proper behavior represented not an option but a requirement.

Mr. Carpenter let go of my arm.

“Fetch it down, honey,” he told me, “and bring it to the table, like I told you.”

I clenched my hands into fists in front of my midsection. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to follow his instructions, at this point. My new foster father had definitely conveyed the idea that I wanted to get the inevitable over with as quickly as possible. But my body had started to shake with fear, and I found I couldn’t reach out my hand to touch the horrid thing.

“If I have to fetch it for you,” Mr. Carpenter said, his voice growing more stern, “this little butt’s going to be a lot sorer.”

He put his hand there and squeezed. Startled, I let out a little cry, and jumped forward, trying to get away from that firm grasp. No one had ever done that to me before, and it sent a roiling mass of sensation and emotion through my system that I just didn’t want to think about.

The hand followed me, though, still holding my bottom through my jeans, as if making sure I understood that my foster father would do as he chose, when it came to disciplining me. I had brought myself much closer to the strap than I wanted to be. Partly to keep from having to look at it, I turned to look at Mr. Carpenter over my shoulder. I could see Shelly in the kitchen, too, watching us with a look of sympathy on her face, but no disapproval of what her husband did.

He for his part had a hard look in his eyes. Not angry, or even disappointed: Mr. Carpenter’s eyes seemed to say that he had undertaken the task of re-educating me—training me… bringing me up, even—and he meant to accomplish that task. In ‘fostering’ a nineteen-year-old shoplifter, it seemed, he had known what he was letting himself in for, and he intended to apply the old-fashioned methods that had raised generations of obedient young women to graceful adulthood.

“Go on, now,” he said. “It’s time to start learning how to behave like decent folks, honey.”

I felt my face crumple, and the tears start at the corners of my eyes again. I turned back to the fireplace, and the mantelpiece, and the awful brown strap. I reached out a trembling hand. It scared me so much that when my fingers touched it, near the loop of string that it hung from, I felt a little sting, like an electric shock. I pulled back my hand, and I turned my head a little, about to plead for mercy out of sheer instinct.

But Mr. Carpenter gave a firm squeeze with his hand on my ass. He said, his voice growing impatient at last, “You’re going to have to get used to bringing me the strap, girl. There’s no time like the present to start. Get it down so your foster mama and I can finish supper before I whip you.”

I felt tears start to trickle down my cheeks. I reached my hand out again, and watched it shake as I fumbled to get the thing off its hook.

“Give it to me,” my foster father said. “Then pull your jeans and your panties down to your knees. I’m going to give you a few licks now, for you to think about while we eat.”


CHAPTER 6
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Grace

For a moment I just stared at him. The words didn’t seem to make sense. Licks? It wasn’t that I didn’t know that the word meant a hit or a blow, in old-time speak, but my brain seemed set on telling me that Mr. Carpenter couldn’t mean that. I had an absurd yet stomach-churning image in my mind’s eye for an instant, of him… licking my backside.

I also knew that I had decided to focus on the word licks because I didn’t want to think about the rest of what he had said.

“Y-you…” I stammered. “You c-can’t… can’t be…”

He reached out his right hand and took the strap from me. Part of me wanted to try to hold on to it, as if while I held it he wouldn’t be able to use it on me, but most of me just didn’t want to touch the terrifying thing any longer than I had to.

Then, with his left hand, he took hold of my arm again, and he started to pull me toward him, as he turned, so that he could propel me toward the bigger of the two chairs that flanked the fireplace. Not having any idea what he intended, I stumbled in the direction he drew me. Did he mean to have me sit down so he could talk to me?

“I try to be as patient as I can,” he said, his voice rising slightly, demonstrating very clearly that his patience had definite limits, and I had crossed at least one of them, “but your foster mama will tell you that when my instructions get ignored, my patience can wear out pretty quickly.”

The chair seemed to rush toward me, and not at an angle that would allow me to sit down. My confusion about what was happening lasted, though, until Mr. Carpenter actually began to bend me over the arm of it. I let out a cry of alarm, but even if I had had the foresight to brace myself I would have stood no chance of keeping him from pressing my upper body downward with his strong left arm.

“Face in the cushion, honey,” he told me. “That’s how a girl takes her whipping in this house.”

How could he say honey and then follow it with such a mortifying command? My body started to resist then, out of sheer reflex from the terror and the embarrassment. Mr. Carpenter overcame that little bit of physical defiance with such ease that I couldn’t tell if he had even noticed I had attempted to stop him. I found myself bent deeply at the waist, and I had to put my hands out in front of me to keep myself from falling over into the chair.

I needn’t have worried, because my foster father’s muscular left arm came around my waist at that point, to hold me in place. I wouldn’t fall—but I also wouldn’t rise until Mr. Carpenter allowed it.

“Let her keep her jeans on, sir?” I heard Shelly say from the kitchen. “For this part? It’s her very first time, I’m sure.”

My stomach lurched. Had Mrs. Carpenter just called her husband sir? For some reason that simple word, from her mouth, seemed to bring all of it—the whole crazy ‘program’—home to me in a gut-punching way that nothing previously had done. About to try to twist out from under my foster father’s arm in some certainly foolish attempt to get to the door a second time, I froze instead.

“That’s a fine idea, hon,” he said, from what seemed way above me. “I don’t want the girl to think I’m a tyrant.”

I shook my head. Really, it happened completely instinctively, so it was more like I felt my head shake, my chin move across the worn leather seat of the armchair. The way Mr. and Mrs. Carpenter were discussing the horrible, unimaginable fact that he had a strap in his hand and he would soon start whipping my ass with it… it made the odd sense of detachment that had started to engulf me even more striking, the strange floating feeling even more distancing from my body.

Then my foster father’s arm tightened around my waist, and the shaking of my head turned into a wild flailing of my body. It seemed like an intimate communication from Mr. Carpenter’s body to mine, that my terrible lesson would start momentarily and that he would make certain my backside remained firmly in place to receive it. My nervous system seemed to react on its own, though my floating-away mind told me that it would do me no good at all. I tried desperately to free myself, even as I heard the horrid whistling sound that could only be the strap, traveling fast through the air.

I heard it before I felt it, a crack that resounded from the rafters of the farmhouse living room. That very sound sent a wave of heat to my cheeks. I thought suddenly about the humiliating household ‘tradition’ my foster father had informed me of, of girls putting their faces in the cushion when they got whipped. I wondered if it might have come into use as much to save the girl from having her blushing face seen as to make her bottom the most prominent part of her anatomy.

When I did feel the lash a split second later I thought for a moment that I might have been terrified of nothing. It stung, but not so much that I screamed or even grunted. Then I understood, because the discomfort built into pain, and Mr. Carpenter delivered a second lick across the seat of my jeans, and my first cry, a little grunting sort of whimper, had already escaped from my chest.

“Oh,” I heard myself say, into the chair cushion. “Wait… please…”

Another cut from the strap cracked across my bottom, lower down, and I cried out louder. Despite my jeans, whose denim I had thought pretty thick, it felt like the leather made contact with my bare skin. It came down again, and I felt my backside start to squirm, desperately trying to soothe the smart, my hips bucking over the arm of the chair though Mr. Carpenter’s arm kept me from moving more than an inch or so.

“Please what?” he asked, and lashed me again, even harder and with an even louder gunshot sound of leather against denim.

A sob came from my chest.

“Please, sir,” I whimpered, feeling the tears start to flow freely.

His grip loosened slightly. Hope rose inside me.

“Alright, honey,” he said. The little spark of relief, to my distress, seemed to be accompanied by something else—a strange sense that maybe I’d gotten away with something, despite the lingering soreness in my bottom. It really hadn’t been that bad, I told myself. “Now show me you’re learning. Go ahead and take down your jeans and your panties. You’ll stay here, waiting, while your foster mama and I finish dinner.”

Again I felt grateful that he couldn’t see my face. I felt my jaw go slack against the leather of the cushion. My cheeks blazed with a scalding blush. Much, much worse, down below I felt another kind of warmth—the kind I’d gotten just a bit of experience with, so far, when making out with boys in dark corners of the dorm. I had no idea why, but something about the remaining sting from my foster father’s belt seemed to intensify that private, intimate need to a level I’d never felt before. I suddenly wondered if I’d started to get the gusset of my panties wet.

Then I remembered, with a fiery flare in both places, that I hadn’t had any clean panties to put on that morning. The realization made me frantic for a moment, and without any real intention to I started to struggle again, my body trying just to get up and run away, as if an enormous farmer weren’t pinning me down under his arm, with a strap in his other hand ready to punish my disobedience.

Because Mr. Carpenter had loosened his grip, I managed to twist about six inches, but it didn’t take more than a second for him to tighten his arm and put me right back with my face in the cushion. At the same time he started to whip me again, harder and faster than before.

“Sir… sir…” I screamed. “Please…”

He didn’t stop though. My ass felt like it had caught on fire, and suddenly the idea of having him whip me with my pants down and my bottom bare sent a wave of panic shooting through my body so intensely that I screamed, as much in fright as in pain.

“Let… me… know,” Mr. Carpenter said in a grim tone of voice, as if he had no desire to extend this terrible lesson, but he had no doubt that I needed it, “when… you’re…”

Each word carried a lash from the strap. My bottom cheeks clenched and unclenched, trying to make it feel just a tiny bit better.

“I’m ready!” I yelled. “Sir! I’m ready!”

In comparison to the agony my foster father had meted out to my rear end, the embarrassment of them seeing that I had no panties on seemed completely preferable.

The whipping stopped. His arm loosened.

“Alright,” he said, his voice rough but satisfied. “Show me, Grace. Get those jeans and panties down.”

“I…” I said. “Sir, I…”

Mr. Carpenter’s arm started to tighten again.

“I’m not wearing panties!” I shouted into the cushion. “I’m… I’m… sorry?”

“Oh,” he said. His tone had surprise in it. I wondered, with a flare of heat in my face, whether he was trying to suppress a smile, or even a laugh.

“Oh, honey,” I heard Shelly say, from further away.

“Why is that?” Mr. Carpenter asked, his voice gruff.

“Jake!” his wife said, surprising me and confusing me again. She had seemed so subservient and submissive when she asked him to punish me over the top of my jeans, and now she sounded… well, like a regular kind of wife. “What kind of question is that? She’s never lived in a proper household. I bet she didn’t have any clean ones because she hadn’t gone to the laundromat or whatever folks do in the city. Is that right, Grace?”

“Yes,” I said, turning my face to the side to make my voice more audible. I couldn’t see anything but the hearth and the fireplace, which made the whole conversation even stranger. Then, hardly even thinking about it, I corrected myself. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Well,” Mr. Carpenter said, “in this house you’ll wear underwear like decent folks. Your foster mama will get you some at the store tomorrow, so you’ll have enough, and you’ll be doing the laundry on a regular schedule as well. Go ahead and get those jeans down anyway, though. I won’t whip you extra tonight for not having panties on, but next time that’s ten extra licks.”

I bit my lip and turned my face back toward the cushion. I didn’t want my foster father—Jake, I remembered, wondering if I’d be able to think of him that way—seeing just how bright a shade of red my face could get. I reached under my tummy and found the button of my jeans. For a moment I pretended to fumble with it while I really tried to think of some way, any way, I could avoid baring my ass to this strange, strong, handsome farmer’s eyes.

He shifted his arm a little—I didn’t know whether he meant it as a signal he would start in with the strap again, or he was only adjusting a bit, but it sent a thrill of fear through me that made me unfasten the button instantly. Then, biting my lip to keep from whimpering at the terribly ambiguous feeling, I started to lower my jeans.


CHAPTER 7
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Jake

As Grace’s little bottom came into view, slightly pink from the strap, I couldn’t help but feel grateful for the New Modesty’s wisdom in sending her to Shelly and me. Once I’d managed to train the girl up a bit, and make certain she understood what it meant to submit to a man’s authority, I knew Shelly and I would have a fine time teaching her about the softer side of a girl’s obedience to her elders. Grace’s bottom, and the sweet virgin pussy whose bewitching lips I could spy just peeking out between her thighs, would become places both for discipline and for the sort of pleasure she had quite obviously never imagined she could receive in such an old-fashioned household.

Who knew how the administrators at the New Modesty program figured out that girls like Grace needed the very special kind of care Shelly and I could give? Grace herself had very clearly only just begun to realize that strict family discipline represented the best way for her to grow up properly into a responsible, happy young woman.

I could read the signs very clearly though: in her whimpering cries, in her alternating resistance and submission, and above all in the way her body moved under my arm when I whipped her adorable butt—in all of her responses to her first taste of real correction I sensed precisely what I had found in Shelly, back when I had courted my gorgeous bride, under the maiden name of Miss Michelle Walters. These days, as Mrs. Jacob Carpenter, she earned herself a whipping almost as often as she had done back when we were courting, fifteen years before, and neither of us minded.

Back then, I had asked her daddy’s permission to bare her eighteen-year-old bottom and correct her there, when she sassed me. His response had set us on the path that had led to our happy home.

“Be my guest,” he’d said. “Grounding her never seems to change her behavior.”

That night, over my knee, Shelly had learned the importance of submission. After a long, hard spanking she had come three times on my caressing fingers. We had gotten married three months later, and she had come to live with me, here on my family’s farm.

Grace wriggled her hips, getting her jeans to just an inch below the curve of her butt cheeks. She stopped, clearly thinking she had exposed herself enough.

“No, honey,” I told her. I took hold of the waistband of her jeans with my right hand. That made the doubled strap brush up against her bare butt, and she let out a little sob of fear. My ear, practiced in the art of interpreting a woman’s submissive sounds, could detect enough arousal in the sob to know things were developing properly. Grace’s training had begun to touch on the sexual elements that would soon enough make many more things clear to her.

I pulled her jeans much further down, to just above her knees. She let out a cry of dismay, and I felt certain it stemmed in large part from knowing that I could easily feel how damp she had gotten the gusset of the jeans. I took a deep breath through my nose, and I felt my cock jump against my thigh at the intoxicating, musky fragrance of our new ward’s virgin pussy.

I let go of my hold around her waist and stood up.

“Mrs. Carpenter and I are going to finish our supper,” I told her. “I want you to think about what’s coming to you, and why.”
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Grace

I closed my eyes as tightly as I could, as if that could somehow hide me from my foster parents’ sight. To my distress, my ass didn’t really hurt; instead it felt warm, a little as if the cold hearth actually had a fire in it, warming my bare backside.

Even worse, something about the embarrassment of it, of having my pants down and my face in the cushion of Mr. Carpenter’s easy chair while he and Shelly quietly finished eating their chicken and dumplings, seemed to add to that warmth. Not in my butt, but further down and further forward, in my current humiliating upended position.

What the fuck is wrong with me? I supposed that I had felt tiny inklings of the experience before, when teachers had sent me to the principal’s office as they had done with pretty noticeable frequency in high school. I had pushed those thoughts and emotions away, of course—the way any sane person would.

I blinked at the mantelpiece, where Mr. Carpenter had re-hung the strap as if to make sure I could look at it while I waited. A new idea had just occurred to me. Did whatever the fuck the so-called ‘authorities’ meant to accomplish with this ‘program’ of sending young—but definitely adult—women to live with ‘foster families,’ I started to realize, have as much to do with that wayward, naughty feeling as with ‘reforming’ and ‘rehabilitating’ us.

Or was that supposed to be part of the reformation?

I blinked again, feeling my eyes widen with each blink. I remembered the terrible rush of need that had seemed to flood the whole of my body, centered and focused between my waist and my knees, when the horrid strap had brushed up against my bare ass. My heart started to pound in my chest.

I could hear Jake and Shelly talking quietly in the kitchen, the rhythm of their speech seeming easy. Shelly giggled, and I felt terribly sure that it had to have something to do with me—with my punishment or even with what Jake had felt inside my jeans when he had yanked them down to my knees.

I bit my lip hard, but I still couldn’t contain the whimper of arousal that emerged softly from my throat. I told myself it had definitely gotten lost in the cushioning of the chair, but the thought that they might have heard it brought another helpless surge of need down there. To my horror, I felt my hips move, just an inch but enough to make the old wood of the chair creak a little.

The sound wasn’t the worst part, though; the worst part lay in the way that tiny movement had brought my pussy—the neediest part of it, the little tingling nub at the top in its wrinkly hood—up against the arm of the chair. I managed to keep myself from whimpering again, but I also had to stop myself from screaming in frustration because of how light and teasing the friction to my clit was in my position.

I realized I’d clenched my hands into fists, next to my face on the chair cushion. I hadn’t ever done it—played with myself, touched my pussy to make myself feel good. I hadn’t ever really had the urge. I thought it was basically okay—for other people—but somehow the notion of it seemed… well, I guessed, just really embarrassing.

I had never, ever had the feeling I had then, with my bottom bared and warm from the family strap, waiting over the arm of a man’s easy chair to have my real whipping. The feeling that if I didn’t touch myself, soothe the raging heat between my thighs, I might explode.

They couldn’t see. I felt sure they couldn’t see me from the kitchen table. With my lip caught securely between my teeth, I relaxed my right fist and started to slide that hand backwards along the leather of the upholstery. I felt my forehead crease hard as conflicting thoughts and feelings roiled violently in my mind and my body.

I won’t move at all, really. I can just… put my middle fingers…

I felt my face go hot as my fingertips touched the sparse, wiry hair that thatched my privates. I pushed, and rubbed, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek so hard I tasted blood, so that I didn’t let out a sob of mixed relief and need.

“Alright, Grace,” Jake said, and I heard his chair scrape across the kitchen linoleum.

I ripped my hand away from my pussy. A cry of alarm, in which I could hear to my distress a good deal of frustrated arousal, burst from my chest.

“Now, now,” Shelly said, from a distance that could only mean she had also stood up, and was coming over to the living room. “It’s not as bad as all that. Your bottom’s going to hurt tonight, and you’ll be a little sore tomorrow, but that’s just the reminder you need.”

“You earned this, honey,” Jake added, as his weight made the old boards of the farmhouse floor creak. “Sass is something that comes with a price, in this family.”

The crease in my forehead got deeper as his words sank in. This family. Could he really mean that he considered me a member of his family? The sheer complexity of my psychological—and physiological—reaction to what Jake had just said threatened to make me scream out of sheer confusion.

The chairs in front of the hearth, one for Jake and one for Shelly, were turned so that with my face toward the mantelpiece I could see Shelly sitting down in hers. She reached into a basket next to the chair and pulled out a piece of wool and two needles. I blinked, and it seemed so strange that it took me a long moment before I understood that she meant to knit, while her husband whipped my bare butt.

At the same time, just behind her, Jake took the strap back off its hook. I felt my face pucker, and the tears begin to trickle again.

“Please,” I begged. “Sir… you already… I’m…”

Jake shook his head, the look on his face solemn as he walked slowly closer, toward his own chair, where he had me, the offender, bent over with my bare bottom poised for the family strap. Panic crawled in my belly and I found myself putting my hands behind me, to defend my backside. I knew that would only make things worse, but the reflex was irresistible.

“You need a real whipping, Grace,” he said, “and you’re going to get one. Now get those hands away from your rear end. If I have to hold them behind your back, it’ll mean extra licks from the strap.”

“She’s just scared, sir,” Shelly said, her voice gentle, not challenging her husband but explaining. My heart warmed to her in a terribly complicated way; the conflicting ideas that she had come to sit and knit in order to comfort me, and that she was there to enjoy the sight of my just punishment for sassing my foster father, began to have a battle inside my mind.

“Yes,” I sobbed, though part of me didn’t want to admit it, and that made me realize that despite everything I still had some defiance left. The situation had begun to seem less crazy, because Jake and Shelly clearly had a logical notion of what they intended to do with me, but that didn’t make it any less horrible. They meant to treat me like a daughter, but to be their daughter meant, for me, a fate that currently seemed a lot worse than jail.

“Yes, what, honey?” Shelly asked from her chair, her voice sweet but serious.

“Oh, God,” I said. “Yes, ma’am… yes, sir… I’ll… I’ll say whatever you want, if you don’t… don’t… do this.”

“No chance of that, Grace,” Jake said gruffly, stepping out of my field of vision. “Get your hands away from your bottom. Last chance.”

I breathed in and out through my nose, trying to keep myself from bursting out in a storm of sobs and tears. I squeezed my butt cheeks in my fingers, as if saying goodbye to them in their only-slightly-sore state. With a whimper, I took my hands away and put them, balled into little fists, on the cushion beside my face.

“Good girl,” Jake said.


CHAPTER 8
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Grace

If I had thought the last time Jake had called me a good girl had roused complicated thoughts and feelings, it didn’t hold a candle to this time. When his hand descended onto my waist, working its way up underneath my t-shirt, my whole body seemed to seethe with an impossible mixture of rebellion and need, fear and arousal and even—because of the good girl—an irresistible glow of… pride? Gratitude?

The question of what the fuck was wrong with me began to seem terribly, terribly important—more important even than the matter of what was wrong with Jake and Shelly. They seemed to know what they were doing, when it came to making me feel like my entire world, my very identity, had to change. I, on the other hand, didn’t have the slightest clue what to do with the part of me that wanted their help—the glow in my chest to have received that tiny bit of praise, good girl, from the man about to whip me with his family strap.

All of it, mixed together, seemed to come out in the way my body responded when I felt his big, strong hand on the bare skin of my back. I started to struggle, writhing over the arm of the chair. Jake increased the pressure on my back, pinioning me in place.

“That’s alright, honey,” he said. “I know you’re scared, just like your foster mama said.”

For a moment, despite the way he had clamped down on my waist, I thought he meant that he had decided not to whip me. Then I heard the strap whistle through the air, and I heard the crack of it across my bottom. A split second later, more quickly than I had felt it through my jeans, I felt a line of fire on my rear end. I felt my body try to rise up, to get up and run away, but Jake kept me precisely where I was, and brought the leather down again.

I screamed, as much out of fear of the pain to come as from the atrocious agony my foster father had already meted out to my poor butt. I kicked out, trying to make it more difficult for him to whip my backside. My jeans, still around my knees, restrained me so that I couldn’t do anything but flail my feet in the air, much too conscious of how the movement of my thighs lewdly exposed my privates to Jake’s eyes.

“No, Grace,” he said, and for the first time I heard what Jake sounded like when he put the full weight of his authority behind it. The no made my tummy flip all by itself, but then he reinforced it by whipping my upper thighs, hard and fast, until I put my feet back on the floor, sobbing.

“Those don’t count, honey,” Shelly commented from her chair.

I had closed my eyes the moment Jake’s hand had come to rest on my back, but I opened them to see, through the film of my tears, that Shelly had her attention on her knitting, a crease in her forehead and her lower lip caught between her teeth. Somehow I had time to wonder, even through the agony in my backside, just how it made Shelly feel to watch me get a whipping: did her expression just mean she was focused on her knitting? Or did she experience the same kind of conflict I’d felt watching Frannie get her spanking from the guard at the gas station?

“There we go,” Jake said in satisfaction, and started to punish me in earnest.

All thoughts about Shelly or Frannie or the trip to Grasskiln or anything at all, except the fiery agony in my ass, flew away. My body bucked with each lash, and suddenly I had only enough control over my limbs to try, as hard as I could, not to struggle; all that mattered was that Jake stop whipping me.

I screamed and screamed. I kept my eyes closed, my fists curled up against my face, my tears flowing onto the leather cushion. My bottom felt like my foster father had applied a sizzling hot iron to it, and each new application of the strap seemed to raise the temperature, its individual pain fading into the terrible inferno.

The screams became pitiful wails, rising with each crescendo of pain, and then I seemed to go limp over the arm of the chair. Each new lash only brought a jerk of my hips and a humiliating squirm of my ass as I tried to ease the agony just a bit.

“That’s it,” I heard Jake say from high above me. “Good girl. You’re learning. Three more, now.”

A storm of sobs burst from my chest. How could he? Didn’t he know that made it so much worse, those final three?

Of course he knows it, the distant, detached voice in my mind said. He knows how to whip a girl like you. That’s why he said it, so you’ll think about it.

Jake gave me the first, and I cried out, my back arching.

“Are you going to sass me again, honey?” he asked, his voice very grave, as if the question were a request for a solemn vow.

In the moment after he asked, I felt, to my astonishment, like I didn’t want to say yes, let alone yes, sir. Somehow, even with two lashes from the strap remaining, the fact that the end had come in sight had brought a spark of defiance back into my chest.

Jake’s right hand, with the strap in it, took hold of my bottom and squeezed gently.

I cried out pitifully, though I could hear in the sound that the terrible complexity of my thoughts and feelings and fantasies had risen again to the surface of my body and my mind. The very idea of my foster father touching me that way seemed to send the fire from his strap shooting everywhere in my body—but above all, mortifyingly, to my pussy.

I had to say it. I had to end this, so that at the very least I could think about what it meant, and what the fuck I intended to do about it—if I could do anything at all. Even as I sobbed out the words, though, I knew I told a lie.

“Yes, sir.”

His hand moved, and I whimpered at the softness of his firm hand’s touch. The fingers moved downward, began to rub lightly, much too close to the place I both desperately wanted them and deeply feared they would go. I moaned, despite my best efforts; I simply couldn’t keep the sound down. I turned my face, moved my fist, opened my eyes to look at Shelly as I felt my cheek dip into the pool of tears I had made on the cushion.

To my astonishment, her eyes gazed straight back into mine. Her knitting lay on her lap, with her hands folded over it, but all her attention had focused on me. Her expression didn’t contain the horror I’d expected. Instead, she had a little smile on her face, though her cheeks seemed to have more color than they’d had when she had first sat down in her chair. I blinked, distracted for the moment from the pain in my rear end, as I noticed that her chest seemed to have begun rising and falling in a more rapid rhythm than her relaxed, seated position seemed to warrant.

Could she see where her husband had his hand? I felt my eyes go wide as I realized that she must see it. I bit my lip to keep it back, but a low moan came from my chest.

“Naughty girl,” Jake said in an impossibly deep voice, from much closer to my ear than I had expected him to be. He had bent down, to speak the words to me in an intimate way that sent fire through my veins. The sheer physical presence of the handsome, older farmer, looming over me, controlling my body with his hands, made me lightheaded.

Then he took his hand away from my ass, and I sensed him straightening up. His left hand gripped my back a little tighter, and I knew what would happen next. I tried to suppress my cry of fear, but it came out anyway, and then it became a wail of agony as the strap came down hard across my bottom cheeks.

“Is there anything else you’d like to say, Grace?” Jake asked.

I had closed my eyes again as the leather had whistled through the air, and squeezed them shut even more tightly as the pain had built in my backside. I opened them to look at Shelly. My lips parted when I saw that her hands, in her lap, weren’t motionless any longer—nor had she started to knit again. No: through her modest blue cotton skirt her fingers had begun to push against what lay hidden there. Rhythmically, steadily, Shelly had begun to touch herself as she watched the end of my punishment.

My eyes traveled upward to her face as my own cheeks went burning hot in an instant, to match the terrible heat in my backside. Shelly had her lower lip between her teeth. Her nostrils flared a little with each breath. Her gaze didn’t meet mine; I saw that instead she had focused her attention on my bottom, and maybe on the sight of Jake looming over me with the strap in his hand.

As I looked into her face, humiliation mingled inside me with an urgent jolt of need, dark fantasies and shameful desires unfolding unbidden in my mind. Her eyes returned to mine, and her forehead creased very deeply. The pink in her cheeks got brighter, but she didn’t stop moving her fingers over her concealed private parts, and she didn’t look away.

“Tell your foster daddy that you’re sorry, honey,” she told me in a husky voice that only made the conflicting thoughts and feelings inside my head more troubling. “Once you apologize, he’ll touch your little pussy for you and make you feel good.”

I felt my lips part, as if it were happening to a different girl, another young woman who had somehow arrived in the very same humiliating position I had. I sensed my breath coming in and out, raggedly, from the other girl’s lungs and back into them, out the other girl’s mouth and back into it. My eyes traveled down again, to watch Shelly play with herself through her modest skirt, because the other Grace Franklin couldn’t help it—couldn’t stop herself from seeing the naughty thing her foster mama did, at the sight of me getting my bare-bottom whipping.

I felt my own hips move, as if in sympathy with Shelly’s naughtiness. They bucked over the arm of the chair, desperate to find a little friction.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” Jake said, his voice severe. His left hand moved from the small of my back to seize my right hip and haul me backwards, so that my pussy couldn’t reach the surface of the upholstery. “Your foster mama has permission to play with herself. You don’t, honey.”

“Oh… oh, God…” I sobbed. “I… I…”

I tried to turn my head back over my shoulder to get a look at Jake’s face, but all I could see was the flannel of his shirt over his muscular back.

“Say you’re sorry, honey,” Shelly said in that same thick voice—the sound even huskier now, as if watching my punishment had brought her close to a climax.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I wailed. “Please…”

The answer to that please was a hard lash from the strap, while Jake held me securely in place to take it exactly as he chose to give it to me: full across my butt, low down where it hurt the most. I cried out in anguish, but then I felt his hand return, with the strap still in it but my foster father’s fingers in the place I needed them the most, rubbing my clit firmly, making my body explode with sudden pleasure.

“That’s it, Grace,” he murmured in my ear, stooping over me. “I bet you’ve never come before. Is that right?”


CHAPTER 9
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Grace

“No,” I sobbed.

“Such a naughty girl,” Shelly said in a tone that seemed like a magic spell, or a kind of hypnosis. “Just a naughty girl… an adult, but not really a grownup yet, are you, honey?”

I felt like I had fallen through, somehow.

Fallen through what?

The rabbit hole? Alice’s gateway to an impossibly strange world?

But Alice… well, she didn’t… she would never…

I cried out. I bit my lip hard, looking at Shelly, at the transported expression on her face… she seemed to have fallen through the same trap door, into this dark, hot world. Not so dark I couldn’t see the shameful things in it, and feel, to my distress, that I wanted those things.

I felt my burning, whipped, bare bottom squirming on Jake’s knowing fingers. I felt my hips riding and riding. I heard how terribly wet he’d gotten me in an instant, after the horrid family strap had seemed to remove every sensation of pleasure and all thought of desire. I breathed in through my nose and I caught the scent of myself, the musky aroma of my naughtiness that I felt certain Jake and Shelly must be able to smell, too.

How could it be real?

“Shelly, hon,” Jake said. “You’d better come over here and suck my cock. Whipping our little Grace got me so hard.”

My foster mama started to rise from her chair, putting her knitting in the basket next to her.

“May I take off my clothes, sir?” she asked. “May I play with my pussy with my panties down?”

“Oh, God,” I moaned. I closed my eyes. It felt like if I watched, all of this impossible, shameful, irresistible scene might simply cease to exist. I put my face in the wet cushion and I shook my head, as if trying to tell the universe that I hadn’t asked for a whipping, or my foster father’s hand between my legs—that I might have stolen a pair of earrings and sassed Jake, but that otherwise I was innocent.

Jake gripped my pussy more tightly, and I moaned, my back arching and my head thrown back, my fists clenching tight beneath me.

“Go ahead, hon,” he told Shelly. “You’ve been a good girl, so, yes, you may take those panties down and touch your little pussy that way.”

I felt his thumb go between my punished cheeks and press against the smallest place, the tiniest hole. My moan became a cry of surprise and degradation. I squeezed my eyes even more tightly shut and shook my head some more.

“Oh, yes, honey,” Jake told me. “The man in charge of you is going to touch you wherever he wants, and wherever he thinks you need it.”

My forehead creased so hard it hurt.

“I was so scared,” I heard Shelly say from the darkness. “The first time Jake told me he was going to fuck my bottom. It hurt, and it still hurts a little every time, but it feels good, too, honey. Kind of like the strap. You know your husband has the right to use you there, and you’re proud that he gets so much pleasure from your bottom hole.”

I could hear her taking off her dress: soft sounds of unbuttoning, and then the rustle of falling fabric. I didn’t want to see, and yet I wanted to see, so bad. I wanted to see her bottom, the place where she had undergone so much, it seemed, from her loving husband. I wanted to see her pussy, as dizzy as the thought made me feel, when I became conscious of it. Her big breasts. All the naughty places she so clearly believed belonged completely to Jake, the parts of her he obviously took great pleasure in using.

The air moved subtly. My senses, the entire surface of my skin, seemed to have come more vividly alive than I had ever felt. I could feel Shelly take two steps. I sensed her kneeling on the rug in front of Jake. I cried out at the image, just the picture in my mind’s eye of the naked wife on her knees before her clothed husband, his hand working the desperately needy pussy of the young woman who he had just finished whipping. My bottom moved uncontrollably back and forth, in the motions I knew belonged to sex… to fucking.

Had Shelly really just said that dirty word? Had she really just told me about her husband putting his hardness in her tiniest, most private hole?

I had never had sex, but my body seemed to know how it worked, how my hips and my backside should move when a man finally put his rigid penis inside me, the way Jake did when he used his wife.

He has the right, she had said. It echoed in my mind in all its lewd heat, pulling me into the fantasy. He has the right to fuck. He has the right to spank, and to whip. To touch me, too… to make me come.

I opened my eyes, but I kept my sight in front of me, at the hook on the mantelpiece where the family strap had hung, before Jake had taken it down to teach me my terrible lesson. I rode his hand, pushing my rear end backwards, offering it to him, hoping, wantonly and impossibly, that he would fuck me, right now, the way he fucked his wife.

“May I take out your beautiful cock, sir?” Shelly asked huskily from beside me.

“Yes, you may, good girl,” Jake said, his voice sounding just as thick as Shelly’s.

I heard a soft rasping that must have been the sound of his zipper opening. I heard my foster father give a soft grunt from deep in his throat. I heard a kiss, and I knew it must have been planted on Jake’s cock.

I started to come at the thought of it… at my desperation to see it, to watch a wife please her husband on her knees while she touched herself between her thighs.

Just as Jake had guessed—or, I wondered suddenly, did Selecta and the government somehow have ways of knowing about wayward young women’s orgasms?—I had never climaxed before. A part of me had always feared it, I realized as he urged me onward over the cliff of pleasure: when you saw it happen, in a movie or show for grownups, it seemed like it would hurt, or even like it would change you, turn you into something different.

Or maybe I had worried it might feel so good that I would become an orgasm junky or something. That I would beg men—and even women—to make me come, or worse that I wouldn’t be able to stop touching myself down there, inside my jeans.

At the moment my first climax started, I thought that all my fears had come true, but that it didn’t stop me from screaming in sheer, helpless pleasure. The sob that followed, as Jake made me ride and ride on his probing, skillful fingers, had gratitude and relief in it. When I felt his thumb press firmly into my cringing anus, though, all of it got mixed up into another scream, because I had started to come again.

Multiple orgasms. It had represented a topic of discussion among the eighteen-year-olds at my educational facility. A girl had had sex, and she had whispered to us about what her boyfriend had done with his tongue, how she had come over and over. I had sat at the cafeteria table with my cheeks burning, nothing to say, but another girl who had lost her virginity the week before had scoffed, and a third girl—who had been fucking since her eighteenth birthday—had said she’d never had an orgasm even though sex felt okay.

I had no idea why I would have stored all that information in the back of my mind, ready to come out here in the Carpenters’ living room, unless it had something to do with… well, all of this: my so-called ‘suitability’ for this strange rehabilitation program. I was… I was a naughty, naughty girl… a girl who could come and come and come on her foster father’s hand after he had whipped her for her sassy mouth.

“Good girl,” Jake murmured into my ear. “Come for me.”

I cried out as a third climax swept through my body. Despite all the noise I was making, I could hear wet sounds that could only come from Shelly attending to her husband’s penis. I felt it in Jake’s hands on me, too; the left still holding me in place over the arm of his easy chair and the right fondling my pussy and the valley of my bottom. He must be thrusting his hips, fucking Shelly’s face the way he would fuck her vagina… or… or… her poor, tiny anus, when he chose, whenever he chose.

I could feel another orgasm approaching, driven on by my imagination of Shelly’s shameful service to Jake’s rigid cock. Suddenly, though, Jake took his hands away.

“That’s enough, honey,” he told me, his voice husky but still commanding. “You’ll come again when I decide you’ve behaved yourself. In the meantime, Shelly will get you some nice thick training panties to help you keep from touching yourself. Now I want you to get on your knees and watch how a good wife pleases her husband.”

It took long moments before I understood. I lay over the arm of Jake’s easy chair. The noises in the room seemed to enfold me so thoroughly that I forgot about everything else, including myself. The wet sounds of Shelly’s oral service… her whimpering moans around the thrusting manhood I hadn’t seen but had imagined much too vividly… little grunts deep in Jake’s throat.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “That feels so good, you little slut. Take it. Take it deep.”

My eyes went wide. My breath, between my parted lips, started to become ragged. He couldn’t mean Shelly, could he? His wife? Could he really mean to call his wife a little slut?

“Grace,” I heard his voice say, the sound so deep it seemed to come from way down in his flat belly. “Do as you’re told. You’re a little slut just like Shelly. You need to watch and learn.”

My body obeyed. The floating, watching part of me—the part that felt most like me—decided that I hadn’t followed Jake’s impossibly degrading order. To my dismay, though, I couldn’t deny the tiny surge of gladness and of rekindled need that my body’s wayward submission brought to my observing mind.

I’m enjoying this. I tried to push the idea far, far away, but it refused to leave—as if the things Jake and Shelly had said about learning what kind of girl I really was had forced me to think about these terrible things rather than thrust them into the darkness.

Whether I meant the me looking down from somewhere else or the body that I couldn’t truly deny was also me… something about the shameful scene in the farmhouse living room had answered an essential part of me. My terrible whipping over the arm of Jake’s easy chair, the way he had fondled my pussy and my bottom and made me come for the very first time—not as a gift but as… as a… a mastering, a lesson, a start to my training—to my horror, I liked it.

My body got onto its—my—knees, turning so that I could see my foster father thrusting his massive, rock-hard penis in and out of my foster mother’s mouth. He had both his hands on the back of her head, and he held her mouth in place so that he could use her face as if she represented nothing more than a receptacle for his manhood. Shelly’s eyes were watering and she made helpless little sounds around the thrusting shaft as it went relentlessly in and out between her lips.

I cried out at the sight of it. I had never imagined that something so obscene, so degrading, so brutal could make me so desperate to touch myself between my thighs.


CHAPTER 10
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Jake

I glanced over at Grace. I could see that her right hand was on her thigh, the fingertips moving up and down as she obviously fought the temptation to masturbate.

“If you touch your little pussy,” I growled, “you’re going to go right back over the arm of that chair, honey.”

Shelly moaned around my cock, the drawn-out sound’s subtle difference from her usual noises making me turn my eyes downward to where she knelt. Her fingers moved frantically between her thighs as she looked up at me with wide eyes. The bright red of her cheeks and the lewd thrusting movements of her hips told me how deeply the start of Grace’s training had moved her.

Still gazing down into my beautiful wife’s blue eyes, I spoke again to our new ward.

“Masturbation is for good girls,” I said. “Like your foster mama here.”

With my hands around the back of her skull and my fingers twined in her hair, I kept Shelly’s mouth just where I wanted it. I thrust in until I felt the head of my cock press against the back of her throat, and her adorable nose touched the sinew of my abdomen. I watched my wife’s forehead crease with the effort it took to suppress her gag reflex and take me balls deep that way. When I spoke to Grace again, I could hear my intense pleasure in the thickness of my voice.

“See how good Shelly is at taking the cock? She’s had a lot of practice. When we find the right suitor for you, I’ll help him decide on how he wants to teach you to please him with your mouth.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Grace’s hips jerk. I glanced over to see that she had curled her hands into tight little fists on her thighs. I turned my attention back to Shelly, and I pulled my hardness out, slowly, all the way until I could take the shaft in my left hand and rub the tip against her lips.

Shelly pursed her lips, the way she knew I liked, and kissed my cockhead with reverence. Whimpers emerged from her throat with the movements of her fingertips on her clit. I pulled my erection up, and Shelly knew exactly what I wanted; she turned her head and began to lick my balls softly and respectfully, like a kitten lapping water.

Grace let out a whimper of her own, as if the first sight of my manhood, glistening with her foster mother’s saliva, had affected her deeply.

“This cock is for Shelly,” I told her, looking in her direction before I returned my eyes to the lovely sight of my wife pleasuring me in that degrading way. “If you’re a good girl, you’ll have a cock to play with soon enough.”

I cradled my wife’s face in my right hand, my thumb along her cheekbone.

“Shelly, honey,” I said. “Do you want it in your pussy? Should we show Grace how a good wife takes a fucking?”

Her pink cheeks went red. I could tell that her modesty and her submission were battling inside her. She looked up at me with a deep crease in her brow.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered. “Please fuck my little pussy.”

[image: ]


Grace

I hadn’t noticed until then, when Shelly stood up and started to move toward her easy chair, that her pussy had no hair. It made me bite my lip, and I heard a tiny whining sound escape my nose. Shelly had her back to me, now, standing in front of the chair, but she turned her face to look back over her shoulder into my eyes. Her cheeks had gotten pink, but her voice had a sort of submissive pride in it that made the heat between my thighs surge.

“Jake likes me bare down there. When you have a steady suitor, he’ll tell you how he wants you to take care of your pussy.”

“His pussy,” Jake growled.

My foster father’s unexpected, mortifying words brought a shock of need to my body, radiating out from my clit. It took me so thoroughly by surprise that I cried out. My hips jerked, pushing out my whipped bottom as if I meant to offer it to an imaginary man—a fantasy suitor—behind me. I closed my eyes, feeling my brow crease hard, as my wayward mind conjured him: the firm-handed man who would take over from Jake, dressed like my new foster father, his enormous cock protruding like Jake’s from his faded jeans, ready to claim me for his own as he thrust his hardness through my virginity.

I looked up at Jake, my heart speeding up to a frantic rate at the sight of the expression on his face. His eyes seemed to blaze with what I could only have called his natural dominance; not out of control, but still aggressive and animal. He looked at Shelly, and he stepped toward her with his huge, hard penis in his left hand. With his right he took hold of her bottom, so possessively that the very sight of his fingers there, pushing between his wife’s thighs, probing her shaved pussy, made me whimper.

“Bend over, girl,” he said, and I could tell somehow that it represented the command Shelly had waited for—hoped for, I thought I could see, and feel for myself, though it seemed so crazy to what remained of the old me, the girl who had watched Frannie get her whuppin’ only a few hours ago.

Shelly bent over, turning her face away and downward, putting her palms on the cushion of her easy chair, then kneeling. The comfortable seat where the farmer’s wife did her knitting—from which she had watched her husband whip me—had become the place her husband had chosen to fuck her.

I could see in the way she bent that she knew what Jake wanted, how he liked to have her. She arched her back and pushed out her bottom, and I wondered with another jolt of arousal if she had to adopt the same posture when her husband corrected her for her faults, laying the family strap across her full bottom. I bit my lip as I noticed that Shelly’s right cheek seemed to have the fading remnants of a bruise. My fists clenched again against my thighs as I wondered what my own backside would look like tomorrow.

Every thought flew away, though, as I watched Jake’s hand between her legs. I couldn’t see exactly what his fingertips were doing, and the sudden, passionate desire I had to see more made my face blaze with heat to match the warmth down there. I could see enough, though, and I could hear and smell enough. I could see the urgent rhythm of Jake’s fingers, and the way even the visible parts got shinier and shinier with pussy juice. I could hear Shelly moaning uncontrollably as her husband masturbated her, and I could hear the unmistakably wet sounds those penetrating digits made as they moved relentlessly in her needy vagina. And I could smell the fragrance of another woman’s pussy, something I had never caught the scent of before.

“Such a little slut,” Jake murmured. “So naughty, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Shelly whispered, almost too softly for me to hear. “Please… sir… I need it so bad. Please… put it in me?”

“Oh, God,” I whispered. My hands opened and shut. Only the terrible lingering pain in my bottom and thighs kept me from putting my right hand there, where Shelly had her husband’s skillful hand to comfort her and I had nothing.

Good girls get to play with their little pussies. Jake had said that, hadn’t he? How could I show him that I wanted to be a good girl, so I would get to come again, instead of going back over the arm of his chair for a whipping?

The faraway part of me observed that I seemed to have lost the spark of defiance I had felt before Jake had put his hand between my legs and administered my first orgasm. That distant me thought I could probably recover it—I probably would recover it. Right now, though, I wanted only to be in Shelly’s place, with a dominant man giving her the reward of her obedience and submission.

Jake turned to look over at me.

“You’d better put your hands on your head, honey,” he told me. “That’ll help you keep from getting into trouble with your little pussy.”

I felt my burning face crumple into a pout of helpless need. I obeyed my foster father; I raised my hands and put them on top of my head, feeling how the posture seemed to make my body less my own.

His pussy. Jake’s terrible words, the emphasis he had put on his, seemed to turn my blood into liquid fire.

“What do you want, Shelly?” he asked, his fingers suddenly stopping their rhythm.

She whimpered softly. “Please, sir… I want your beautiful cock in your wet little pussy. Please fuck me, sir.”

Your wet little pussy. Her pussy belongs to him.

My jaw had gone slack, I suddenly realized. I could hear my breath coming in and going out raggedly.

Does my pussy belong to him?

I felt my fingers tense in my hair. I knew that if I had still had my hands on my thighs, I would never have had the willpower to resist touching myself there—whether to confirm that somehow my private parts had come into the possession of this dominant farmer, this masterful husband, or to try to deny the idea.

I wouldn’t have cared, at that moment, about the terrible threat of the horrid length of leather lying on the floor next to me. I looked over at it, and my eyes went wide as another thought, a contradictory notion, rose into my consciousness.

No. I would have cared. The thought of Jake putting me back over the arm of his easy chair and whipping me until I couldn’t sit down for a week would have moved me greatly—did move me greatly, now, as I looked at it lying there like a snake waiting to strike. But it didn’t make me less likely to disobey. To masturbate while I watched my foster father put the head of his cock to the entrance of my foster mother’s soaking vagina.

If I had thought of the family strap, and my hands had been mere inches from my own pussy, and I had looked at it, the way I did now, the sight would have made it much, much more likely that my hand would work its way across the silken skin of my thigh to the sparse thatch of reddish-brown hair that barely hid the cleft of my pussy lips.

I had just learned my suitor could tell me to shave those grownup curls away for him, the same way Jake made Shelly keep herself bare down there, because he liked her that way. Her pussy belonged to him, after all, and soon, maybe, mine would belong to the man who claimed me. That lewd new fact of my existence, that my pubic hair could soon be taken away, to remind me who owned my most intimate places, made the trouble much worse.

If my hands had been on my thighs, near those secret parts of my body that it seemed somehow belonged not to me but to the man who courted me and gained Jake’s approval for his courtship… If I hadn’t had them on my head, when I heard Shelly cry out as her husband’s enormous penis thrust hard and deep into her and Jake gripped her firmly around the waist and began to pound her womanly bottom with his lap, fucking her with breathtaking vigor… If the temptation had been a matter of inches rather than of feet… I would have tried to keep my fingers from going further, but… but I wouldn’t have tried very hard.

The mental picture of Jake whipping me again, together with my utterly degrading position, kneeling to watch him fuck his kind, lovely wife like a naughty little slut, would have made it impossible not to touch my clit.


CHAPTER 11
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Grace

Shelly’s legs were together, her modest white panties still around her knees as she bent over the low chair. Jake straddled her, his shins up against the seat cushion. I could see everything, and it made my whole body blush. A strange, lightheaded sensation traveled through my limbs and into my head, making me wonder whether I might even faint from the mixture of deep embarrassment and helpless arousal that seethed in my chest and my tummy.

“That’s it, Shelly girl,” Jake growled. Both of them faced almost completely away from me as he fucked her, his balls slapping up against the bare lips of her pussy over and over, his hands tight around her hips to keep her in place. “You like it nice and hard, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Shelly sobbed, her head bowed and her blonde hair hanging down around her face. With each pounding thrust of her husband’s hips, she let out a whimpering moan that sent a surge of need from my clit into my virgin vagina. I bit my lip as I felt an ache there, and I couldn’t keep my eyes from the little glimpses I could see of Jake’s enormous, rigid penis as it flashed in and out of Shelly’s shaved pussy.

I started to wonder whether having my hands atop my head would be enough to keep me from disobedience. Jake seemed completely focused on the pleasure he got from having his cock in his wife’s hot, wet sheath; surely he wouldn’t turn around and see if I just rubbed my clit a little bit?

My whole body tensed at the conflicting thoughts in my head, my arms most of all as the two impulses fought for control of those muscles: to remain in the humiliating posture my foster father had commanded or to try to steal a little more pleasure from the place that he so clearly regarded as my future husband’s property rather than my own.

That thought made the problem worse; if my pussy belonged to the man I would marry, then Jake Carpenter, in taking responsibility for me, had become its caretaker. He would decide when the time had come for my needy clit to receive the attention of his fingers, or—if I could manage to behave myself, it seemed—mine.

I remembered the urgency and the submission in Shelly’s voice when she had asked Jake for permission to touch herself. Part of me thought maybe I should beg to do the same, right now. Sir, please… may I touch the little pussy where my suitor will put his cock when you give permission?

I let out a whimper of my own, to mingle with Shelly’s submissive noises. She sounded like her fucking might even hurt a little, as if her husband’s huge manhood could make her uncomfortable, when he thrust it inside her to have his way. That idea, with the way it mixed sex with punishment, seemed to shoot a lightning bolt of arousal through my nervous system.

I whimpered again, louder, and I felt my right hand start to move, in response to the desperation between my thighs. I wondered with a surge of heat to my face if my need would start to drip from my virgin vagina onto my thighs. I told myself I only wanted to feel myself, down there, just to make sure I wouldn’t embarrass myself that way.

Jake saved me from my own foolishness. He turned to look at me, right at that moment. He didn’t pause his rhythm inside Shelly’s pussy, but he growled, “I’m watching you, Grace. Don’t you dare touch yourself.”

Under his gaze I felt my face crumple into a mask of woe. Shelly let out a deeper moan, as if the idea of me watching her husband ride her like a wayward filly intensified her shame and pleasure to another level.

“Please, sir,” I sobbed, my fantasy coming to pass. “Please, may I?”

Shelly let out a scream that could only mean she had started to come. Jake moved his right hand up her back to twine his fingers in her hair. He turned his attention back to her and let out a grunt that I thought meant his orgasm had gotten very close, too.

“Down, girl,” he commanded, and I could see how his hands enforced his will. “Arch your back.”

Shelly’s climax went on and on, or maybe she had one after the other the same way Jake had forced multiple orgasms on me. I realized that I had started to whimper with every breath as I watched him hold himself deep inside her, his hands keeping her still as his rock-hard butt jerked and tensed with his release.

I wondered what it felt like. I longed to know what sensations Jake’s warm seed gave his wife, and what it meant to her to have her pussy be the place he liked to put his essence, when he had finished using her. I felt my arm twitch again with the temptation to think about it with my hand between my legs, which seemed suddenly the best way to consider the question.

But Jake turned back to me, and my hand froze atop my head.

“Shelly likes me to come inside her,” he told me. He rubbed her back gently, as it heaved with the exertion of her climax. “Don’t you, hon?”

“Yes, sir,” I heard her say in a voice that sounded weak.

“We can’t have kids,” Jake told me. “Just one of those things. But a husband’s seed belongs in his wife’s womb. You’ll understand when your suitor fucks you. We’ll get you set up with birth control before then.”
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At breakfast, with a cushion under my sore butt, the previous night seemed like a dream. Jake had already gone out to plow or sow or harvest or something else farm-y. Shelly fed me eggs and bacon that tasted like some god had blessed her frying pan with eternal tastiness. I searched her face, when she had her attention on the stove, for any sign of embarrassment about what had happened in the living room the night before, and found nothing but sunny morning cheerfulness.

I had barely noticed the little room she had led me to, after my whipping and her fucking; I had fallen into a dreamless sleep the moment I had pulled off my jeans all the way and lain down—on my front of course. In the morning, awoken by the sounds coming upstairs from the kitchen, I had found a new toothbrush and a fluffy towel waiting for me in a neat little pile on the bathroom sink.

Back in the bedroom, I had noticed a chair with a dress hanging on the back, looking like it had last been worn in the 1950s. On the seat of the chair had sat a pair of pink cotton panties a size too large for me. With deeply mixed feelings, I had put them on, and then the ankle socks and black flats I found under the chair, feeling like a country schoolgirl from a movie.

“We’ll go into town after breakfast,” Shelly told me as I crunched buttered toast. “We’ll shop for some things for your room, if you want, and some proper clothes of your own. Then we’ll go to the doctor to have your IUD inserted. You and the other girls have a New Modesty meeting at eleven: they’ll fill you in on the details of courtship in Grasskiln.”

My lips parted and my heart rate sped up, but Shelly had said all these alarming things as if she were telling me about the day’s weather, and I couldn’t manage to find any words to challenge these clearly benign—in my foster mother’s mind, anyway—facts about my day.

Shelly took me to the town’s little department store. She encouraged me to choose two posters from fantasy shows I liked, and a big handbag—“for your activities,” she told me. Then she led me to the lingerie section and stopped in front of a rack with white shorts that seemed to be made of a very thick, stretchy cotton fabric. Their legs looked long enough to come down almost to my knees.

A sign on top of the rack said, ‘Training Panties: $0.99 (subsidized by the New Modesty Authority).’ I felt my face go bright red as I remembered what Jake had said about using these embarrassing things to keep me from playing with myself. I had dismissed his words as a silly attempt to threaten me with a childish punishment that didn’t actually exist in the real world. The row of underwear in front of me told me he had spoken only the truth.

“They’re a tradition here in Grasskiln,” Shelly told me. “One of the town’s founders, Elijah Peacock, told his wife to sew drawers that way, because she couldn’t keep from masturbating. Her friends noticed one day at the women’s swimming hole, and told their husbands—and much to the girls’ surprise their men asked Mrs. Peacock to share the pattern. Soon enough, every proper woman in Grasskiln had to wear training drawers until she showed her husband she could keep her hands off his property.”

I felt my whole body go cold, and then immediately blaze up with a blush that seemed like it might set my face on fire. I glanced over at Shelly, who stood beside me in front of the rack, with my lower lip caught between my teeth. To my distress, I found her gazing back at me with a knowing smile.

“Yes, honey,” she told me. “I wore them too, as a young bride.”

I turned back to the panties, my forehead creasing hard. I couldn’t help asking, in a whisper.

“And… did they… I mean… did you…?” I couldn’t manage to get any further than that, but Shelly of course knew what I wanted to ask.

“They’re a reminder,” she told me, her voice low and confidential. “Every couple handles it differently, I’m sure, but when I started feeling needy I knew that when Jake got home, if I’d been a good girl and I asked politely, he’d let me take them down, even if he didn’t have time to, you know…” her voice fell even further, “…use me.”

I felt my brow furrow even more deeply as I remembered what it looked like when Jake used his wife. The way he controlled her with his hands… the way his huge, hard penis surged relentlessly in and out of her soaking wet sheath.

Shelly broke me out of my reverie. “You’d better get seven pairs in your size, honey,” she told me. “You’re responsible for keeping them nice and clean between laundry days. And…”

For the first time, as I looked at her expression, I thought maybe our conversation carried at least a little bit of embarrassment for her.

“Well, Mr. Carpenter likes to inspect my panties sometimes. I think he’ll probably do the same with yours.”

A deep frown broke out on my face. “Why?” I asked, turning back to the rack as a new blush came over my face, because I felt sure I knew.

“If he thinks I’ve been touching myself, or just not keeping my panties clean,” she murmured, “he puts me over the arm of his chair. After that… well, maybe it won’t bother you as much as it does me… but I’m not allowed to wear clothes the next day.”

I chewed the inside of my cheek. I could see why Shelly had supposed I might not care about being forbidden to wear clothes, given that I had arrived without any panties on. But the way my tummy had flipped, and I had even felt mortifying stirrings further down, at the thought, told me that I would care a great deal.

“But…” I whispered fiercely. “But wouldn’t…”

I managed to glance over at her, to see that Shelly had her eyes lowered, and that her cheeks had spots of pink on them.

“Yes,” she whispered back. “Yes, it makes it worse. But…” Her voice trailed off.

“But what?” I breathed, desperate to understand.

“But it… helps, too? Even when Jake catches me and whips me again. You… I think you’ll probably understand when it happens to you.”


CHAPTER 12
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Grace

The doctor’s office seemed perfectly ordinary at first. I needed that because checking out at the department store and on the short walk to the doctor my heart had been going a mile a minute, just thinking about the things Shelly had said and trying to sort out all the feelings they had awakened inside me.

Sitting in the ordinary waiting room with the ordinary magazines and the ordinary aquarium, I gradually seemed able to dismiss what she had told me as a serious concern. Jake’s way of taking an interest in his wife’s underwear, I thought, really didn’t have to do with me. The idea of ‘courtship’ and of having a ‘suitor’ had taken on a degree of reality, and I acknowledged that although it made my tummy flutter a little, I didn’t actually object to meeting guys who wanted to date me.

I didn’t take seriously, though, the assumption that Jake and Shelly had both clearly made, that my suitor would behave to me the way Jake behaved to Shelly. I could see, I thought, why Selecta and the government wanted to send girls like me to towns like this one. I already felt like a new kind of future had opened up, one in which I wouldn’t feel the temptation to shoplift—unless out of sheer boredom with my comfortable life.

But I would have the choice of what guys I wanted to date, obviously. I had no intention of choosing a man like Jake. All the crazy shit that had gone down in my foster parents’ living room last night… it was already in the past, and only getting further away. Eventually, I probably wouldn’t even remember what it had felt like.

I shifted in my chair, and to my dismay the memories and the mental images came rushing back, like a flat denial of my previous thought. The soreness in my butt blazed up like fire, and I had to bite my lip and blink back the sudden water in my eyes. Worse, the sensation revolved around the horrible thick panties Shelly had insisted I wear out of the store, along with the other clothes she had bought me with the New Modesty subsidy money: a modest dress in a light green cotton blend, like the old one Shelly had loaned me but in my size and in a bit more contemporary of a cut; a plain white bralette; white cotton socks and black flats just like the ones I had found that morning under the chair. As I squirmed and felt the bruises the family strap had left, the sensation of having the training panties on made me terribly self-conscious of my whole mortifying old-fashioned outfit.

That will fade, though, I insisted to myself. The agony had already receded by something like half, since the night before, when walking up the stairs—with my jeans off because I couldn’t bear to have the denim in contact with the skin of my ass-cheeks—had made me whimper at each step.

If I had to have a suitor—or suitors—I would make damn sure they didn’t have family straps hanging on their mantelpieces.

The door leading from the reception area to the exam rooms opened, and Frannie came out, followed by a middle-aged lady who could have been Shelly’s slightly younger sister.

“Cousin Martha!” Shelly said, getting up from her own seat next to mine. “You folks have one of these girls, too?”

Frannie and I looked at each other, and I knew that my face had gone as red as hers. I saw her brow crease, and I felt my own do the same, as if in some sort of synchronized embarrassment routine.

“Sure do, Shelly,” Martha said. “Frank and I started training her last night.”

The bizarre mirroring exercise with Frannie went on; all four of our eyes widened. I felt sure she could tell just from my own reaction that Jake and Shelly had begun ‘training’ me too, but to my horror Shelly didn’t leave Frannie and Martha in any doubt.

“Grace here got a whipping, too, I’m sad to say,” she said. “And Mr. Carpenter taught her about what that means for a Grasskiln girl.”

My eyes and Frannie’s had remained locked. The mutual gaze became heart-poundingly intense as we understood that we had undergone the same humiliating, but also shamefully arousing, treatment from our foster fathers. We both blinked and looked down at the floor.

What that means for a Grasskiln girl. Something about the way Shelly had said it carried a disquieting note of… of generality. The thought that I would be able to choose a suitor whose mantelpiece lacked a family strap suddenly seemed less likely. I chewed the inside of my cheek.

“Frannie here is all set for courtship, anyway,” Martha said. “We’ll see you at the orientation meeting?”

“Sure will,” Shelly said. I looked up at Frannie. She still had her eyes on the industrial grade carpet of the waiting room. As if I could read her mind, or the exact pattern of pink in her blushing cheeks, I understood that all set for courtship meant that she had come here to the doctor’s office for the same reason Shelly had brought me.

IUD. I didn’t even know what it stood for, but I knew what it did.

“Grace?” said a nurse’s voice from the doorway. I looked up. “You can come with me. Mrs. Carpenter, you can come along too.”

Something clicked in my mind at that point, something that tied my tummy into a knot. I realized I’d let myself get lulled, somehow—I’d managed to persuade myself that Grasskiln was just a quiet midwestern town where a girl who had made a mistake could get a second chance. The ‘foster parent’ thing seemed weird, but it had also seemed like it wouldn’t last very long, because I would start the ‘courtship’ thing, and I would go off on my own and show I had reformed myself or whatever.

But the nurse had just extended Shelly an invitation to come in and be present at my gynecological exam and at the insertion of a birth-control device into my vagina. She had issued the invitation in the most casual way possible, as if it were entirely normal for a nineteen-year-old to have her fake foster mother present at that intimate procedure.

That went together with the vague but alarming idea that I had become a Grasskiln girl—apparently the kind of girl who got whipped and then fondled by an older man.

While his wife looked on approvingly, rubbing herself through her skirt. While she sucked his huge, hard cock in eager expectation of him fucking her.

Pounding her shaved pussy with his masculine hardness as the girl watched and tried desperately not to play with herself.

The nurse’s words seemed despite their apparent innocence to put it over the top.

“She can’t,” I said. “I’m… I’m nineteen. I don’t want her there.”

The nurse, a tall dark-haired woman about ten years older than me, looked me up and down, pursing her lips.

“You’ll probably want to ask about this at the meeting later, Grace,” she said in an abrupt, clipped tone. “I don’t have all the details. But the program you’re in turns you back into a minor for the purposes of healthcare. Your foster mama has to be present for your exam, because it concerns your sexual health and your courtship.”

“But—” I protested.

“You can ask at the meeting, honey,” Shelly said. “Nurse Cathy here told you she doesn’t know the details.”

I looked at Frannie, who still had her eyes on the floor, and then at Shelly’s cousin Martha, who had her attention on me, one eyebrow raised as if in curiosity to see whether Shelly’s new ward would show herself to be controllable or not. Then I turned to Shelly, my eyes beaming a plea for some respect for my modesty and my privacy.

She shook her head, though.

“You don’t want me to tell Mr. Carpenter you made a fuss, do you, Grace?” she asked. “I’m guessing your backside is already sore enough for you.”

I heard a little choking sort of noise from Frannie’s direction. I glanced over at her again, to see that she had raised her eyes to mine, her cheeks bright red. It was my turn to look away, catching my lower lip between my teeth. My face burning, I stepped through the door the nurse held open, with Shelly right behind me.

“Go ahead and take everything off,” Nurse Cathy told me in the exam room. “Put your clothes on the hooks and put on the gown that’s hanging there.” She turned to Shelly. “You can sit down in the chair over there, Mrs. Carpenter. Is Grace in her training panties yet?”

I froze, standing in front of the hooks the nurse had pointed to, just looking at the blue hospital gown. I’d only had one gynecological exam before and the memory of how strange and oddly revealing the gown had felt came back to my mind, jumbled with my mortifying memories from the night before. The new impression, of Nurse Cathy asking my foster mother about my underwear, seemed to root me to the spot, unable to start undressing.

“She is,” Shelly confirmed. “Only for a few minutes, though—we just came from the store.”

“I see,” the nurse replied, tapping something on her tablet. “Well, Grace, we’re quite busy today, so hurry up, please and get undressed. While you do, go ahead and tell me about your sexual history, please. Were you intimate with anyone before you were enrolled into the New Modesty?”

I scrunched up my face very hard for a moment, feeling a little bit of water well up in each eye, which I then blinked away furiously. Then I started to take off my dress.

“I dated,” I told her, determining to give as little information as I possibly could.

“Boys?” the nurse asked.

I nodded. I had the dress off. I hung it on one of the hooks. At least talking to the nurse while I took off my clothes distracted me a bit.

“How many?” Nurse Cathy inquired. I thought I could hear a bit of disapproval in her tone, as if she felt certain I would say ten or twelve or twenty.

“Two,” I told her. I sat down to take off my shoes and socks, focusing my attention entirely on my feet.

“Mm-hmm,” she said, tapping the tablet. “And how intimate were you with them?”

I swallowed hard. “What does that mean?” I demanded, looking up at the woman, who had an unapologetic, unsympathetic look on her face.

“Grace!” Shelly put in. “Keep a civil tongue in your head, or Mr. Carpenter’s going to hear about it.”

“Mrs. Carpenter,” said the nurse, “you said Mr. Carpenter disciplined her last night?”

“That’s right,” Shelly told her. “Then he brought her to orgasm several times.”

More taps on the tablet. I bit my lip hard, but a little whimper came out through my nose nonetheless. My face felt like the surface of the sun. The feeling of unreality I had had about the previous night seemed impossible to remember now.

“And your husband uses a paddle?” Nurse Cathy asked.

“A strap,” Shelly supplied. “It’s been in his family a long time.”

“Thank you.” The nurse tapped for a few seconds, then she turned back to me. “Take your underwear off, too, Grace,” she reminded me, “and put on the gown, please.”

She waited for me to stand up and turn around before she continued, “How intimate were you with the boys you dated? It means exactly what it sounds like.”

I started to pull the bralette over my head.

“I don’t know,” I said, hearing sullenness creep into my voice. I clearly couldn’t defy the stupid nurse, because Shelly obviously only needed the slightest excuse to report me to Jake. At least I didn’t have to be happy about it. “Second base, I guess?”

“So that means you let them touch your breasts?” Nurse Cathy asked. “Under your shirt and your bra?”

I looked down at the bralette in my hands, and at the little A-cup mounds of my breasts, with their tiny pink nipples.

“I don’t usually wear a bra,” I said as dismissively as I dared.

“So, under your shirt?” the nurse followed up patiently. “They touched your nipples?”

My mouth twisted to the side. I dropped the bralette onto the chair and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my horrible training panties before I could think enough about it to get embarrassed.

“That’s right,” I told Nurse Cathy.


CHAPTER 13
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Cal

The alert that popped up on my handheld caught me by surprise.

New Modesty match alert!

I put down the wrench I had in my hand and wiped my palms and fingers clean of grease before I picked up the device from on top of the tool cabinet where I always left it while working on a car or a tractor. I had only signed up for the New Modesty courtship program a few days before, but I had forgotten all about it.

Really, I hadn’t expected anything to come of my application for ‘verified suitor status.’ My buddy Dave had signed up last year, though, and he had just married Rachel, a sweet, gorgeous girl who had come to Grasskiln as part of the program. At the reception—to which I had come stag, since my last girlfriend and I had broken up a month ago—he had told me to sign up.

“What’s the worst that could happen?” he had asked, before Rachel called him away to cut the cake.

When I opened the New Modesty app on my handheld, I wondered whether I had thought hard enough about that question.

Non-violent offender Grace F. just checked in for her gynecological exam. New Modesty algorithms suggest she’s a great match for you. Watch exam?

I frowned. Dave had mentioned that the particular approach of the New Modesty to matchmaking would probably surprise me. But Rachel definitely wasn’t a ‘non-violent offender,’ and I didn’t think Dave had had the opportunity to watch her at the doctor’s office. I noticed that ‘great match’ had a link attached, and I tapped the words.

A pop-up window appeared.

Our data on you and Grace F. tells us that your interests align and that your dominant masculine inclinations harmonize with her emerging submissive sexuality. Her status as a non-violent offender, remanded to the supervision of the New Modesty Authority and the foster care of a local couple, may suit your inclination to discipline your romantic partner and eventual bride.

I remembered the questionnaire I had filled out when I had signed up for the program. I hadn’t taken the questions about traditional discipline very seriously, I supposed, but I had definitely answered them honestly. At twenty-six, I had had two serious girlfriends so far, and in both those relationships I had felt restrained by the rules of modern society. Several times, in each of their cases, I had felt a strong urge to take my romantic partner (as the app called it) over my knee for a well-deserved attitude adjustment. In the end, both relationships had ended because despite being lovely girls on the inside, they had hidden that essential sweetness behind a bratty facade that they lacked the ability to see for what it was: simple immaturity.

So I had checked the Agree box on the question that read, I intend to use corporal punishment to correct my wife’s behavior as necessary.

I had also checked Agree on two other questions that I realized probably had led to this unexpected alert. I intend to take charge of my wife’s sexuality, and I intend to train my wife to please me sexually.

And I did agree, wholeheartedly.

I tapped Yes, and I got my first look at Grace just as she pulled her panties down.

Grace

“Tell me about your masturbation habits,” Nurse Cathy said as I put on the gown, feeling how the opening down the back seemed to reveal just as much of my body as the garment hid. Above all, I could feel how the nurse had an almost unimpeded view of the bruises Jake had left on my backside with the family strap.

I started to turn around, willing myself not to put my hands behind me in an attempt to cover the open back of the gown but desperate not to have the nurse’s judgmental eyes on my whipped bottom. I turned very slowly, because I didn’t want to have to face front, either, so that she could see my scarlet face—and really I just wanted to pretend she hadn’t made the humiliating demand.

“Grace,” Shelly said sharply. “Cathy here is a nurse. She and Doctor Simmons have a duty to take care of you. You have a responsibility to yourself—and to those who care about you. Don’t make their job more difficult because you have some idea of modesty. Modesty is important when you’re courting, and then in public after you’re married, but it’s not appropriate here in the doctor’s office.”

I could hear the tummy-churning threat in Shelly’s voice: the arm of Jake’s easy chair, the baring of my bottom, the family strap across my upturned cheeks, barely healed from my last whipping. I finished turning around, my eyes on Nurse Cathy’s white leather shoes.

“I don’t,” I told her, letting a sulky note infuse my tone. I guessed I should have felt defiant—good, even—about being able to deny that I had done the thing I couldn’t help thinking of as naughty and shameful. But I could tell somehow that from the perspective of the nurse and my foster mother—the viewpoint, it seemed like, of this strange town where the government had sent me—no answer I could give would prove satisfactory.

“Hmm,” was all Nurse Cathy said as she tapped her tablet. Then she said, “And you said she climaxed several times after she was punished, Mrs. Carpenter?”

“That’s right,” Shelly said, nodding. “Mr. Carpenter… well, he’s, you know, very good at that.”

I glanced over at her, where she sat in the chair with her handbag in her lap. To my surprise, her cheeks had turned red, the way they had in the department store when she had confided to me the way that Jake punished her for playing with herself without permission.

I thought about what she had just told me, about modesty, and I wondered for the first time what it all really meant. The memory of Jake fucking her so very hard from behind as she bent over her chair with her panties down and her bottom up rose vividly into my mind. I bit my lip so that I wouldn’t let out a little whimper as I felt myself clench, down there. My face blazed up with heat like an inferno. Shelly somehow still had her modesty, even though her husband fucked her like that, in front of the young woman he had just whipped.

“Is that right, Grace?” the nurse asked. “Did you have more than one orgasm?”

I had my hands out in front of me, clenched into fists as if I meant to fight Nurse Cathy, or the doctor, or maybe the whole town. I flicked my eyes over from the nurse’s shoes to look at Shelly in the chair, sure that she would prompt me again, with another threat of Jake’s strap across my backside. My foster mother just sat there, though, looking at me. She had a little furrow between her eyebrows, and I understood that she must actually be feeling concern for me. Shelly wanted me to tell the truth, and, more important, to admit not just to her and Nurse Cathy but to myself that I had needed the degrading ‘training’ she and Jake had given me last night.

My forehead working and my heart pounding, I returned my attention to the nurse’s white shoes.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Nurse Cathy tapped on her tablet.

“Alright,” she said after four or five more taps. “Go ahead and get on the scale for me.”

She noted my weight, took my temperature, had me sit on the exam chair with its crinkly paper cover so that she could read my blood pressure.

“I’ll let the doctor know you’re ready,” she told me, and left the room.

Shelly and I sat in uncomfortable silence for about five minutes. A couple of times I thought she might be about to say something—with my eyes on my hands, curled atop the blue fabric of the shapeless gown, I could see her shift in her chair out of the corner of my eye. Once she cleared her throat and I felt sure she might even be getting ready to apologize, but nothing else emerged. On my side, I had a zillion questions, but I didn’t know how to put them into words. Plus, they were all mortifying, and I had no intention of asking Shelly any of them and giving her the satisfaction of having satisfied my curiosity.

A knock came at the door, and the door opened, almost simultaneously with the knock. The doctor came in, a middle-aged man with silver at the temples of his dark brown hair. Nurse Cathy came in after him, pushing a wheeled tray with stuff on top that looked very medical and thus naturally scary. I recognized a clear plastic speculum, which the nurse unwrapped as the doctor pulled on blue latex gloves.

“Grace,” he said, in a voice that I could tell he intended to sound reassuring though really he couldn’t keep the brusqueness out of it, “I’m Doctor Simmons.”

He picked up something from the tray and started to put it on his head. He clicked something on it, and a bright light came on, held on the doctor’s forehead by an elastic band.

“Let’s have you go ahead and sit back in the chair. Cathy, could you get the stirrups into position?”

I had forgotten about that part—repressed it in my memory, I felt certain, from my first gynecological appointment. As the doctor wheeled a stool over from underneath the counter, Nurse Cathy pulled the horrid metal knee stirrups out from the sides of the exam chair.

I stayed frozen in place, seated on the edge of the chair.

“Grace, dear,” the nurse said, her voice impatient despite the dear. “Please do what Doctor Simmons asked.”

“She’s a little… dreamy,” Shelly said, an apologetic tone in her words. I blinked. It didn’t really represent a defense of my failure to obey as much as a relatively harmless explanation for it, but my foster mother seemed to care how I came across.

“Dreamy?” the doctor asked, his patience clearly already worn thin. “Or is she just badly behaved? Grace, we can restrain you if we have to.”

That idea sent a jolt through my nervous system, and the effect of it down below my tummy troubled me so much that I complied simply to avoid even thinking about the possibility of ‘restraint.’ I pushed backwards on the paper and reclined against the back of the chair.

“There we go,” the nurse said, instantly taking hold of my right leg and swinging it up and over into the stirrup. I bit my lip to keep from protesting, feeling panic rise in my chest.

“Just breathe easily,” Doctor Simmons instructed. “Nice and deep, in through your nose, out through your mouth.”

I looked up at him, to find his eyes locked on my face and his expression mild, as if by complying I had won him over to my side at least a little. To my confusion, I suddenly felt a sort of answering mildness—a pathetic eagerness to please, even. I took a deep breath, through my nostrils as he had instructed, and let it out slowly through my pursed lips.

“Good girl,” the doctor said, nodding. “We’ll get this over with nice and quick.”

Nurse Cathy put my other knee in its stirrup. The doctor sat on his stool. It happened so quickly I barely had time to yell inwardly at myself for once again responding to good girl like a puppy who’s been punished with a rolled-up newspaper and then forgiven with a scratch behind the ears.

That reaction, though, gave way instantly to the all-over blush that accompanied the doctor fixing his attention between my knees and his nurse smearing lube over the beak of the speculum before she handed it to him.

“We’re going to take a look at your hymen first, Grace,” he told me. “We just want to be sure that when the time comes with your first accepted suitor, he’ll be able to penetrate you without too much discomfort for either of you.”


CHAPTER 14
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Grace

“Looks like someone learned a lesson recently,” Doctor Simmons said, leaning in closer.

“Last night,” Nurse Cathy confirmed.

“Jake is pretty thorough, isn’t he?” the doctor asked, turning to look at Shelly for a moment.

“He sure is,” Shelly replied in a quiet voice. I couldn’t look at any of them. I kept my attention focused on the fabric of the gown, how it had bunched up at my waist when the nurse had raised and spread my knees to give Doctor Simmons easy access to my most intimate places.

As I felt the speculum touch my pussy, the sense of detached observation I had experienced in the Carpenters’ living room took hold of me. I looked down at Doctor Simmons as he peered intently at the private places between my thighs and my bottom cheeks. He could see the cleft of my pussy and the tiny button of my anus, but I couldn’t. I felt as if I had somehow entrusted my body to him and Nurse Cathy, whose attention was also fixed down there, watching the doctor work.

My brow creased hard as I remembered Jake, the night before, telling Shelly that her pussy belonged to him, and Shelly asking him to fuck his pussy. A shudder ran through my whole body and, to my horror, I felt my vagina clench, just as the beak of the speculum started to open me up. I bit my lip hard, desperate not to make a sound, but the jolt of arousal proved too strong; I heard a little whine come through my nose.

It got much worse, though. The nurse made a tsking sound with her tongue against her teeth, as if she couldn’t resist the reflexive disapproval such a wayward pussy provoked in her.

Doctor Simmons said, “It’s perfectly normal to get aroused during your exam, Grace—especially for a girl like you. Just try to relax, though.”

I looked over at Shelly. The pink had returned to her cheeks, but she had a little smile for me.

“Don’t worry, honey,” she said. “We’ll find a suitor who can give you exactly what you need.”

I squeezed my eyes shut and chewed on my lower lip. The detachment seemed to come and go in waves. I felt myself clench again, and I felt warmth spread through the whole region that lay so exposed to the doctor and the nurse.

When the doctor spoke again, his voice had become impatient.

“Breathe nice and slowly, Grace. It’s normal to get aroused, like I just said, and the way you’re lubricating will help make this more comfortable for you, but if you can’t relax these muscles it’s going to hurt when I dilate you—open you up, I mean.”

I heard myself start to speak, again becoming distant from my body. I kept my eyes closed, but something inside me just had to ask.

“What does… what did you… mean, Doctor?”

The speculum started to open inside me. I took the inside of my cheek between my teeth and bit hard at the terrible mixture of pain and arousal.

“Hymen is intact,” the doctor said, in a businesslike voice clearly intended for Nurse Cathy’s ears. “But should rupture easily on first coitus. I won’t need to rupture it to insert the IUD.”

“Doctor?” I asked, wondering suddenly if I had actually drifted away into an alternate reality, and I hadn’t spoken at all.

“What did I mean by what?” the doctor asked impatiently. “I’m going to insert your intrauterine device now. You and your suitor won’t have to worry about pregnancy until you’re ready to start a family.”

I opened my eyes to see Nurse Cathy handing him a tiny thing in the shape of a T. He held it up for me to see.

“See? Very small. Neither of you will feel it, whether during sexual intercourse or during your daily activities.”

“I…” I said, as he returned his attention below my waist. “I meant…”

The speculum opened me up again, and I swallowed hard. I felt it expanding still further inside me.

“Ow… ow…” I said, my voice whiny.

“I told you to relax,” the doctor said. “It will only take… a… second.”

My body bucked as I felt a flash of pain deep inside me.

“There,” the doctor said. “I’m just going to keep you open for a moment while I check… yes… the IUD is properly placed.”

“What did you mean a girl like me?” I asked, the words rushing out as I tried to distract my attention from the discomfort in my pussy.

He pulled the speculum out at last. To my dismay, I felt it again, though, its beak against the other hole, the one lower down, the tiny, wrinkly one. I swallowed again, thinking about what Jake and Shelly had said about that hidden ring, about having sex there.

“I’ll have a look in here, too,” the doctor told me. “To make sure you’re ready for anal intercourse when the time comes. Push for me, just like you’re on the toilet. That’s right. You know how, a girl like you.”

I let out a little cry that had discomfort and shame and an unwelcome recognition all mixed up in it. I felt the speculum stretch me on its opening beak.

“Anus is well formed,” the doctor told the nurse. “Anal intercourse is indicated, with the usual training recommended.” He looked up at me. “Training a girl’s anus involves anal plugs—most people call them butt plugs. When your suitor wants you to get started with that, he’ll let you know.”

He looked back down. Despite everything, all the discomfort and all the humiliation, or maybe because of it, I clenched again. I heard a sound that must have been a suppressed giggle from Nurse Cathy. My face felt once again like the surface of the sun.

“That’s what I meant, Grace,” Doctor Simmons said, “by a girl like you. You’re here in Grasskiln, under the supervision of the New Modesty Authority, not just because you’re a criminal, but because you’re a young woman who has specific needs—and just like Mrs. Carpenter said, those are needs we can make sure get taken care of here.”
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Another girl from the bus arrived at the front of the New Modesty Authority building, with her foster mother, at the same time Shelly and I had. I recognized her but I didn’t remember her name, if I’d ever heard it. She didn’t seem any more inclined to greet me than I did her, though; we both had our eyes mostly on the floor. To my distress, I couldn’t help wondering whether she had gotten punished last night, and whether she had training panties on under her modest dress—identical to mine, as far as I could tell, except for the color.

Shelly and the other girl’s foster mother knew each other of course, and the receptionist knew them both.

“Hi, Irene! Hi, Shelly!” she said brightly. “How are you keeping? You can go ahead and take Lisa and Grace back to the conference room. Two of the other girls are already here.”

Walking past Mrs. Brown’s office I remembered to my surprise that I had only gotten to this strange town the day before—not even twenty-four hours. My stomach lurched at the thought that the New Modesty’s mortifying program had already begun to seem, against all logic, somehow normal.

The conference room had chairs in two circles, one inside the other. Mrs. Brown stood in front of one of the chairs in the inner ring. I could see that Frannie had the seat on her right hand, and Frannie’s foster mother sat in the one behind it. The other early arrival sat next to Frannie, a black-haired, olive-skinned girl whose name, I thought, might be Maria but could also have been just about anything else for all the attention I had paid on the bus.

“Come on in, girls,” she said to me and the other girl. “Have a seat. Lisa, why don’t you sit next to Rosa.”

Rosa, not Maria. Who gave a fuck. My mouth twisted to the side as I realized, to my dismay, that I gave a fuck. My cheeks, already on a low simmer, had blazed up to medium high.

“Grace, you can sit next to Lisa,” Mrs. Brown said. “Foster mamas, you can go ahead and sit behind your girls.”

Your girls. I felt my forehead crease. Something about the way they talked, here in Grasskiln, seemed to stir unwelcome feelings despite the apparent innocence of the words themselves. Clearly, according to Mrs. Brown and the New Modesty Authority—according to the entire population of Grasskiln, as far as I could tell—I belonged to Shelly… and to Jake.

I swallowed hard as I remembered Shelly, the previous night, bent over in front of her husband, pleading with him to give her the shameful thing she obviously needed so badly.

Please, sir… I want your beautiful cock in your wet little pussy.

I belonged to them… my pussy belonged to them… but not to keep—no, not to keep, but to train… to get me ready to belong to someone else.

A suitor.

I felt my face going red as I stared down at my hands, folded in the light green lap of my embarrassingly modest new dress. Keeping my face bent, I shot glances around the circle. A girl who had come in after me and Lisa was sitting down in the last empty chair, between me and Mrs. Brown. I saw Frannie flicking her eyes around the same way I was, but the other three girls seemed to have their focus on their laps, or the floor. I noticed more than one blush, and I thought I saw another girl wince a little as she shifted in her seat.

“Alright,” Mrs. Brown said, sitting down in her own chair. “Let’s get started. I hope you’ve all had at least a little bit of a chance to start settling in. Looking around the circle I can see that your foster mamas have managed to get you into some more appropriate clothing than what you arrived in.”

I looked up, and took in fully for the first time that not only Lisa and Frannie and I, but also Rosa and whoever that last girl was who had just sat down next to me, were all wearing nearly identical, slightly updated but definitely old-fashioned dresses. We looked like a home economics class from the 1950s.

Again I wondered, to my distress, whether I was the only one wearing the horrible training panties. As the thought rose into my mind I did everything in my power not to squirm in my seat, but my sudden focus on the sensations of the lower half of my body made it impossible. I shifted a bit, and I had to bite down on the inside of my cheek to keep from letting out a little whimper of discomfort and embarrassment as the bruises flared back into life, alongside the unique, distracting feeling of the extra padding from my mortifying new underwear.

Part of me wanted to look around to see whether the same thing had just happened to any of the other girls, but I found I couldn’t raise my eyes from my lap. Mrs. Brown had let silence fall for a moment, as if she meant us to think about what she had just said. I wondered suddenly whether she, in fact, knew exactly the conflict and shame her words had raised in me. That idea made my tummy flip over, but maybe it also meant that all my fellow ‘foster kids’ had felt the same kind of reaction. Did Frannie and Lisa and Rosa and the other girl—Cora, I remembered suddenly—all fall into Doctor Simmons’ category of girls like me, whose humiliating needs would be met in this strange town?

“We’re having this meeting,” Mrs. Brown finally continued, “to tell you about the rules and requirements of the New Modesty courtship program the state has assigned you to, here in Grasskiln. I have some good news, too. You all have dates tonight.”


CHAPTER 15
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Grace

I looked up. I could see out of the corners of my eyes that all the other girls had also raised their eyes to focus on Mrs. Brown. She smiled back at us beatifically, her eyes traveling around both circles, with a special twinkle for the foster mothers that seemed to say, Isn’t it wonderful? These girls will learn how to date the old-fashioned way, just like we did when we were their age.

“Your suitors have each chosen to court you with the help of the New Modesty’s matching algorithm, which lets them have access to some of your information—our own version of a dating app.”

Mrs. Brown looked around again, this time just at the girls in the inner circle, as if to make sure we had followed everything she said. I couldn’t figure out what I thought, or felt, about the news she had just delivered. The hypothetical, pretend figure of my suitor—the one Jake kept talking about, who would apparently have embarrassing rights over me and my body—had just materialized into an actual man. He had swiped, or tapped, or… something… on my picture in the New Modesty’s app. My stomach churned, but I also felt a distressing sort of warmth in my chest.

“Now you girls have probably never been on a proper date in your lives,” Mrs. Brown continued. “Here in Grasskiln, though, we do things the traditional way. The men who will be your first suitors are all a few years older than you, and they know how to behave themselves and how to treat a young woman in whom they mean to show an interest, romantically speaking.”

I looked around at the other girls in the circle. I could see the same uneasiness in their faces, especially Frannie’s and Cora’s, that I felt at this part of the older woman’s little speech. I definitely didn’t mind older men. I hadn’t ever dated one, of course, or even—because Mrs. Brown was right that date didn’t really describe what I and other girls my age did with guys—really hung out with one in anything like a serious way. Once, though, a guy in his late twenties had shown an interest in me, at one of the parties we had in the dorm on Saturdays.

It had made me feel a little special, and a little naughty. He had a job at an office, and he talked about real stuff, like his plans for the future and how the fucked-up state of the world economy would make it difficult to ever own a home. If he had tried to kiss me, I would have let him—and I probably would have let him do a lot more. A friend had pulled me away to drink a shot, though, and when I had looked for the older guy again he had left the party. I had guessed, with a mixture of regret and relief, that he kept a regular schedule, the way a more mature man would.

“That means,” Mrs. Brown said, pulling my focus back to her, “that you girls don’t have to worry too much about your own conduct, as long as you make up your minds to pay attention to your suitors. Courtship for young women in Grasskiln is all about learning to follow the lead of the man who will quite possibly be your husband—that is, from the point of view of our traditional community, your leader ‘til death do you part.”

I stared at her, my jaw slack. I had gathered all that, I supposed, from everything I’d experienced with the Carpenters. I realized though that I hadn’t actually put it together with my situation until the administrator of the New Modesty Authority in Grasskiln had made the connection completely solid.

My leader. ‘Til death do us part. My husband—but not, like, lovey-dovey husband, the kind who takes you to the Bahamas and lies with you on the beach until you tell him to get up and get you a piña colada.

“So,” Mrs. Brown went on, leaning forward a little and focusing on each of us in turn, very intently. “Let’s get one uncomfortable—in more than one way—detail over with. The men you’ll meet tonight have all achieved approved status. That means the New Modesty Authority has done extensive background checks on them as well as verifying that they’re each compatible with the one of you they’ve chosen to court. It also means that they have the right—and the duty—to punish you on your bare bottoms should you misbehave, just as your foster fathers do.”

I felt like my eyebrows had shot all the way to my scalp.

“Wait…” Cora said. I looked over at her to see that her face had gone very red. “You… you can’t…”

Mrs. Brown fixed her with a glare that made my heart race. All benevolence had gone from her face.

“I didn’t see you raise your hand, dear,” she said.

“B-but…” Cora stammered, swallowing very visibly.

“Mrs. Davis,” the administrator said, moving her attention to the middle-aged woman sitting behind Cora, who I could see had a stern expression in her brown eyes. “I trust Mr. Davis will hear about this? I’ll leave it up to him whether he wants to ask Cora’s suitor to correct her, or he wants to do it himself before she goes out this evening.”

“But…” Cora tried again, the corners of her eyes sparkling suddenly with tears. I bit my lip as I saw the look on her face, my cheeks flushing hot. Another glance around the room showed that all the other girls—especially Frannie—had flaming blushes on their cheeks too. Finding Mrs. Brown’s expression stony and unwavering, Cora turned around to look at her foster mother. “Please… ma’am? Not again so soon?”

That made me swallow and cast yet another look around the room. Had we all gotten spanked or whipped or paddled last night? The other girls’ faces seemed to say yes to the mortifying question.

Mrs. Davis had a sour look on her face that I didn’t think Shelly Carpenter could ever wear, and I felt a pang of mingled gratitude and sympathy as Cora’s frightening foster mother shook her head.

“Mr. Davis will size the young man up, I know,” Mrs. Davis pronounced. “Probably test him a bit. If I had to guess, I’d say Cora’s foster daddy will probably paddle her in front of him, to make sure he has the right idea about how to handle misbehavior from a little criminal like this one.”

Cora let out a choked sob and turned around to face front, her head bowed and one hand wringing the other in her lap.

Mrs. Brown picked up the thread of her presentation with a bright smile.

“You girls are intelligent—every one of your files makes that clear. So I know you’re starting to understand the way things work around here. I just want to make one thing completely clear, before I move on to logistical matters like reports and such. You wouldn’t be in Grasskiln unless the New Modesty Authority was completely sure that the new life you’re starting is exactly what you need.”

She looked around the circle in that intent way of hers again, making eye contact with each of us in turn. I thought I saw some sign—on Lisa’s and Rosa’s faces especially—that my fellow non-violent offenders had begun to accept this idea, that the government and the megacorp that ran the New Modesty knew best.

I tried hard to set my own expression into a hard, skeptical appearance, careful not to curl my lip all the way into anything like a sneer. When Mrs. Brown’s eyes met mine, though, the little crease between her eyebrows made my heart jump. I shifted in my seat, and then the sensation of my bruised butt, covered in my new training panties, sent a surge of heat to my face and I had to look down at the floor.

“You’re here,” the awful woman finally continued, “to finish growing up, in an environment that will let you become happy, helpful citizens of a healthy, traditional community. Thanks to the problems of our time, you didn’t get a chance to keep yourselves on the straight and narrow, back in the city. You lacked the right kind of maturity to make good decisions. Here in Grasskiln, you’ll grow from bad girls into good, submissive women.”

My hands had tightened into fists on my knees. I thought of Jake’s deep voice calling me a good girl, and my tummy flipped over. I tried to fight the impulse to squirm again, and failed; my body took over, the wayward need to feel again what the marks from my foster father’s strap felt like, in my mortifying new underwear.

Another surge of heat to my face, with an answering surge, to my horror, down below. I wondered suddenly whether Jake would inspect my training panties, the way Shelly had told me he might, and my heart quailed at the thought of what he might find.

Thankfully, the next part of Mrs. Brown’s speech didn’t affect me the same way the beginning had. Our suitors would submit reports on our behavior and any discipline they’d had to administer. Our foster parents would submit their own reports. We could decline to go on a second date with a suitor, but if we declined three suitors that way we would go back into the criminal justice system.

In the meantime, we would do the chores assigned to us by our foster mothers, and we would be allowed two hours per day to read, or exercise, or watch wholesome videos, or do whatever we pleased as long as our foster mothers approved. The New Modesty would provide a tablet for books and videos on our way out of the office today.

No one had any questions; we all looked at each other and at the older women who it seemed had so much power over us with slightly dazed faces, before quickly returning our attention to the floor in embarrassment. I recognized the tablet the receptionist handed me as the latest model of a famous brand, but I hardly paid it any attention as Shelly drove me back to the Carpenter farm.

“Your suitor’s name is Cal Perkins,” she told me, her eyes flicking between my face and the road ahead of the pickup. “He’s a wonderful young man. In fact, he’s actually the mechanic who takes care of our car and our tractor when it’s something Jake can’t fix. We’ve known him for… well, ten years now, since he moved to Grasskiln and took over the shop.”

I chewed my lower lip and looked out at the fields of cornstalks as tall as I was.

“I was a little surprised,” Shelly went on, “that the New Modesty thinks he’s a match for you.”

I shot a look over at her in surprise, thinking at first that she meant to hurt me, saying that I didn’t deserve a ‘wonderful young man,’ but the expression on Shelly’s face was thoughtful.

“He’s so easygoing,” she continued. “And you, Grace, honey…”

“Yes?” I asked. Shelly looked over at me sharply. My eyes widened. “I mean, yes, ma’am?”

A quick smile traveled over her lips as she returned her attention to the road.

“You’re a handful.”

I felt my forehead crease, and I turned back to the fields passing by. Shelly turned the truck in the opposite direction from where I was looking, and I saw that her and Jake’s farm was right there. Despite all the terrible indignities and embarrassments, as well as the lingering pain from my punishment the previous night, I couldn’t push back a little lift of unexpected happiness at the sight.

“How old is he… ma’am?” I asked.

“Oh,” Shelly answered, “twenty-six or twenty-seven, I think?”

About the same age as the guy at the party who had made me feel… what? Naughty, and special, and, I realized as I stepped out of the truck, more, too: innocent, small, feminine. The way the thought of my date tonight with an older man also made me feel, but now with the added complications of my modest dress, my training panties, and my sore bottom.


CHAPTER 16
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Cal

I rang the doorbell of Jake and Shelly’s farmhouse at 5:32, with a big bunch of wildflowers, mostly black-eyed Susans and daisies, in my hand. From what I’d read about Grace, she came from the city, so I wondered whether she’d get snooty about them because she’d grown up in a place where, as far as I could tell from the videos, they had a florist on every corner. When she opened the door, though, looking so pretty it made my heart ache a little, the surprise on her face as she noticed the flowers seemed genuinely happy.

She didn’t expect kindness and courtesy, I realized suddenly. The courtship program clearly put so much emphasis on discipline and training that a girl like Grace would have felt certain her suitor wouldn’t behave like a gentleman. She had probably expected that I’d barge my way in and tell her to bend over for a paddling, just to make my authority clear.

I couldn’t deny that the thought of doing that had a rather remarkable appeal; I felt my cock stir along my thigh as I pictured it. Not really my style, though—at least on a first date.

“Grace?” I said, as if I weren’t sure. I planned on telling her at some point about everything I’d seen, and how sure it had made me that I wanted to be the man to court her, but, again, not a first date kind of thing.

She took her lower lip between her teeth in a way so fetching my heart had another of those little pangs. Man, that New Modesty algorithm had something going for it. I’d never imagined I could start falling like this the moment I saw a girl.

“Cal?” she asked. Something about the tentative sound of her voice, saying my name, told me that Jake and Shelly had said nice things about me. I couldn’t help smiling.

They ought to. I fixed the carburetor on that tractor practically for free.

I nodded. “Yup.”

We stood for a moment just looking at each other. I had an odd moment of hesitation, very strange for me, as I wondered whether she liked what she saw as much as I did. Grace Franklin, whom I’d already had the amazing privilege of seeing naked, of middle height, so she came up pretty much to my collarbone. Green eyes and red hair, and a lovely blush that maybe indicated that, yes, she did think I cleaned up well. Little, frankly delicious-looking breasts and slim hips, well outlined in the old-fashioned green dress, the whole of her silhouetted in the light from the Carpenters’ kitchen.

“Grace!” I heard Shelly say from somewhere inside. “Don’t make him stand on the doorstep, honey!”

Grace’s mouth twisted to the side, and she looked into my eyes with a hesitant expression that seemed to say, You’re on my side, right? Please?

“She’s not, Shelly,” I called past her, not taking my own eyes from her face. “We’re just saying hello!”

Grace’s tentative look turned into a radiant smile that brought a surge of warmth into my chest.

I held the flowers out.

“For you,” I said, despite it being completely obvious. I lowered my voice. “Shelly will like it if you put them right into some water.”
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Grace

Yet another blush came into my cheeks—a gentler one this time, though. Not like the blazing lava feeling that had come over me when I saw Cal’s face, and his flowers, at the same moment.

No one had ever brought me flowers, obviously. The fact that they clearly came from a field—that he had picked them himself, and gathered them into something that looked almost like a professional bouquet… I pretty much couldn’t handle it.

I reached out both my hands for them, almost like a little girl about to pray. I kind of felt that way, too—as if I wanted to ask some higher power to make sure I didn’t regret the strange, pure happiness I felt at having gotten flowers from an older guy. As I took the stems into my grasp, and Cal let go of them, our fingers brushed against each other, and a little shiver traveled through my whole body as at the same time I noticed that he had just a tiny bit of grease stuck in one of his cuticles.

Time seemed to stop, because the single tiny moment, the microsecond when I shivered and noticed the grease, grew into a sort of meditation. I couldn’t tell whether I had shivered because our fingers had touched or because I had noticed the grease—or maybe just because. It made a little wrinkle on my forehead as I thought about it, even though at the same time I knew it didn’t matter at all and I should be paying attention to a zillion other things, the first among them being Cal’s incredibly handsome, bearded face.

“Damn,” he said, pulling my focus back up to that face, framed in tousled, light brown hair that seemed to set off his blue eyes in a way that should have been as illegal as my shoplifting. “I missed a spot, didn’t I?”

My lips parted, but no sound came out; too many different things fought to get said. My eyes went down again as Cal spread out his left hand in front of him to inspect the speck of grease.

“You…” I started.

Cal’s eyes rose to meet mine, as he put that hand down to his hip and rubbed the nail briskly against the faded denim of his jeans. I watched his face as he studied mine. At first his expression seemed a little guarded, and even stern—as if he wondered whether I would judge him for having the grease on his finger, and he felt perfectly prepared to teach me to respect the hard work he put in every day at his shop. Then he seemed to realize that my own reaction had nothing to do with disrespect, and the side of his mouth quirked up into a smile.

“I’m a mechanic, yeah,” he told me, his voice easy.

“Grace!” Jake called, his voice a little menacing.

“Go ahead,” Cal told me. “Put the flowers in some water.”

The thing that struck me hardest about the way he gave me this instruction was that he didn’t seem to consider that I might want to do something else—something other than what he thought I should do. He had issued his command in the obvious knowledge that he knew precisely the right thing for me to do, and any different idea I might have would be simply foolish in comparison.

It brought a new wave of heat to my cheeks, and a new crease to my brow. I nodded quickly and turned away with the flowers, suddenly wanting Cal not to see how easily he could bring that flaming red embarrassment to my pale complexion.

Shelly and Jake were sitting at the kitchen table shucking peas. Terribly conscious of Cal’s eyes on my back—it seemed like I could hear each of his footfalls on the farmhouse’s old floorboards—I walked to the table with the flowers out before me, in both hands until I realized I must look like a bridesmaid, or a bride. I hastily dropped one hand.

“Look at those!” Shelly said.

“Aw, you shouldn’t have, Cal,” Jake said in an easy, joking sort of voice I hadn’t heard him use before. “But you know I love wildflowers.”

“Jake!” Shelly said, reaching across the table to give him a little jostle on the shoulder. “Don’t make fun.”

Time stood still for the second time in about a minute. Something about the scene—a girl, her foster parents, her handsome, older suitor—evoked a new conflict inside me. Part of me yearned for it just to go on like this, so that I could forget all about the shitty life I had thought I would have, in the city, scrapping and scrabbling for anything worth having. Another part screamed that I needed to run far, far away—that any rational, modern young woman would already have found a way to escape into the cornfield and make her way back to civilization.

They’re pretending to be normal, I told myself furiously. But that doesn’t change the fact that Jake whipped you and Shelly dressed you this way. It doesn’t change the fact that they fucked in front of you, and made you watch.

I turned around to look over my shoulder at Cal, suddenly wondering what he would think if I told him about what had happened last night. Maybe he would help me escape. Maybe he would escape with me. Little bursts of fantasy seemed to be exploding every which way in my head.

Cal had stopped about two feet behind me—near enough that I felt he was close but not so near that I felt threatened. My suitor was definitely there, though, behind me. Solid, and so big: bigger than Jake, even, I realized. The easy smile on his face made the breath catch in my throat.

I turned back to Shelly, and I felt myself give in to it—to the scene, the idea—while at the same time the other, defiant part of me yelled that I hadn’t seen the last of it.

“Ma’am?” I started, making sure I got that out of the way first and didn’t forget it. “Is there a vase I could put them in?”

“Sure, honey,” Shelly said. “You can get a jar from the cabinet next to the fridge.”

I went to the cabinet, feeling the warmth come and go in my cheeks seemingly with every step. I felt lightheaded and disoriented, as if instead of meeting the older man the New Modesty Authority had seen fit to make me date, I’d just stepped off a roller coaster. What felt like a billion conflicting impulses seethed in my mind and my body, and as I opened the cabinet and stared at the three empty mason jars there on the bottom shelf, the feeling of detachment and observation took hold of me again.

The simple idea of Cal Perkins—a gorgeous, mature man with a steady job and a neatly trimmed light brown beard—seemed to send me off into outer space. Not because of anything I would have called romantic, if someone had asked. Not according to my idea of romance, anyway… or maybe, really, the idea of romance I had had yesterday, up until about five o’clock in the evening, when I had arrived at Jake and Shelly’s farmhouse.

No, Cal… the big, strong man standing behind me, who had started exchanging pleasantries and light gossip about the citizens of Grasskiln with the Carpenters… my date, who had the right, if he chose, to… to correct me… who had brought me the wildflowers in my hand that belonged in one of the jars in the cabinet… he seemed to represent all of it, all the mortifying, helplessly arousing, crazy-seeming things about the life it seemed I had no choice but to lead in this little town.

“Grace?” I heard Jake say, his impatient tone indicating that it must be the second or third time he had called my name. A shudder went through my body as I came back to myself from the reverie of detachment and I became aware of the flowers in my right hand as my left reached into the cabinet, my fingers on the rim of a jar where they had apparently been for longer than I realized.

I turned my head over my shoulder.

“Yes, sir?”

The words came automatically, and when I heard my voice say them, as if it were completely natural for me to call the man in charge of me sir, it only added to the unreality of the scene for me.

“What are you getting up to over there? Get a move on.”

Fire blazed up in my face. It got much worse a second later.

“She’s a little forgetful, seems like,” Jake told Cal, “and a bit sassy. Nothing a few good lickings won’t cure.”


CHAPTER 17
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Grace

“Jake had to whip her last night,” Shelly said, so matter-of-factly that I nearly mistook her words for something that had to do with the flowers, or a sparkplug in the pickup truck. When I processed what my foster mother had said to my new suitor, a chill went up and down my body, only to give way to a full body blush like I had never experienced—despite having blushed more in Grasskiln already than I ever had in my life to this point.

My fingers were trembling, but I had to do something, move, look busy. The possibility dawned on me that I might be headed for a situation like Cora’s with Mr. and Mrs. Davis, where my foster father would decide to show my suitor the proper way to curb my poor behavior. I kept my back to the table, thankful that I didn’t have to look at them, and they couldn’t see me. I took the jar out of the cabinet at last and moved to the sink, trying to look as natural as I could while walking sideways along the length of the counter.

I thought I could feel all their eyes on me, especially Cal’s. I suddenly wanted to see the expression on his face so badly I had to force myself to pay attention to the jar, and the sink, and the water that flowed into the makeshift vase when I turned on the tap.

“Cal,” I heard Jake say, “why don’t you and I go into the office for a moment to talk about Shelly’s and my expectations for your courting Grace?”

The jar had overflowed, because although my eyes remained fixed on it, I hadn’t actually paid attention to the water. My pounding heart and my twisting stomach had pulled all my focus.

“Yes, sir,” Cal said.

I shut off the tap, my eyes going wide at the easy, utterly un-submissive way Cal had said sir. I couldn’t imagine saying it that way myself—asserting my own independence and even my own mastery over my life and my destiny even as I acknowledged another person’s authority. I felt my brow furrow hard, and I couldn’t help it, then: despite how red I knew my face had become, I had to turn around to see Cal, as he followed Jake out of the kitchen into the little office that lay just next to it.

He had his eyes on me, and I swallowed hard when I saw his lips curve into a smile. When our eyes met, he winked, very quickly—almost too fast for me to catch. My mouth opened, as if I wanted to say something like, Promise to tell me everything Jake says? But of course I stayed completely silent, once again frozen into place, this time with his wildflowers safely in the too-full jar.

“Grace, honey,” Shelly said, “that’s much too much water. Haven’t you ever gotten flowers before?”

My eyes were still locked on Cal’s. I saw him notice my immobility and the once-again-increasing red in my cheeks. His smile got a bit wider, and then he turned away to go into the office. Jake closed the door behind them.

“Grace!” Shelly said.

With yet another hard swallow I turned toward the table.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, looking at her. “I’ll… I’ll pour some out?”

Shelly nodded and then shook her head, a bemused smile on her face.

“Do that. Sometimes I can’t figure out whether you’re really a handful, honey, or just a girl with her head in the clouds.”

I bit my lip as I turned back to the sink and poured out half of the water in the jar.

“Ma’am,” I asked, summoning the courage because my back was to my foster mother, “what’s Jake telling Cal?”

I turned again, but I kept my eyes lowered, looking at the table as if I needed to find exactly the right spot to put the jar with the beautiful wildflowers my suitor had brought me.

“Wouldn’t you like them in your room, honey?” Shelly asked.

My mind had focused so intently on the question of what Jake’s almost audible voice had started saying, just through the office door, that I thought at first she meant the men, rather than the flowers. I looked up at her, startled, feeling a deep crease come onto my forehead.

Would I like them in my room? The heat surged in my face, and much worse, down between my legs as well. I raised my eyes to look into Shelly’s face. Her smile had given way to puzzlement.

“What?” I asked, and then, with a little shiver of anxiety, “I mean, what, ma’am?”

“The flowers, Grace,” she said, a crease appearing between her eyebrows. “Wouldn’t you like them in your room, on your dresser?”

“Oh,” I said, and my lips stayed in the ‘o’ shape as I tried to gather courage to repeat my question.

But Shelly had remembered.

“I expect some of it is what any father tells an older man who’s come to take his foster daughter out.”

Again, I had to swallow. The answer had led to too many additional questions that began to race in my mind: What’s that? and If that’s some of it, what’s the rest? led the pack, but Why the emphasis on older man? trailed by only a hair.

“But the New Modesty program you’re in has those reporting requirements, like you heard about at the meeting today, and they want to make sure that your foster daddy and your suitors stay on the same page when it comes to training you.”

My eyes went wide, and my jaw fell.

“So I expect Jake is telling Cal about what we did last night, and maybe making sure he knows you’re in training panties.”

My breath went raggedly in and out of my parted lips.

“I know it’s embarrassing, hon,” Shelly said, with a kind smile on her face, “but it’s for the best. It’s going to help Cal give you what you need, if he’s as good a match as the New Modesty folks say he is.”

“But…” I whispered, my brain whirling so quickly I had no idea which of the gazillion possible objections I could make. Shelly’s brow furrowed a little, and my hands tightened on the jar with the flowers as I twitched my hips, instinctively and embarrassingly trying to move my backside as far away from the office door as I possibly could.

I rushed the word out, the one that seemed like it could save me, at that moment.

“Ma’am… I… please?”

Shelly shook her head. “You know it’s for your own good, honey. It’s just going to take you a little while to figure out why, I guess.”

My lip had worked its way between my teeth, and I chewed on it anxiously, my head shaking slowly as my eyes went between my foster mother’s face and the closed door that hid Jake and Cal and muffled their words. Suddenly the soft, indistinct murmur of deep voices saying serious words gave way to boisterous masculine laughter, even more worrying from my point of view.

“I’m…” I said, feeling an instant need to get out of there, so I wouldn’t see the expressions on Jake’s and Cal’s faces as they emerged from the office. “I’ll put these in my room, ma’am.”

I turned and almost ran for the stairs, the water in the makeshift vase sloshing almost over the edge.

“Come right back on down,” Shelly called after me, as if sensing that my feelings about leaving my room once I had reached it were decidedly mixed. “Don’t keep Cal waiting.”
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When Cal went to open the door of his truck for me, I didn’t understand.

“Wait,” I said. “You’re driving, right?”

Cal laughed. “Life in the city really is different, isn’t it?” he asked. For a moment I thought he might be making fun of me, but in the twilight I could see what looked like a gentle smile on his face. He opened the door and held it wide.

How many fucking times was I going to blush tonight? I hoped that maybe with the sun almost down, and providing a particularly rosy kind of sunset as well, Cal might not notice.

“Oh,” I said, feeling my mouth twist to the side. I still had that feeling of detached, floaty observation, but at this point I felt like I might almost be enjoying it, even though it made me wonder whether I would notice if I happened, say, to fall flat on my face before I could get to the door of Cal’s truck.

Euphoria. Was that the word? In any case, the revelation that the man who had brought me wildflowers had actually just opened the car door for me heightened the sense of unreality, and the magical glow of dusk over the broad, flat cornfields did nothing to dispel it.

“No one’s ever opened a door for you, on a date?” Cal asked, as I started to climb in. He didn’t sound like he meant to tease me, or express real disbelief. I felt a frown pass quickly across my face as I understood that he meant to start a conversation. It seemed bizarre, even to me, but I realized that I couldn’t remember a guy just starting a conversation with me, any more than I could remember them opening a door for me.

“Nope,” I told him, trying to make it sound completely casual, like it didn’t matter to me at all, or even like I’d rather have opened the door myself. Cal closed the door with a thunk and walked around to the driver’s side. When he opened the door and started to climb in, something in my mind decided that I couldn’t really be sure he understood just how casually I viewed this whole thing.

“I mean, like, I guess Jake opened the door of his truck for me yesterday, so it’s, you know, not a big deal at all.”

That didn’t sound right, either. Cal didn’t respond; he had his keys in his hand and I watched him insert one of them into the ignition.

“I mean,” I went on, suddenly unable to stop the nervous flow of my words, “I guess I never had a guy open a door on a date, but that’s because, you know, I’ve never really been on a…”

I felt like an idiot. How could I have revealed that to Cal, my court-appointed ‘suitor’? I wanted him to think I was a sophisticated urban girl, didn’t I? Much too, you know, urban for a small-town mechanic. I needed to change the subject right away.

“So what did Jake tell you?” I blurted out. No, no, no. My cheeks blazed up once again.

Cal turned the key and the truck roared to life. He didn’t answer me, but instead did something with one of the control lever things coming out of the steering wheel. It made the truck shudder—I had never driven, myself, so I had no actual idea what he’d done. The size of his hand, though, as it moved the lever thing, made me frown as a thrill of anxiety, mingled with unwelcome need, went through my system.

He reached his right arm over toward me. I opened my mouth, about to cry out in alarm, and I shrank back toward the door with my hands in front of me balled into fists. I felt absolutely sure Cal meant to grab me and teach me a lesson about asking such questions. Instead, he put his hand behind the bench seat so he could twist his shoulders in my direction and look back behind him, through the cab’s rear window.

I understood: he had put the truck in reverse. He needed to back up, to turn around and head down the driveway. As if my violent overreaction had startled him, Cal turned back from the rear window to look at me. His face wore a slight frown, as if he felt the need to study me more closely, in order to understand what he had just seen.

“Well,” he said, “one thing Jake told me is that you’re a handful.”


CHAPTER 18
[image: ]


Grace

I knew that here in the confined cab of Cal’s truck, even with the red light of sunset bathing us through the windshield, my latest massive blush must be totally visible.

“I…” I said, suddenly losing myself inside his blue eyes, seeing myself through them and finding I had nothing at all to say. “I…”

His frown deepened a little, but not in anything like a mean or even a judgmental way. I felt my own brow crease hard.

“I don’t…” I managed, and then, in a small, almost helpless-sounding voice, “I don’t know what that means.”

Cal’s face changed from an expression of puzzlement to one of happy, slightly mischievous appreciation in a moment. The way his mouth had quirked up at the side made it impossible for me not to answer the smile with one of my own.

He turned back toward the rear window and started to back up.

“Well,” he said, as he turned back toward the windshield and used the lever thing on the steering wheel to change the truck from going backward to going forward. Putting it in gear, I suddenly remembered—that had to be what he’d just done.

He started driving down the driveway toward the highway into town before he continued. I studied his face, the red of the sunset making him look, frankly, like a god. When we got to the end of the driveway, and I’d started to think he would leave it at well, he suddenly turned to me and winked, just like he had done in the kitchen.

“I guess,” he said, “a handful means a girl who’s got a bit too much going on for her own good.”

My mouth opened as if to reply, but Cal had already turned back toward the road and started to pull out of the driveway—and I had nothing to say, either. I couldn’t argue. I had a lot going on, at least inside. I guessed one way of looking at my unbelievably stupid decision to steal the earrings might involve wanting to do something dramatic on the outside to demonstrate to myself—and the world—that the way things worked in modern life didn’t work for me.

Up to that moment I probably would have told anyone, including myself, that I had shoplifted because I didn’t have enough going on in that utterly boring life in the subsidized dorm with the subsidized unemployment allowance. Without apparently meaning to, though, Cal Perkins had just offered me what felt like an insight into my own mind.

I didn’t like it. Or maybe I told myself I didn’t like it, because how dare he be right about me? Worse, if Cal were right, it would mean Jake and Shelly were right, too: I was a handful.

That absolutely couldn’t be true, because if I were a handful, it would mean…

It would mean I belong in Grasskiln, where men like Jake and Cal can make sure I get the discipline I need.

I looked down at my hands in my lap, as the truck picked up speed along the highway. A few moments before, I had almost felt happy. I had returned Cal’s smile.

Like an idiot.

I stole a glance at him.

Sure, he’s fucking gorgeous. But he just tried to tell you about yourself—he tried to tell you that you belong in this fucking crazy town.

“Where are we going?” I asked him, trying to break myself out of the thought circle that I could see would only make me unhappy.

“My house,” he told me, looking over with a quick smile that turned into a slight frown at the hard expression I had fixed my face into. “I’ve got a couple great steaks waiting to go on the grill.”

To my dismay, my mouth started to water immediately. Annoyed, I turned to look straight out the windshield so that I wouldn’t even know if Cal had his eyes on me.

“Not a restaurant?” I asked, trying to put just a tiny note of city-girl contempt into my tone.

Cal laughed. “Nearest restaurant is two towns over,” he told me. “Hour’s drive.”

“Oh,” I said. I couldn’t keep a little disappointment out of my voice. I hadn’t been to restaurants more than a handful of times, and I had always thought that if I ever had an actual date, of course he would take me out to eat. Especially for the first date.

I tried desperately to figure out what to think about this first date, and about Cal Perkins, and how to act toward him. The idea that he wasn’t even taking me to a restaurant pushed me towards a sort of silent resistance. I remembered with a twist of my stomach about the reports Cal and Jake were going to file about my ‘conduct,’ though. I had no desire to go back over the arm of Jake’s easy chair, anymore than I wanted to give Cal any excuse to make use of his apparent right to discipline me himself. But I could simply go along, and ‘behave myself,’ couldn’t I? Get through it and make it clear that I didn’t belong in Grasskiln?

“How about this?” he asked, though, his voice easy and pleasant. “If we hit it off, we’ll take that drive over to Heathville and eat at the Lion’s Mane in a few days. It’s a good restaurant, too. I mean, I don’t know what you’re used to, like that fine dining stuff you see on TV or whatever, but they make a hell of a burger.”

I looked over at him, despite myself.

“Would you like that?” he asked, glancing in my direction before returning his attention to the road. I thought I could see in his eyes that the sudden change in my face, the way I had set my mouth into a tight line, had confused him.

“Sure,” I said, trying to keep my voice as neutral as I could.

Don’t fall for it, I told myself. He’s just trying to…

To what? Make me feel good? What could be wrong with that?

Everything. I don’t want to feel ‘good’ in this bizarre town.

Cal’s house, in a cute little subdivision on the edge of town, wasn’t big. I could see, though, as soon as he pulled into the driveway and the garage door opened like magic, that he took really great care of it. Even the garage looked as neat as a pin.

“Potato salad is ready to go,” he said, when he had turned off the truck. “How do you like your steak?”

“I… I don’t know,” I said. “Medium? That’s when it’s still pink, right?”

Cal smiled. “That’s right. Beef’s pretty expensive in the cities these days, I guess.”

I frowned. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

His smile faded for a moment, but then came back with a wry twist. He turned and started to get out of the truck. I watched, emotions whirling in my head, my chest, my stomach, as he crossed in front of the windshield. I didn’t know why a stupid little conversation about how I liked my steak could rile me up that way. Cal’s assumption—his completely justified and true assumption—that I had never had steak because my family couldn’t afford it had touched a nerve, or something, though.

And what the fuck was he doing now? Just leaving me in his fucking truck?

He came around toward my door. I looked at him with a scowl on my face. Was he going to taunt me, or something?

He opened the door for me. When I understood that he was just behaving like a ‘gentleman’ from some old movie, heat flooded my face. I looked at him with wide eyes, and he returned the stare with a puzzled little smile, as if he very much wanted to understand me, but hadn’t had a lot of success yet.

“Isn’t beef expensive everywhere?” I demanded, not moving to unfasten my seatbelt or to do anything else that suggested I intended to get out of the truck and go into Cal’s pretty little house and eat his probably delicious potato salad and his perfectly grilled steak.

He tilted his head to the side, and the slight confusion in his eyes started to look like disbelief.

“Well, yeah,” he said, “except where you can get it direct from the rancher, the way we do here.”

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I’m just a city girl who doesn’t know shit like that.”

I had no idea, really, what had gotten into me. And it actually felt like something had gotten into me. On one level, sure, I understood that it probably had a lot to do with the stress and the disorientation involved in my forced resettlement in Grasskiln—and, right at the moment, my forced ‘date’ with Cal.

Gorgeous, easygoing, apparently kind and gentle Cal.

But I could also feel that I had overreacted in a major way. I couldn’t stop it, it seemed like, but I could definitely recognize it, and, worse, I realized that a similar feeling of being out of control had led to me going into the department store and swiping the earrings.

What had he said, just a few minutes ago in the truck? A ‘handful’ is a girl who’s got too much going on for her own good?

To my dismay, I suddenly felt like a handful. Of course, rather than helping me calm down, the realization made me furious. Also, I could tell that Cal wouldn’t do anything about it really—especially not what I had already learned Jake would do. Maybe it would make me feel better to show this clearly weak man that I could think for myself, and though I might not know about steak and ranchers and whatever, I had gotten by in the city for almost a year on my own, and I didn’t need any of this shit.

As I looked up into his blue eyes—he still loomed over me despite the height of his truck—and watched them narrow, I suddenly understood how badly I had judged Cal’s character. He might have a relaxed demeanor, but what I saw in his face then told me that it came from an absolutely secure command of his emotions. A thrill of terror went through my body, confusingly mingled with a surge of wayward, absolutely unwelcome need between my legs.

“Get out of the car, Grace,” he said. His voice sounded perfectly even. Dangerously calm.

“No,” I told him flatly. “You can… you can take me back to…”

I swallowed hard. Going back to Jake and Shelly’s didn’t represent an attractive option.

Cal looked at me, his face hard, for a moment, before he spoke, as if he felt the need to quiet his anger before proceeding.

“You don’t want that,” he said.

“I…”

No, I definitely didn’t want that. What the fuck did I want?

“What… what are you going to do?” I demanded, hearing my voice alternate between fear and anger just in those few words.

“I’m going to discipline you, Grace,” he said calmly. “You need to learn some boundaries, and I don’t mind teaching them to you.”

I felt my eyes go as round as saucers. I hadn’t expected him just to say it like that.

“Get out of the car,” he repeated, in a much more matter-of-fact way than the last time he had said it. The smoldering wrath I had seen, for a moment, in his gorgeous blue eyes, had gone away, as if he had recovered full mastery of his emotions.

I knew it was stupid even as I did it, but I couldn’t help myself. The urge to test him just got too strong, and the words came out before I could even think about them.

“Or what?” I asked. “You’ll get me out yourself?”

“If I have to,” Cal replied, and reached into the cab, his huge hands headed straight for the buckle of the seatbelt.
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“Wait!” Grace yelled. “Wait!”

I’d had enough, though. She tried to cover the seatbelt buckle with her hands, but I pulled them both away with my right hand and released the belt with my left. Then Grace tried to wrap her arms around the shoulder belt itself to keep me from pulling her out of the seat, and I had to put my left arm around her waist, then take one of her wrists in each of my hands and separate them while I started to haul her out of the car.

She was yelling the whole time, and writhing in my grasp, but even if I hadn’t had all the information from the New Modesty Authority about how badly this girl needed discipline, I wouldn’t have had the slightest doubt about my decision to put her over my knee right away. Grace had shown me, just in the ten minutes we’d spent in the truck together, not only what a lovely, sweet young woman she could be, but how thoroughly she could cover that up with her immaturity and her crying need for boundaries.

Crying. Well, she had certainly started to cry now.

“Please… Cal… don’t… y-you can’t…” I thought I could feel the conflict in her little body, as I held her with one arm around her back and the other across her waist. She had the shoulder belt in her hands now, over her head, as I held her three quarters of the way out of the truck.

“Let go of the seatbelt, Grace,” I said, looking into her frightened, teary eyes. “Pretty much everyone in Grasskiln has spent the last twenty-four hours telling you that I can. I don’t tolerate foul language from a young woman I’m courting, but it’s your attitude I’m much more concerned with.”

“I just… I just…” She stared at me, wild eyed. “I only said shit.”

Her gorgeous green eyes told me everything. It seemed an odd moment, in a certain way, to realize I could absolutely fall in love with Grace Franklin, but I had to hand it to the New Modesty algorithm: those wet eyes held for me some magical mixture of defiance, worry, need, and—deep, deep down—submission.

“If it had just been the swear word,” I said, hearing with satisfaction how calm and reasonable I sounded, after the intense flare of anger I had experienced only a few moments before, “I would have warned you, and let it go for the moment.”

She had stopped struggling. She blinked at me, her brow creasing in a kind of puzzlement that I could tell meant she genuinely wanted to understand.

“It’s the disrespect that earned you the lesson I’m going to teach you now.”

“But…” she said—automatically, it seemed like, as if she felt like she couldn’t really be in the wrong. I raised my eyebrows and waited, looking steadily into her eyes.

Yes, I’d felt my temper flare up when she’d said it. I guess I’m just a city girl who doesn’t know shit like that. The word shit really hadn’t played much of a role at all in my reaction. Grace’s attitude had earned her the trip over my knee. I had only wanted to make conversation, and she had made a clearly conscious decision to take it the wrong way.

Sure, I hoped Grace would enjoy her first taste of a real grass-fed steak, and the thought of providing that for her had given me a real moment of happy expectation. Then she had pretty much, well, shat on that. I had let the anger die down, though, before I made the decision to discipline her, and now I could see in her face just how correct that decision was.

She had nothing to follow up her but with, it seemed.

“Let go of the seatbelt, Grace,” I said. “I don’t want you to hurt your hands, but you’re going over my knee one way or another.”

[image: ]


Grace

“No,” I said weakly, but when Cal pulled me further, his eyes still locked on mine, my fingers just let go of the webbing of the belt, as if he had cast some sort of spell over me. Being in his arms, even if he had put them around me for such a humiliating, alarming reason, seemed to make it difficult to imagine doing anything but following his calm—but also terrifying—instructions.

You’re going over my knee. My ears had heard the words, and my brain had processed them, but I seemed to feel them in my body, too, in the most distressing way. My stomach twisted and an electric current seemed to run over my skin as I felt Cal suddenly, shockingly lift me into the air and upend me like a sack of potatoes, over his shoulder.

“But… wait…” Words seemed to come out of my mouth without any meaning behind them except that I had absolutely no idea how I wanted to respond. I struggled a little bit as Cal, with his left arm wrapped securely around my upper thighs, opened the door from the garage into the house. I could see only his muscular legs in the faded denim of his jeans and the concrete floor of the garage, and then the two steps up into what I could tell from the tiled floor had to be his kitchen.

I’m going over his knee. I swallowed hard while the neat lines on the very clean kitchen floor went by below me. I thought I should probably feel unsafe, like I would fall off his shoulder or he would even hurt me by carelessly knocking me against a doorframe, but I didn’t. The idea of Cal’s knee had some sort of power—a kind of terrible fascination that I could feel not just in my mind but in every inch of my body. I felt my face pucker in dismay as I realized that part of me desperately wanted to know what it felt like, even though I knew whatever Cal would do when he got me there would definitely hurt.

The kitchen floor ended. I got a glimpse of wood cabinets, the bottom of a refrigerator. Then the tile gave way to a wood floor, quickly followed by a red rug. A wild part of my brain couldn’t help noting that Cal had decided to give me the chance to inspect his housekeeping skills very closely, and he had obviously vacuumed today, maybe in my honor. For some reason, the idea added a flash of heat to my already very warm face.

He cleaned his house for you, and you couldn’t help disrespecting him, could you?

Everything had started to happen very quickly, like in a dream where the transitions make absolutely no sense. Suddenly Cal was turning, sitting, and shifting me from his shoulder downward until my upper body landed on a couch and my legs were draped over his startlingly muscular thigh.

I felt his left arm descend across my waist, holding me in place, and then I sensed the skirt of my dress rising. With a start I understood that Cal had begun to pull it up without further ceremony of any kind, and then time seemed to stop its breakneck pace and stand still as all the resistance that had fled when he had pulled me out of the truck returned.

“Wait!” I tried again, but the word had just as much effect as it had a few moments before: none at all. The physical side of my attempt to avoid the terrible humiliation of having my skirt raised and my horrid training panties exposed got just about as far as the verbal side. I had started to struggle much too late, and so I writhed under Cal’s restraining left arm without his apparently even noticing. I felt his hand curl around my hip and pull me in a little closer to the rock-hard abs I could feel through his red-checked button-down shirt, but that could well have had more to do with getting me into exactly the posture he wanted. It definitely didn’t stop the steadily progressing lifting of my skirt.

I reached back with my right arm, seeking out the hand on my dress, trying to push it away. That hand, huge and strong, found my wrist instead and bent it back behind me, so that Cal could capture it with his left hand, repositioning that arm a little to exert downward pressure. At least he’d had to let my skirt fall again, and that seemed like a tiny victory, but then I felt him pulling it up once more.

“Don’t!” I yelled. “Just… just… don’t!” I accompanied the cry with a desperate attempt to writhe away, but Cal bent my arm just a little further in an obvious warning. With a yelp of pain I went limp for a moment, at which Cal reached down and took hold of the hem of my skirt again.

I kicked out with my feet, instinctively, desperately trying to interfere with the process that way since my upper body could apparently do nothing. I found that Cal had placed his right leg over the backs of my calves so that I couldn’t even move my feet far enough to make the slightest difference—except maybe that he repositioned that leg a little to make sure I couldn’t get my feet free. He had the hem of my skirt to the middle of the backs of my thighs, and then he had it to my waist, and I knew he could see the thick white cotton of my awful new panties. A little sob burst from my chest.

“Jake told me you were in training panties,” I heard his deep voice say from what felt like a million miles above me. “But he told me to take them down, too, if you needed it.”

Another attempt to wriggle out of his strong grasp just earned me a further little bend of my arm. With a sob I understood just how good at controlling a woman’s body Cal Perkins was. I could sense in the way he moved my wrist that he would never actually harm me; he intended to apply exactly the pressure he needed to apply to get me to obey him. He had decided that I needed this lesson, and he meant to deliver it.

I felt him tuck the hem of the skirt underneath my wrist. I thought he would take hold of the waistband of the panties, and I felt my forehead crease in expectation of the feeling of having them pulled down. Instead, I felt his enormous hand on my bottom, just holding my still sore cheeks through the fabric.

“I’m not going to take these down right away, though,” he said.

“What?” I asked, startled. To my surprise and dismay, instead of spanking me Cal began rubbing my bottom gently. “Wh-what are you doing?”

“I know you’re in training panties because you’re learning about what you need, down here,” he said quietly. His deep voice had dropped in volume to what seemed like a gentle rumble. “That includes punishment, and I heard you got a helping of that from Jake’s family strap last night. In a moment, I’m going to take a look at what your bottom looks like after a thorough whipping. First, though, we’re going to talk about your little pussy.”

I couldn’t help it. The combination of his gentle hand, just stroking the little cheeks, with his unexpected words sent a jolt of arousal through my system, radiating from my clit outward. It made my hips jerk hard over his thigh, pressing my bottom further into his hand, and it drew a tiny whimper from my lips.

“That’s it,” Cal said. “Good girl. There are a lot more kinds of discipline than just the strap or a spanking, darlin’. I hear you learned about that, too, last night.”
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He didn’t speak again for a few moments. He let his breathtakingly skillful right hand do the talking. I could tell he meant me to remain hyperconscious of the thick fabric of the humiliating panties while at the same time he gave me a little of the friction I so desperately needed, close enough to the place I really needed it to make my breathing ragged and labored. Mortifying little jerks from my hips, moving me over his thigh, revealed far too much about the effect his hand had on me, but I couldn’t stop the tiny spasms no matter how hard I tried.

No, said that distant observer, resuming her place to the side. You’re not really trying, are you? It feels way too good, doesn’t it?

“Please,” I whispered. “Please… don’t…”

“Don’t what, darlin’?” Cal asked, his voice soft but still so deep it made me feel faint. He spread his hand, so that he could hold my whole bottom in its gentle grasp, and squeezed softly. The keening, whimpering noise that came from my throat sounded like a kitten mewling for milk.

“Don’t do this?” he said in that same low rumble, and he moved his hand. He put two fingers further down, and his thumb up against the place where the training panties covered the valley between my whipped bottom cheeks. He squeezed again, more firmly this time, and he moved the tips of the two fingers right where I needed them so badly—the spot I had both hoped and feared he would put them—rubbing urgently so that even through the thick white cotton I could feel the longed-for friction against my tingling clit.

I cried out, and the bucking of my hips over Cal’s knee up to that moment seemed like nothing compared to the way I moved at this new, terribly possessive caress. I thrust my backside up into his hand, feeling the tension in my bent arm, my captured legs. To my dismay the sensation of restraint, of being held immobile and vulnerable by the muscular body of a gorgeous man, brought its own fierce surge of arousal.

“Should I take your training panties down, Grace?” he asked. “Will you be a good girl for me when I teach you about your pussy and your little bottom?”

“Oh… oh… oh, God…” I sobbed, because Cal hadn’t stopped moving his fingers over my clit as he asked me this utterly degrading question. “Oh, no… oh… oh, please…”

“You’d better go ahead and start calling me sir,” he instructed me. “Same as you do with your foster father.”

I closed my eyes and just breathed, panting, gasping, because I couldn’t think straight enough even to muster words like oh and please. My body had betrayed me completely, and I shamelessly tried to ride Cal’s hand, moving my hips over the rock-hard solidity of his thigh in a rhythm that I knew must seem to him unmistakably sexual. My face burned as I pictured him looking down at the mortifying spectacle of a virgin on her first date with an older man, moving her pantied backside lewdly in his grasp, demonstrating precisely how badly she needs fucking.

Teach you about your pussy and your little bottom… you better start calling me sir.

The shameful memories from the night before, in Jake and Shelly’s living room, rose into my mind to resonate humiliatingly with what Cal was doing to my pussy here over his knee, in his own living room.

I sobbed as I remembered, and compared. My pussy? But wasn’t Cal already showing me that it wasn’t really my pussy—not anymore? Had Jake told him that the pussy I had called my own had come into my foster father’s possession last night, and Cal should feel free to share it with him, as my approved suitor?

“Oh, God…” I whispered. “I’m… I’m…”

Words had returned, but they were even more humiliating. I had no idea how it could possibly be true, but I could feel a climax coming, despite the infuriating thickness of the training panties and the way they kept Cal’s fingers from doing what I really wanted them to do.

He took his hand away. I cried out in mid thrust, and then I went completely limp over his thigh. Cal let go of my wrist, and instead of struggling I brought it forward so that I could cover my burning face with both my hands, even though I knew he couldn’t see me. I sobbed into my hands, in embarrassment but also, and much more, in frustration and desperation.

“That’s your first lesson, darlin’,” Cal said quietly, and he put the hand that had just almost made me come on my back, under my dress, and rubbed a slow circle there, as if comforting me at having lost a toy, or having two scoops of ice cream fall off their cone into the dirt. “Would you like to ask me for your second one?”

I shook my head violently, feeling the backs of my hands move against the slightly scratchy wool blend of the couch’s upholstery with the motion of my face.

Cal chuckled, not a mean sound but rather a gentle, sympathetic one.

“I’m pretty sure that’s not true,” he said, and kept rubbing my back. “If you want your second lesson, all you have to do is say Sir, please take my panties down and teach me my lesson.”

Oh, no. How could he… how could he possibly put it that way? I could never speak those words. Never. I felt my face crumple into a theatrical pout. To my horror, my hips decided to have their wordless say: they jerked again, seeking for the hand that had deserted my pussy and sending the ghost of a jolt of pleasure traveling out from my clit as if to tell me how badly I needed to come.

I thought again of Jake and Shelly, of how she had had to beg for her husband’s hard cock in her pussy. I thought of how the sound of her plea had driven me frantic with my own need down there, where part of me had begun to yearn for Cal to put his own rigid penis.

I’m pretty sure that’s not true. He hadn’t said, You’re lying when you shake your head, because I could feel the heat of your pussy through your panties.

Oh, God. Had I gotten them wet? Had I soaked through even that thick fabric?

He shifted his left arm to put it across my back and take hold of my waist under my dress, lightly but with enough firmness to make me feel that he intended to keep controlling my movement as necessary. The combination of the idea—control, training—with the touch of his fingers on the soft skin of my hip sent an electric shiver through me.

That little tingling sensation, though, gave way an instant later to a surge of helpless need and pleasure as Cal’s right hand went back between my thighs, with much more force than he had used before. I cried out as he took me into the grasp of his strong fingers, his thumb pressing even more firmly against the cotton that hid the dark crease of my ass, going so far that I felt the fabric against the tiny pucker of my anus. At the same time he rubbed my clit, and I sobbed both at the rough caress and at the unmistakably wet sound it made.

I rode his thigh like a jockey on a racehorse, it felt like, my backside obeying the urgent rhythm of his fingers.

“Oh… oh… oh, God…” I whispered. “Please… please…”

He stopped again. The delicious, shameful pleasure it seemed he could give me even in my training panties went away. I cried out pitifully in frustration and unsatisfied need.

“Is there anything you’d like to say?” Cal asked quietly. I could imagine another man—Jake, even—saying it teasingly, or even mockingly. Cal just asked it as a question. A very important question, from the gentle seriousness of his tone.

“Oh, God,” I repeated. “Oh… I…”

My voice fell to a whisper, as if I wanted to make sure even I couldn’t hear my words.

“Please, sir…” I bit my lip. I couldn’t really say it, could I? I couldn’t beg to have my panties taken down, could I?

“Yes?” Cal asked quietly.

“Please…” I swallowed very hard, then breathed, as rapidly as I could, “Takedownmypanties andgivememysecondlesson.”

His right hand returned to my bottom, but only to hold the little cheeks, possessively but without any of the friction my body so desperately longed for. Now his voice became just the tiniest bit teasing—but not to make fun of me, I could tell; more as if he wanted us to share a naughty secret.

“What’s that, darlin’?” he asked. “I couldn’t really hear.”

I squeezed my eyes shut even harder. My heart pounded so hard in my chest I felt sure Cal could hear it. I bit my lip and heard a little whine come from my nose. I heard the words as if they came from another girl who had happened to end up over her suitor’s knee. The girl’s voice sounded tiny, but nevertheless distinct.

“Please, sir, take down my panties and teach me my second lesson.”

I felt the words before I heard them; I didn’t know if that was because I wanted Cal to say them so badly that I somehow started to hallucinate his voice or simply because my body had fallen so thoroughly under the spell of his that the special, crucial phrase had become as physical as it was verbal.

“Good girl.”

He said the words slowly, softly, and very distinctly, and he rubbed my bottom cheeks through the training panties at the same time. It felt so controlling, patronizing, and possessive that my face flashed as hot as the inside of a star. At the same time, abandoning any attempt at keeping myself in check, I arched my back and shamelessly pressed my ass further into his grasp—his mastery, his dominance, his training.

He moved that hand, and he took the waistband of my underwear into the grip of his fingers. I whimpered as I felt it, the most intimate skin-to-skin contact he had made with me. The sound from deep in my throat brought a word floating up into my consciousness, because I didn’t think another term existed that could describe it properly.

Submissive. I had just made a sound so submissive, so compliant and yielding, that I knew Cal could be forgiven for taking it as permission to do with my body—with my mouth, with my pussy, with my anus—whatever he chose, whether or not he meant to make me feel good, whether or not he intended to teach me anything when he used my body’s virgin openings to make himself feel good.

He pulled my panties down, and I let out another of those mortifyingly submissive whimpers as I felt the air moving against my still-sore bottom and the valley between its little cheeks and even the cleft of my pussy, thanks to the separation of my knees as I lay over Cal’s knee.

I heard a soft tsking come from above me, as Cal took in the sight of my bruised bottom. I bit my lip and let out a whine, from higher up in my head than the place the whimpers had come from, but just as submissive. My hips jerked, and my right hand went reflexively behind me to try to cover my bottom. Once more Cal took hold of my wrist and bent my arm behind me. He obviously had no intention of letting me get in the way of his view of my private places and the marks left by my first old-fashioned punishment.

I had looked too, in the mirror that morning at the department store. I hadn’t been able to help myself, even though Shelly had come into the dressing room to ‘help’ me try on my embarrassing new clothes. I had looked back over my shoulder, trying not to let my foster mother see my curiosity, and I had swallowed hard at the unwelcome jolt of need that had surged between my thighs at the sight: the purple welts that covered my backside from the correction Jake had given me with the strap.

“Well,” Cal said, beginning to rub three fingers gently over the bruises, “you got what you deserved from your foster daddy, I can see. I don’t want to hurt you too much, darlin’, so I’m not going to spank you tonight. We need to find a different way to teach this lesson, don’t we?”


CHAPTER 21
[image: ]


Grace

“Wh-what… what do you mean?” I asked. I had thought the second lesson had to be me, well, coming—not anything painful. Hadn’t Cal said that?

I thought back, and realized that he hadn’t actually said that at all. He’d said that whipping and spanking weren’t the only ways to teach a lesson. He’d said that he’d teach me about my pussy and my little bottom.

He had let me think—hadn’t he?—that the second lesson would be his fingers finishing the orgasm they had made me long for so urgently.

Once again, he didn’t answer me with words. I felt his right hand move, his fingertips traveling from my right cheek toward the center of my ass. Then my eyes went wide and I let out a little cry of surprise and utter mortification as those fingertips spread my bottom cheeks and I felt the air on the tiny button of my anus.

My right hand struggled against his grip on my wrist. I tried to get my left hand up and around and back, but I found it up against Cal’s side, and then he’d seized it in his left hand and bent that arm so that he could gather both my wrists behind my back. All the while, his fingers held my ass open so that I knew he had a perfectly clear view of the little ring, the most private part of my body.

Heat surged in my face as I remembered what Jake had said the previous night about the right of the man in charge of me to touch me however he wanted… what Shelly had said about her bottom and the way it hurt to have her husband’s cock there… how scared she had been the first time Jake had told her he would fuck her in the ass. How it somehow felt good, even though it hurt.

I shook my head, rubbing my nose and my mouth against the scratchy wool, now that Cal had my hands behind me and I couldn’t cover my face with them.

“No… please…” I whispered.

“Shh, darlin’,” Cal murmured. “The lesson is just getting started. This little asshole is so sweet and pink and ready for training—just like your foster daddy told me.”

He took his right hand away and I let out a grateful whimper as I felt my cheeks close and cover my untried anus. I heard something from up above me, where his face must be though it seemed at the same time far away; a wet kind of sound. When his fingers came back to my bottom, I understood: he had moistened them in his mouth. He didn’t spread my cheeks this time; I felt his fingers on my pussy, and I cried out in relief, but that grateful noise trailed into a sharper sound of dismay as his thumb, wet with his saliva, pushed up against the tiny bud he had exposed.

I felt myself tighten against the pressure, my whole backside tensing to resist the inward movement of Cal’s invading digit.

“This will only hurt if you try to keep me out, Grace,” he said, raising his voice just a little. “It’s a lesson in submitting to the man in charge of you. If you don’t submit, my thumb is going into your butthole anyway, but it will be painful. If you do submit, though, you’ll start to learn what it means to give yourself to a man, the way you need to.”

I felt my face pucker into a mask of shame and woe. I could feel somehow in the involuntary movements of my brow and my nose how thoroughly conflicted I must look. At least Cal couldn’t see that expression—I took a tiny bit of comfort from that.

Him not seeing my face, though, didn’t make it any easier to deal with the conflict in my mind and my heart and above all my body. My hips jerked and my whole backside squirmed as I tried to keep pulling the tiny ring of my anus closed even as another part of me tried to make me push instead.

I had thought I had already experienced the maximum possible embarrassment, last night over the arm of Jake’s easy chair. Having Cal hold my most intimate places in his strong, skillful hand, though, seemed to make the fires of shame rise higher than my skin could even bear without literal flames licking along its surface—which was what it felt like as I pictured what he must be seeing: the lewd, rhythmic movements of my bottom and my thighs that despite everything I tried couldn’t do anything but appear to him to display my yielding and my submission.

Because they do display that, said an unwelcome but insistent voice in my mind. A gorgeous, good-natured guy took down your panties to teach you a lesson. He’s not even spanking you. All he’s asking…

I cried out, because Cal had started to force his way into my asshole with the moist ball of his thumb. I tightened even more as the pain shot through my lower body. Then, as quickly as the sensation had come, the pressure stopped.

“See, darlin’?” Cal asked, in the same slightly stern tone of voice he had used the moment before. “Let me in.”

The fingers up front, their tips on the hood of my desperately needy clit, gave a little rub, and to my mortification that was all it took. I let out a whining sob, and I arched my back and pushed in the most humiliating possible way. Cal’s thumb entered me, penetrating my bottom hole a full inch.

I gasped at the sensation, and I started to pant between parted lips because I simply hadn’t anticipated what it would feel like to have my anus invaded that way, then held open on a man’s thumb. To my surprise, it didn’t hurt at all: it felt good, though in a terribly shameful way, like the naughtiest, most wrong thing a girl could allow a man to do to her. Part of me thought, wildly, that I should receive a terrible whipping over the arm of Jake’s chair, simply because I had my suitor’s thumb in my ass.

“Good girl,” he said. “That’s it.”

I kept thinking I would get used to it: the strange, warm pride in my chest that brought an answering heat to my face—and also a dismaying, confusing echo down below. Cal reinforced that raging conflict, too, as if he were training a pet; he accompanied the little movements of his thumb in my anus with answering motion from his fingertips. Finally he gave my clit the friction I had so desperately longed for, and demonstrated just how much skill he had in giving this ambiguous kind of lesson.

I cried out and writhed over his knee. Each additional bit of tension in my muscles as he held me firmly in place with my arms bent behind me only seemed to add to the waves of pleasure and need crashing through my body. I struggled against his grip much more to feel how he could restrain me so easily than I did in any hope of breaking free.

“Oh… God…” I sobbed. “Sir… sir…”

I heard myself say it. I felt the word in my mouth, and it added to the shame, and to the heat, so greatly that my climax seemed to flow directly from it—from my following Cal’s instruction and calling him by his dominant title. My suitor, approved by my foster father to teach me about my pussy and my bottom… to train me to give him pleasure.

As I began to come, I felt suspended between Cal’s hands: the one on my back with my wrists in its grasp, holding me down while the other fondled me in the lewdest, naughtiest way between my legs and my bottom cheeks. The pleasure exploded outward from my pussy to seize my whole body, and it took away every bit of my control over my thoughts, so that I pictured myself on my knees in front of Cal. I pictured myself nuzzling the front of his jeans… I heard myself begging him the way Shelly had begged Jake, to let me take out his beautiful penis. My suitor had started to train me, and what else would my training be for than to make me ready to serve his rigid cock?

I came and came, because Cal made me keep riding his caressing hand, sobbing and moaning, to orgasm after orgasm. Through it all, he murmured to me, encouraging me in a patronizing way that seemed to multiply the pleasure as it increased the heat of the continuous blush in my face.

“There you go, darlin’. Good girl. Come for me. Get on my hand, now. That’s it. So nice and wet and ready.”

Ready. That word seemed to shoot through me with its own jolt of need. It brought on the biggest of my orgasms, and I screamed as my backside surged backward and forward, desperately milking all the pleasure my pussy could find on Cal’s knowing fingers.

He moved his hand, just as I had begun to think that the pleasure had become a punishment, and felt my whole body shudder with irresistible need for more anyway. He squeezed firmly, one final time, as if to make absolutely sure I knew how thoroughly he had just taken possession of my most private places, then he pulled his fingers away and started to rub gentle circles over my whole backside. I lay limp over his knee and sobbed at the comforting sensation as his palm soothed my right cheek, then my left cheek, then the back of my right thigh, then the back of my left thigh, methodically, it seemed, helping me down from the top of the cliff of endless arousal he had perched me on.

He had let go of my wrists at some point, and I hadn’t even noticed. When he stilled his right hand on my ass, just holding both my cheeks very gently, he moved his left further up under my dress and started to rub my back. Again I had the feeling of simply being in his hands, suspended between them, somehow. A new burst of sobs came from my chest, and I moved my hands back to my face to cover it, feeling the wetness of my tears on my fingers as I hid my expression—unnecessarily, again—from the world, and from Cal above all.

“Shh, darlin’,” he murmured. “It’s okay. You’re okay.”

Such simple words. I might have called them silly and weak if they didn’t seem to me at that moment to comfort me more than anything deeper or more complex, more psychological, could have.

I’m okay. I’m okay even though my ‘suitor’ just taught me a humiliating but impossibly pleasurable lesson.

“I don’t… I don’t…” I said, my mind searching desperately for words that might somehow express all the conflict in my heart and my body.

“You don’t belong to me,” Cal said simply, in the same gentle voice.

My eyes went wide. I thought he would take his hands away, to accompany his matter-of-fact statement with the action that seemed most likely to suit it. I had let out a little whimper of protest, a pitiful, begging sound that the deepest part of me hoped would persuade him to keep soothing me as—I felt like—only his firm hands could do.

But his knowing hands stayed where they were, though that seemed not to match the acknowledgment he had just made, that he didn’t have the right to touch me that way.

“That’s right,” he told me, still holding my bottom and rubbing my back. “Maybe you will. Maybe someday soon. But for the moment I’m just courting you the old-fashioned way, even though here in Grasskiln that means I can teach you things our great-grandparents probably didn’t think proper for a suitor to teach the girl he was wooing.”


CHAPTER 22
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Cal

I sent Grace to the washroom to freshen up, and went to get the steaks from the fridge. The rock-hard state of my cock, slightly uncomfortably confined by my jeans, distracted me enough that I nearly forgot to light the grill.

By the time Grace emerged, though, looking fresh as a daisy and just as naturally gorgeous, I had the potato salad out and the burners had gotten nearly hot enough to put the right sear on the grass-fed sirloins. My erection had calmed down a little as I salted the meat, but the shy expression on Grace’s pretty face brought it back to life with a fierce leap, so full of arousal that I had to clear my throat and look away.

It definitely didn’t all have to do with her beauty, of course. Pretty girls couldn’t get me going the way this one did just with their faces or their bodies—even girls who, like Grace with her red hair and green eyes, fell into the category I thought of as my type. Pretty girls who rode my lewdly caressing hand the way Grace had done, flowing with their private lubrication and crying out with untold, shameless pleasure… well, they were another story. Especially when they blushed that way, meeting my eyes afterward.

No, she didn’t belong to me. Not yet. But I knew from the look in her eyes that Grace Franklin understood how soon she would belong to me, if things unfolded as they should. More—and this was the part that had made my cock jump painfully along my thigh—her expression told me that she had started to understand a good deal about what it would entail; what starting to belong to me as her accepted suitor and possible future husband meant.

How I would continue on with resolution, leading her along the path I had already begun to show her, when I had disciplined her sexually over my knee. How her training as a submissive young woman, ready and willing to obey her suitor’s most lascivious demands, had only just started.

“Should I…” she started to say, when she had joined me in the kitchen, and then her blush came back, rosy in her porcelain cheeks.

I saw in her eyes why she had stopped. I nodded.

“Yes,” I told her. “Keep calling me sir. You’ll need to get used to that with me as well as with your foster daddy.”

Her eyes went wide—I thought I could see surprise at my having guessed her thoughts so effortlessly, along with maybe a note of alarm at how matter-of-factly I had addressed the issue. I knew Grace would thrive as she got used to her submission to a man, but I could see in her expression how conflicted it still made her. She’d only been here in Grasskiln for a day, of course—but I had no doubt that the best way to help her find her feet lay in ensuring she received the message unambiguously. Grace would obey, and learn her place, or she would keep going over my knee or the arm of Jake’s easy chair until she did.
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Grace

I felt my brow crease, and I took a deep breath through my nose.

“Sir,” I said, and then I twisted my mouth to the side because of the shiver it had sent through my whole body just to say it to Cal. I tried to continue on as if nothing had happened, but I had the uncomfortable feeling that he could read not just my thoughts but also the tiniest details of my body language. “Should I set the table?”

Somehow calling him sir here in the kitchen, with both of us just… well, standing there looking at each other, felt very different from doing it when he had had me over his knee, holding me down so that he could teach me my mortifying, humiliating, overwhelming lesson. It seemed more real, and therefore more embarrassing and more troubling.

“Sure, darlin’,” he said easily. “Thanks for asking. Flatware is in that drawer and napkins are in the holder on the table.”

He pointed, but instead of shifting my eyes in the direction of the drawer I couldn’t seem to stop looking at his handsome face. When he turned his attention back to me, he looked puzzled for a moment, and then he smiled, lifting the left side of his mouth in evident amusement.

“A picture would last longer,” he said.

Again, I could easily have imagined him mocking me that way, and I suppose it was still a gentle kind of teasing, but I could tell he meant to share the joke rather than make it at my expense. Then I felt a new flash of heat in my cheeks as I realized that he had meant to bring about precisely the same kind of shared moment in the car when he had asked about beef being expensive in the city. And I had decided to be… well, a brat.

A handful.

Now, though, after my ‘lesson,’ part of me resisted the idea with the greatest possible indignation, but I couldn’t keep the thought back: Cal had disciplined me, even if he had done so with embarrassment and pleasure—too much pleasure. He had corrected my misbehavior, and here in the aftermath I could see how intent my suitor was on making his courtship pleasant and agreeable, despite the circumstances.

The circumstances. Yet another little surge of blood came to my face. The need to train me properly, because I’m a handful.

My suitor had started to train me, and I had started to submit to his authority. I had offered to set the table. I had called him sir.

I felt tears well up at the corners of my eyes, and I turned immediately to the drawer and pulled it out, a little more roughly than I meant to. I had no idea why I had started to cry, really. Just… everything, maybe.

“Hey, Grace,” Cal said, and I felt his hands on my shoulders, squeezing very gently and soothingly. I tensed for a moment and I thought I would remain that way, unable to show him any of what had started to unfold inside of me, and then I surprised myself: I relaxed.

Then, to my embarrassment as much as my relief, I relaxed into him. Collapsed might have been a better way to describe it. I took a little step backwards and I pressed myself against his muscular body, suddenly just needing—desperately needing—to feel the firmness, the masculinity there. No, I wasn’t even thinking about his cock at that moment—but I blushed anew a moment later, when I did. I knew I couldn’t feel it, like that, with it imprisoned in his faded jeans, but to my embarrassment I wanted to so badly it made me bite my lip.

“You okay?” he asked.

I let out a little sob. The question should have sounded ridiculous to me. I knew—the independent, restless part of me knew, anyway—it made no sense at all for the man who had put me over his knee and fondled me without my permission as some sort of ‘discipline’ to ask me that.

What made much, much less sense was for me to choke out, “Yeah,” and mean it, as I felt his fingers release the remaining tension in my shoulders. I pressed myself more urgently back against him. I realized to my dismay that I had even made a little rubbing kind of movement with my backside, against the strength of his thighs.

I heard him chuckle, the sound coming from above my head and reminding me how much taller Cal was than me. Even that brought a jolt of need down between my thighs. He had just made me come so many times that I hadn’t felt certain I would walk right, when he had sent me to the bathroom, and something about his touch and his voice had made me horny all over again.

I wanted him. I felt my eyes widen as I realized it. I wanted him so badly… the way Shelly had wanted Jake, last night.

I pressed with my bottom again. With heat in my face, I even tried to move my ass higher, and I got up on my tiptoes, suddenly desperate to feel his hardness—his real hardness. His hard-on.

Cal stepped back, though. I let out a little whine of protest, but then he started to turn me around, and then he had his right hand on my face, cupping my chin, and his left hand on the back of my head, holding me gently but also firmly, tilting my head a little back and a little to the side. My lips parted and my eyes went wide at the approach of his gorgeous, bearded face, and then he started to kiss me, so differently from the way any of my ‘boyfriends’ had kissed me that it felt like a completely different act.

He didn’t thrust his tongue into my mouth, but he still dominated me with it, and with his lips, telling me simply and wordlessly that he would take his pleasure that way, and wouldn’t accept any objection or refusal. His tongue touched mine softly, and a shiver went through my whole body, then straight to my clit, and I found my arms going around him hungrily so that I could press myself against him, cling to him.

Not breaking the kiss, he moved his right hand to the small of my back and held me that way, until I whimpered up into his mouth. That little noise seemed to raise the heat between us another notch, and the hand on my back slid down to the place I wanted it most—or maybe second most—and he took my ass in his hand again, this time most possessively of all, it felt like, through my modest dress and my horrid training panties at least.

I thought I could feel it, maybe. I sensed a bulge against my belly, and it brought the flames to my cheeks and down inside my panties, too. I whimpered again, and Cal kissed me harder, pulled me closer.

Then, suddenly, he had broken the kiss, and the hand on my butt had moved to my waist, the one on my head going around my shoulder.

“Not tonight,” he said, his voice just as strict as it had sounded when he had had me over his knee. “I want you to be sure.”

My eyes went wide, and I felt the tears that had vanished when he put his hands on my shoulders return. I let out a little sob against his shoulder.

“I am sure,” I told him. How could he reject me? How could he resist me? Hadn’t he made it completely clear that he wanted to… to claim me, to make me belong to him?

“That’s great,” he said. “Let’s say I want you to be sure tomorrow, too.”

I knew he meant to take care of me properly. I knew he wanted to fuck me. At the same time, though, did I really know it? It stung. I started to pull away from him, to wriggle out of his arms so that I could just set the fucking table. The tears kept pricking at the corners of my eyes.

Cal didn’t let me go.

“Hey,” he said, moving his left hand to the back of my head again so that he could kiss me.

I shook my head, evading the kiss. “I’m fine,” I told him. “Let’s eat. I’m hungry.”

“No,” he said. “Kiss me.”

My eyes widened. I hadn’t expected that reaction at all. I looked up into his blue eyes at this very close range, and I found my mouth had started to water at the idea of more of his dominant kissing. My lips parted, and he kissed me again—not as long, but just as forcefully. I melted into him helplessly, the same way I had, as if I couldn’t keep myself from confirming just how badly I needed to submit.

When he broke the kiss, he looked straight into my eyes, his gaze scorching.

“I don’t want you to think it’s not going to happen,” he told me. “It’s definitely going to happen. When I decide you’re ready.”


CHAPTER 23
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Grace

I found it nearly impossible to get to sleep. The expression on Cal’s face as he had told me, It’s definitely going to happen seemed to have burned itself into my imagination. Despite how much fun, frankly, I had had during dinner, as we had skirted around the enormous elephant in the living room—well, the dining nook, really, I guess—that memory of his handsome face had stayed there at the back of my mind.

As soon as I had come through the door of Jake and Shelly’s house, with just a chaste hug and relatively chaste kiss from Cal on the front stoop, the look in his eyes when he had promised he would fuck me—though not of course in so many words—had risen to dominate my thoughts. I had said goodnight, absently, to Jake, when he had emerged from his office. It seemed like he could see that I had had a good time, but there wasn’t much use talking to me about it right then, and he had let me go upstairs to my room without having to answer any embarrassing questions.

He had called after me, though, to my dismay, “Go ahead and change your training panties, honey. And they stay on in bed. No playing with yourself tonight. After a date, a girl needs to keep herself from that kind of self-indulgence.”

I had taken two more steps upward. Jake had spoken again, from the bottom of the staircase, his voice getting a little stern.

“Did you hear me, Grace? No masturbation tonight. I’m going to inspect your panties in the morning.”

Part of me wanted to defy him and refuse to speak the words I knew I would have to speak to end this latest bit of terrible humiliation. But Cal’s face in my mind, his eyes seeming to blaze with authority and desire, made me want to just get into bed and go to sleep and hope that I would be able to figure things out in the morning.

“Yes, sir,” I had told Jake, my face on fire. “I heard you.”

In bed, though, clad in the knee-length nightgown made of light, white cotton that Shelly had bought me, sleep stayed far away. I saw Cal’s blue eyes, looking at me, promising on their own—beyond even the firmness of his verbal promise—that he would take my virginity at a time of his choosing.

It’s definitely going to happen.

I fidgeted in bed. I wondered, desperately, what it would feel like. How Cal, my suitor, would do it, when he decided the time had come. What he would say… what instructions he would give me…

Kneel down, darlin’. I heard it in my head, and I felt my forehead crease deeply in the darkness of the little bedroom.

Sir, may I… may I take out your beautiful cock? Shelly had said that. Would Cal make me say it? Or… or would I just… say it? Because I couldn’t help myself, because I needed it so, so much?

Take off your clothes. He would definitely say that, wouldn’t he? I could tell from the look in his eyes, in my memory, how much my suitor wanted to see me naked. The thought sent an electric thrill over my skin, and I had to turn over onto my other side and put my hands in front of me, to keep them out of trouble.

I could see them, barely visible in the little bit of light coming through the window blinds, curled into frustrated fists, because the idea of trouble had reminded me of being over Cal’s knee. To my dismay, I felt my hips thrust and my bottom clench, as if I were still riding my suitor’s firm, knowing hand.

I whimpered at the unwelcome—and yet so very welcome—way that bit of motion had made the trouble much worse. I found myself squeezing again, down there, and I had the sudden fear that even if I didn’t put my hands between my thighs and—I blushed, but I couldn’t deny the idea—my bottom cheeks I might still leave evidence of my helpless need on the gusset of my training panties.

I hadn’t even looked at the ones I had taken off and put in the hamper. At Cal’s house, when he had let me go to the bathroom and freshen up after my mortifying but overwhelmingly pleasurable lesson, I hadn’t looked, either. I hadn’t been able to help catching the scent, though, that wafted from my damp underwear and my still wet pussy. Musky. Naughty.

Trouble.

I tried to think about something else. Anything else. About corn. About dirt. About trucks.

Trucks that Cal could fix, with those enormous hands. The same way he would fix a wayward young woman, taking her naughty backside into his firm hand and teaching her about her pussy, and about her bottom hole too. The places he would put his hardness, when the time came.

It’s definitely going to happen.

I turned over again, clenched my fists anew. I tried to count sheep. Soft and white. Like my nightgown. Like my awful training panties.

My hand began to drift downward, as if just to see how soft the fabric was. I raised the hem of the nightgown, something that could happen just as a girl tossed and turned in bed. I put two fingers on the thick-woven cotton, and I could barely feel them through it, atop the place Cal had explored so fully and dominantly.

Wouldn’t my suitor want me to play with myself, as I thought about him?

I rubbed, just to see what it would feel like. I couldn’t keep back the little cry of arousal that surged from my throat.

The floor outside my bedroom creaked, and then the door did, all in what seemed a nanosecond, and then a nanosecond later I heard Shelly’s voice.

“Grace, honey? Are you still awake?”

She just came into my bedroom without any further warning. I froze, and then as she stepped closer to the bed I started to draw my hand slowly back up to my belly.

“Grace? Are you okay, honey? I thought I heard something.”

Should I pretend to be asleep? But hadn’t Shelly just spoken loud enough that I would have woken up anyway? The panic crawling in my stomach clouded my judgment. I pretended to be half-awake, stirring as if sleepily, and turning over. It gave me the chance to bring my hand further up, so as to avoid any suspicion that I had had it between my thighs.

“Huh?” I said, blinking and looking up at Shelly with what I hoped looked like heavy-lidded eyes.

“Did I wake you, honey?” Shelly said. Her tone didn’t sound guilty; it sounded knowing—so knowing that I felt heat rush to my cheeks.

“Um,” I said, swallowing hard.

“It’s not easy, is it?” she asked.

“Um,” I said again, searching my mind for some kind of neutral response. “What? What… what isn’t easy, ma’am?”

“Getting to sleep after a first date,” Shelly responded, sitting down on the side of the bed.

I blinked again. My lips parted, as if to say something, and I closed them—then opened them again. But “I…” was all I managed to say.

“It’s okay, honey,” Shelly said. “If I know Cal, I’m guessing he gave you a lot to think about.”

I felt my brow furrow, and I nodded, my lower lip between my teeth.

“Did he make you come, honey?” Shelly asked. “Over his knee, maybe?”

I felt my eyes go wide, and my whole body seemed to flare with heat.

“I…” I said stupidly, again, still with no idea how to continue.

“I know that’s one of the things he asked Jake about doing to start training you. Did he do that?”

My lips had parted once again, but not to speak. I had to breathe through them, raggedly, because of the effect Shelly’s soothing but also terribly arousing words had started to have on me. I nodded, looking up into her wise, compassionate eyes.

“You’d like to play with your little pussy, wouldn’t you?” she asked, with a smile I could just make out in the light from the hall, but not a mocking smile. No, Shelly asked the question as if it were completely natural.

I couldn’t nod in confirmation, though. It just seemed too embarrassing. Instead I whispered, “I never did… before,” hearing a bit of fierce defiance in my tone, as if I needed to make sure my foster mother didn’t get the wrong idea about me. The sympathetic expression on her face, though, made me continue, “But after… after I saw you…”

I thought Shelly might have blushed at that. I couldn’t really see in the half-light. Her mouth definitely twitched a little to the side in what might have been embarrassment.

“I know Jake told you not to, but I asked him for permission to help you get to sleep, and he said yes, as long as you pull your training panties back up afterwards. Go ahead and pull them down for me, then turn over on your other side.”

I frowned deeply, wondering despite everything I’d seen of Shelly so far whether she might be trying to trick me into getting a whipping from Jake.

“Did… did Jake really… I mean, he said… he said he would inspect them.”

“He’s not a mean man, even though I know he seems that way sometimes. He said it was alright, and he won’t punish you for getting your panties a little wet. I know how it feels, honey. I persuaded him that if… well, if I make you come it’s not the same as you indulging yourself that way.”

“But…” I whispered, “I’ve never… you know… with…”

“With another woman?” Shelly asked. Now I felt completely sure her cheeks had gotten red, even if I couldn’t see them. I nodded.

“Well,” she said. I could see she had taken her lower lip between her teeth. “I guess… I mean, Jake says it’s okay. And in Grasskiln wives are allowed to… to do it… if we have our husbands’ permission.”

I felt my mouth twist to the side. I wanted to ask so many inappropriate questions—and I also wanted to sink into the bed and disappear, because of how embarrassing it felt, and yet how urgent the need had grown, in my training panties, at the idea.

“Let me make you feel good, and help you sleep, honey,” Shelly said softly and soothingly. “Go ahead and turn over, and pull down those panties. Just to your knees.”

I didn’t know why, exactly, but the thought of only pulling down my underwear that far seemed to make it seem more acceptable, somehow also more sexy, and in my current state, more irresistible. All I had to do was turn onto my other side and pull my panties down a little. I wouldn’t even see Shelly, would I?

I gave her one more searching look in the darkness, still not entirely sure that this wouldn’t end with me over the arm of Jake’s chair—or maybe even turned over to Cal for a more painful kind of training than he had given me tonight. But Shelly’s face reassured me, and I could hardly keep from putting my own hand back between my thighs at the thought of Cal’s discipline. I turned over, and as I felt Shelly draw the sheet down the bed so that she could watch me and touch me, I hooked my thumbs a little awkwardly into the waistband of the thick training panties and swiftly yanked them down to the bottoms of my thighs.

“There we go, honey,” Shelly said. I heard a moist little sound and I turned my face over my shoulder to see my foster mother had her fingers in her mouth, wetting them. My eyes went wide as I understood—the gesture seemed to speak of many past experiences of touching, perhaps even of kissing, other women’s privates.

“Just close your eyes, honey,” Shelly purred. “Think of being over Cal’s knee, now.”

I turned to face the wall, and I closed my eyes. When I felt Shelly’s fingertips urging my thighs apart, I pulled my left knee—the upper one, closer to my chest, and I whimpered as my foster mother began to fondle me.

“Shh, honey.” she murmured. “Such a sweet little pussy. You’ll have a nice hard cock here soon, won’t you?”


CHAPTER 24
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Grace

It only took a minute or two of remembering the way Cal had disciplined me, his thumb in my anus and his fingers on my clit. Of squirming over Shelly’s own knowing fingertips, whimpering as she soothed the aching place between my thighs. With a deep shudder and a wrenching sob, I climaxed, blushing but finally satisfied, for the moment at least.

After I had come, and sleepily pulled up my training panties at my foster mother’s urging, I drifted off to sleep immediately.

I dreamed of Cal, but in my dream Cal had Jake blended into him somehow. On my knees in front of him, I begged him not to make me lay myself over the arm of his easy chair.

“Over your knee?” I pleaded. “Sir? Please?”

But he had my training panties in his hands, turned inside out so he could inspect the gusset. He had a frown on his face at what he saw there. He looked down at me from what seemed an impossible height, and he pointed behind me, to where I knew the easy chair stood, waiting for the girl who had touched her pussy without permission.

Not her pussy. His pussy. The place he intended to put his hard penis. I leaned forward to kiss the front of his jeans, over and over. I wanted his cock inside me so badly that I started to cry.

Cal put his hand under my chin and raised my face to look up at him. I saw he had a tender smile on his lips.

“Should I punish you with my penis, darlin’?” he asked. “I can do that, too, to teach you to be a good girl for me.”

My eyes went wide as he let go of my chin and started to unbutton his fly. My gaze went down to his lap, and I saw how big a bulge he had there.

“Oh, no,” I whispered. “Please, sir. Please just… just whip me. Whip me hard. Don’t put that in my bottom, please.”

The fear in the dream felt strange, though. It didn’t really feel like fear at all. The emotion—so strong that it became a physical sensation, a sort of hot lurch that rocked my whole body and jerked me awake—seemed much more like a desire so shamefully strong that it had scared me. The fear, I realized with startled, wide eyes in the actual world of my bedroom in Jake and Shelly’s house, came from wanting such mortifying things so very much, and not knowing whether I would ever get them.

My face burned like the sun as I remembered what dream-Cal had said, and how dream-me had responded. How dream-me had known that the thing she begged her stern, kind suitor not to do was really the thing she needed most of all—the lesson that would finally teach her to behave herself properly.

“Grace, honey,” I heard Jake call from the bottom of the stairs. “Come on down here. I’m just in for a few minutes before I go back out to the barn and I want to see those panties before I do.”

The blood drained from my face and then surged back in. Had Shelly tricked me after all? Jake sounded brusque and strict. I heard his work boots on the stairs.

“Grace?” Now he sounded almost angry.

I jumped out of bed and went to open the door, to find Jake had gotten halfway up the stairs.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I said, my heart pounding. “I just woke up.”

Jake’s brow creased, and his eyes narrowed, as if he could look into my head and see the memory of my shameful dream.

“That’s alright,” he said, his voice a little suspicious. “I suppose you were up late, but we need to get you used to rising early to help Shelly with the chores. Anyway, I’ll inspect you up here, I suppose. Go ahead and lay down over the edge of your bed and pull your panties down to your knees.”

He started to come up the last few stairs. I felt my eyes go wide as he approached, his height and the breadth of his shoulders striking me again.

And he’s not even as tall or as muscular as Cal, I thought with a hard swallow.

“Sir…” I started. “Shelly said… she said you…”

“Oh, that’s alright,” Jake said, his voice becoming a little kinder. “I know your little puss got wet when she fingered you. You need to get used to having your panties and your puss inspected, though. Get over the side of the bed and get your nightgown up and your underwear down for me.”

I blinked at him, my lips parted and my breath sounding ragged. Jake stopped three or four feet away. He lowered his chin and raised his eyebrows. His voice lost its gentleness.

“Do we have a problem, honey?” he asked. “I don’t want to whip that little butt again so soon, but I will if I have to.”

I felt my face crumple into a hot mask of embarrassment and frustration. I swallowed hard, and then I turned back toward the bed. It looked so innocent, despite the memory of what Shelly had done to me last night and despite the shameful dream I had had afterward, about Cal.

An idea floated into my head as I stepped forward. I turned to look back over my shoulder, trying to keep my eyes and my tone respectful.

“Sir?” I asked. “Shouldn’t Cal… I mean shouldn’t he be the one to inspect me?”

“That’s a good thought, honey,” Jake replied, but his eyes had narrowed and I could see how foolish I had been to think I could get out of the humiliation that way. “But it’s not time for that yet. He’s an approved suitor, not an accepted one. That means he can start to train you, and he can correct you when you need it, but it’s going to be a little while before he really takes responsibility for your puss and your bottom.”

“He…” I said, then stopped, then started again, “I mean… last night, Cal… he put me over his knee, and he…”

“Get over the side of the bed and get those panties down, Grace,” Jake said in a tone that made my heart jump. “We can talk about what happened last night when you show me you can obey me.”

I turned, my face surely as red as a cherry. At least I wouldn’t have to show Jake just how deeply he could humiliate me with his casual dominance. The idea that Cal had another step to take—one that it sounded like Jake would have the ultimate say about, since he would clearly be the one to ‘accept’ my suitor—brought a new conflict to my mind, and, even more distressingly, to my body.

I stepped forward, trying to concentrate on my innocent-looking bed, still unmade. To my surprise and dismay, the idea that I hadn’t done that most basic of chores actually added to the heat in my face—something I wouldn’t have supposed lay in the realm of possibility.

“Move your pillow to the side of the bed,” I heard Jake say behind me in a gruff, no-nonsense voice. “Then pull your training panties down and your nightgown up, and lay yourself over the pillow.”

I did it, focusing as hard as I could on the fact that I couldn’t see his face and he couldn’t see mine. I yanked the covers down a little further and I moved the pillow. I reached under the hem of my nightgown and tried not to think about what I was doing as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and drew the thick cotton down to just above my knees.

The next part was worse, though, because when I hiked up my nightgown I could feel my bottom coming into Jake’s view. I practically threw myself down onto my elbows, the pillow under my hips, to get it over with.

“Stretch your hands out, honey,” Jake commanded. “Take hold of the other edge of the mattress.”

I bit my lip to keep down a whimper as I obeyed, feeling how much more it exposed me to lay myself out that way.

“Spread your knees and push out your butt,” my foster father said. “You know what I need to see.”

My little sob at that couldn’t be kept down in my chest. I let it out as I felt my knees stretching the cotton of the training panties between them, showing Jake everything.

For a moment I thought maybe he would just look, without touching. Surely an inspection didn’t have to involve anything but the inspector’s eyes? Then I heard the floorboards creak as Jake’s well-built frame covered the short distance from the door to the bed. I felt my bottom squirm involuntarily, the cheeks clenching as if I could hide myself that way.

I felt the tangle of fabric move, tugged by something that could only be Jake’s strong fingers. I heard a tiny whine come from my nose.

“You got these very wet last night, didn’t you, honey? You’ll have to wash them today. Let’s get them off. I want you to be familiar with what happens between a girl’s legs when she gets needy.”

I felt my eyes go wide. As I felt Jake stripping the training panties down I let out a little cry of protest, and I even tried to get up onto my elbows and turn around, but Jake said sharply, “Eyes front, Grace. You need to learn to submit completely when I’m training you. Raise this foot, now.”

My whole body burning with shame and renewed, terribly unwelcome arousal, I did, and Jake pulled the panties off. To my horror, I saw them descend in front of me, carefully arranged by Jake’s big hands as he laid them on the mattress right before my face. I could see, with a lurch in my belly, the off-white stain my need had made, against the snow-white of the thick cotton.

“I want you to take a good sniff, honey,” Jake said. “So that you know what a suitor is going to smell when he gets you ready for his cock.”

I shook my head. I breathed through my mouth.

“That so?” Jake asked, as if I had said something, rather than just indicating a wordless refusal. “Well, I could take off my belt and punish you until you obeyed, I guess, but it seems like Cal got good results last night with a different method.”

I felt his hands on my backside. He took firm, but not painful hold of the two sides of the most sensitive place on my bottom cheeks, the curve where they became the tops of my thighs, and he spread me open that way. I cried out, and I felt my hips buck, treasonously demonstrating the terrible effect of feeling my most private places under close inspection, under tight control by a man with the authority to discipline me as he chose.

“Look at that,” Jake said softly. “You’re wet again, honey. You need a man’s hardness in here, don’t you?”

I let out a sob, and then I took a sniff, even raising my face a little to get my nose closer to the shameful stain on the training panties.

“Oh, God,” I breathed, because it smelled—I smelled—so very naughty.

“Your red hair down here is very cute, but I think you should start getting used to shaving your puss,” Jake said thoughtfully. “You can ask Shelly for one of the razors she uses. It will help you feel more submissive, and I’m sure Cal won’t mind a bit. Your next date with Cal is going to be Wednesday, so you’ll shave Tuesday night.”

“Wednesday?” I said weakly. It was Saturday. I didn’t know whether I wanted the next time I saw my suitor to be closer or farther away.

“Yup,” Jake said, taking his hands away from my butt at last, so that I let out a little whimper at the feeling, somehow both welcome and un-, of having my private places returned to me, if only for the moment. “And by that time I think he’ll be accepted. He’ll have my blessing to take your virginity, anyway.”


CHAPTER 25
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Cal

I got the alert that I had become Grace’s accepted suitor Wednesday morning, while I was pretty much arms deep in grease as I worked on an old tractor’s carburetor. I glanced over at my phone when it lit up and chimed, and I could just make out the notification bubble.

NMA alert: New status message received.

Having read through the description of the courtship process the New Modesty had sent me, I had a pretty good idea what that meant—I had received the nod as an accepted suitor, as well as an approved one. I had to wait, though, to tap on the notification and read the actual message, thanks to the state of my hands.

I tried to put it out of my mind, so that I could finish fixing the carburetor, but I realized I had familiarized myself with the meaning of accepted too thoroughly. I knew it meant, if in fact the message did tell me that Jake and the New Modesty Authority had granted me that status, that I could fuck Grace tonight if I chose. The idea proved so distracting that I had to stop my work and wipe my fingertips more or less clean on a rag so that I could tap the alert.

Dear Mr. Perkins,

We’re pleased to inform you that your courtship of Miss Grace Franklin has advanced from the approval level to the acceptance level. According to the reports filed by you and by her foster parents, your leadership in the early days of your relationship with Grace has demonstrated both your worthiness as a suitor and her inclination to submit to your authority, notwithstanding the conflict she naturally still feels about her submission thanks to her limited experience thus far of traditional gender roles and sexual discipline. Congratulations!

You can find all the details of your rights and responsibilities with regard to Grace in the New Modesty app, in the ‘Guidelines for Suitors’ section, but to summarize briefly, as an accepted suitor you now have the right—and the responsibility—to discipline and to train her as you see fit, including with sexual intercourse of whatever kind you choose: vaginal, oral, or anal. We recommend that you make your wishes in this area clear as soon as possible, so as to avoid any confusion.

Congratulations again on achieving this important step forward for you, for Grace, and for your community as a whole. We hope it leads to further happiness down the road, as your love grows and matures, and ideally becomes the joyful beginning of a new family.

With best regards,

Mrs. Gerald Brown

Administrator

New Modesty Authority

I closed the app and put the phone down, then absently started to tinker with the carburetor again, though my mind had gone somewhere else. Affection for Grace welled up in my chest, even more strongly than it had been doing on a regular basis since Friday night after I had kissed her goodnight outside the Carpenters’ door and sent her back inside.

I had had a surge of it—what I had already understood as the sort of growing affection that people called falling in love—the moment the door had closed behind Grace’s sweet, petite body. Another had swept over me on the drive home. Then every day since, three or four times during the day and once or twice in bed before falling asleep, so strong that I had had to jerk off to the memory of the adorable, lewd way she had moved on my hand when I had taught her her naughty lesson.

Now, though, as I thought about our date tonight—my plan to surprise her with a trip to Lion’s Mane in Heathville—the prospect of sex, of claiming Grace’s gorgeous body with my hard cock in every possible way, definitely played an important role. A little to my surprise, though, I felt much more. I wanted to help her, to take care of her, to do everything I could to make certain she could feel comfortable with herself, with Grasskiln, and above all with me.
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Grace

I kind of suspected why Cal had asked to come pick me up at the early hour of 4:00. All day, after Shelly had told me when to expect my accepted suitor, my mind went between two opposite poles. For a few minutes, as I did my chores—folding the laundry, feeding the chickens, the easy ones I had already gotten very used to—I would feel grateful that he wanted to please me with a trip to the restaurant despite the inconvenience and expense. Then I would have to clean the bathroom, or rake some manure, and my brain would travel in the other direction: resentment at a different possible interpretation the defiant part of me had come up with—that Cal had just decided to go through the motions, maybe even at the urging of the New Modesty Authority. He, or someone else, clearly felt it was only right that a man take the virgin he planned to fuck out for a nice meal before he claimed her as his property.

Worse, yet another different part of me, the part I kept pushing down inside my belly, fluttered wildly at the idea of Cal claiming me that way. I would feel my brow crease, and I would shift my weight from foot to foot, trying to assuage the mortifying need between my thighs and at the same time to deny it existed at all. I felt strange down there, too, which didn’t help matters; the idea that I had bared my most private places to enhance my suitor’s enjoyment of me brought all the conflict back into my heart and my body, twice as strongly.

By the time Cal’s truck pulled into the driveway, though, I had settled on gratitude, and so when he stepped out of the truck I couldn’t help running from the porch to meet him.

“You figured it out, didn’t you?” he asked, looking just the tiniest bit disappointed as he gave me a warm hug. He had even dressed up a little bit: he had on an Oxford shirt rather than a flannel, though I saw a little fraying around the collar and I wondered if it might even be a hand-me-down.

“Figured out what?” I asked, feeling my mouth crook up into an involuntary smile. Then I frowned a little, because I couldn’t figure out why it had been involuntary. But it had; for some reason, though I had thought about the happiness of this moment all day, I suddenly didn’t want to show it.

“Something wrong?” Cal asked, his own brow clouding a little.

It’s because he thinks he can… well, that he can fuck me whenever he wants, now that he’s ‘accepted.’ Such bullshit.

Not that he’d given any sign he thought about it that way.

“No,” I told him flatly, feeling my smile fade.

He looked at me as if he thought I might say something more—something reassuring, maybe. As if, I suddenly thought, he thinks he’s entitled to some kind of info dump on my state of mind, because he’s ‘accepted.’

“Okay,” he said, after a few moments, a smile returning to his own face, though it looked a little bit forced, I had to say. “Well, whether you figured it out or not, we’re headed to the Lion’s Mane in Heathville, so hop in. We’ve got an actual reservation.”

The way he said it almost made me laugh. It wasn’t like I’d gotten to go to a restaurant that took reservations more than once or twice in my life, but Cal had a way of almost, but not quite, making fun of himself that part of me found really endearing.

Another voice in my head, though, kept the laugh down and made me greet the news with a tight little smile that I—the defiant part of me anyway—hoped to look merely tolerant. I understood that something inside me had taken what felt like a very wrong turn, that my reactions to Cal didn’t represent how I actually felt about him, but it seemed impossible to change them or stop them before I’d spoken coldly, or my features had assumed an expression that hid my real pleasure.

“Sounds great,” I said, consciously pretending that I didn’t mean it. I saw confusion flit across Cal’s face, and then I saw something else, something that made my eyes widen and my heart rate speed way up: understanding. I had the uncomfortable feeling that Cal had figured out something about my attitude that I didn’t know myself.

I went straight to the door of the truck and reached for the handle, so that he couldn’t see my sudden nervousness.

“You’ll have her back in the morning?” I heard Shelly call from behind me. She must have come out onto the porch just this second, when she saw me headed for the truck.

Cal had hurried around me, though, and he hastened to open the door for me, which made my face even hotter for some reason. At the same time, he called back to Shelly, “Sure thing, ma’am.”

Nothing more than that—no further details on the assumption that I would spend the night at my accepted suitor’s house, or of what would have changed about me when I returned ‘home’ the next morning. I swallowed hard, feeling my fists clench and unclench with conflicting waves of emotion and sensation, as I settled into the seat of Cal’s truck.

Cal managed to make me forget about most of my misgivings, on the ride to the restaurant and during dinner. To my astonishment, he turned out to have a really great sense of humor, or at least a sense of humor that matched mine. I remembered that he had made me laugh once or twice on our first date, but I guessed I hadn’t really paid attention since so many serious—and mortifying—things had happened on that date. Tonight, with an hour-and-a-half each way in the car, and a whole very nice dinner, to spend together, I felt like I could actually get to know him, and the way he liked to poke fun at his friends and neighbors, and at the whole world, really, without any real nastiness but in a sometimes side-splittingly funny way.

“What the heck do you think crawled up that Mrs. Brown’s butt and died there?” he asked, while we waited for dessert. My belly felt pleasingly full of the best Caesar salad and the best spaghetti carbonara I’d had in my life, and that feeling of satisfaction seemed to have warmed the rest of me, physically and emotionally. Something about the look on Cal’s face, and the way he emphasized died there caught me off guard, and I started to giggle. Every time I looked at Cal, and saw the smile on his face that seemed to widen with each passing moment of my irresistible laughter, another fit of giggles came out. The idea that my accepted suitor thought just as disdainfully of the New Modesty administrator as I did seemed to draw me closer to him, and to push away the dark thoughts attached to my compulsory enrollment in their courtship program.

“Got you good with that one,” Cal said with satisfaction, once the chocolate cake had arrived and I had stopped laughing. I tried to pretend for a moment that I had no idea what he meant, but the smile on his face was too open, too genuine, for me to resist. I didn’t admit in words, but I knew my own answering smile told him everything. Yes, you did.

The backlash inside me started to happen during a long silence on the ride home. I could recognize the signs, the thoughts that sought to undermine my happiness. Part of me tried to stop them, protesting that this thing with Cal was real despite it having happened under the supervision of a megacorp’s crazy social engineering project.

But the truck, turned toward Grasskiln, kept rolling down the highway toward Cal’s house. We would get there by eight o’clock, I felt certain. Plenty of time.

For… For it. For the claiming of my body by the suitor approved, and accepted, as the man to train me for his bed.

I looked over at Cal. The stupid, defiant words came out reflexively.

“What exactly do you think is going to happen when we get to your house?”


CHAPTER 26
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Grace

Cal kept his eyes on the road for a few seconds after I had made my sarcastic demand for information. I watched his brows knit and then relax, and I thought maybe I saw him, for the second time, control his temper. That made me angry, so angry that when he turned to look at me with a sort of evaluating expression, as if he felt the need to figure out what had gotten into me, I snapped at him.

“Well?”

“I think,” Cal said slowly, as if he were talking to a child, “we’re going to see what happens in the way of intimacy.”

In the way of intimacy. The way you would talk about it with a child. The anger rose higher in me. Again, I understood—somewhere—that my reaction wasn’t fair. Really he hadn’t spoken to me like a child at all; he had spoken the way a careful, considerate man would speak to a woman he’s interested in getting close to, emotionally and physically. A girl he’d kissed, and who had kissed him back.

A girl whose bottom hole he’d put his thumb in, and made her come, over and over. As a punishment, for her negative attitude and her bad language.

I shifted in my seat, trying to dispel the mortifying memory of that sensation: the helplessness, the unwelcome pleasure that was really unwelcome only because I couldn’t help actually, deep down welcoming it. Wanting it.

The way I want it now. I felt my forehead crease. Squirming in my seat that way hadn’t helped at all; it had made the problem much worse instead.

“I think you should take me straight home,” I said. “To… I mean, take me to the Carpenters’ house.”

Not home. Jake and Shelly’s house of shame and insanity. Grasskiln would never feel like home.

Except that it did. I had said home.

“I’ll take you home to Jake and Shelly’s if that’s what you really want,” Cal said, speaking slowly and carefully once again. The words were straightforward. They should have made me feel better. They absolutely didn’t; I told myself that I could hear in them Cal’s disdain for my immaturity alongside his frustration with not getting what he wanted.

He’s the one who’s acting like a child. He wants to get in my pants… do all that weird-ass ‘training’ shit these people are always talking about. He wants to take my virginity and make me his obedient fuck toy fiancée or some shit.

I had started down this track and I had no way of stopping the runaway train of my negative thoughts. The fact that underneath my anger I could feel how much I wanted, insanely, to have Cal train me to make him feel good, teach me to take his rigid cock exactly as he chose to give it to me, in all my holes, until I could hardly walk… that only made it worse.

“Are you saying you think I don’t know what I want, you fucking asshole?” I demanded. The words spilled out of me before I could even think about what they meant.

I watched his chest rise and fall. He had his gaze fixed straight ahead, on the road ahead of us. I felt my eyes widen as I saw how tightly he seemed suddenly to have gripped the steering wheel. My heart, already beating a good deal faster than normal, started to seem like it would thud its way out of my chest.

“I… I…” I stammered, the fear of the consequences of my behavior finally penetrating my mind. “I… sir… I didn’t…”

I tried desperately to persuade myself it wasn’t true, but to my horror, I felt the need between my thighs growing like wildfire as I watched Cal struggle with his temper. I had done it now, I understood. I shrank back in the car seat, toward the passenger door. I put my hands out in front of me, as if he would lunge across the cab, with complete disregard for keeping the truck on the road, and rip me apart. The surge of arousal in my training panties at the idea of those strong hands on my body, doing whatever their owner chose with me, brought a whimper to my lips, of fear and need so closely intertwined that I could never have separated them.

“I’ll take you home to Jake and Shelly’s,” Cal said, giving me one icy look before he returned his eyes to the windshield, “after I punish you for your disrespect, Grace Franklin.”

My lips opened. I couldn’t believe he had just called me by my full name. I couldn’t believe how infuriating it felt, and at the same time how terribly arousing. Also, even worse, how absolutely terrifying.

“Wait…” I said. “Wait… sir… I… I… I didn’t mean it!”

“I think that’s probably partly true,” Cal said, his voice calm now, as if having decided what he meant to do about my lunatic behavior made his temper well in check, and I wouldn’t be able to get him riled up no matter what I did. “But that just means you need the lesson I’m going to give you even more.”

Lesson. The last lesson he had given me hadn’t really been so bad. I bit my lip. Maybe this one would be like that one?

“Wh-what are you… I mean, how are you going to…” I felt the need to choose my next word very carefully, as if I had to keep from giving him any ideas. The observing part of me, which had just broken off and soared high into the sky, almost laughed at that. “How are you going to… you know, teach… me?”

“I’m going to paddle you,” he said, with that awful calmness.

My eyes went so wide they felt completely round. My whole body started to tremble.

“With… with, like… a… a paddle?” What a stupid question, but how else could I ask it?

“Yes, Grace,” he said. Suddenly I felt desperate for him to call me darlin’ again. I hadn’t really thought about it until then, but at that moment I realized that I had liked it, without even noticing. I had liked it a lot—definitely a lot more than I liked him just saying my name. “I got one from Mrs. Brown today.”

My heart rate and my breathing both sped up so much I started to think I might faint.

“Wh-what… what’s it made out of?” I asked. Again the words emerged with what seemed like zero thought behind them. Why did I want to know that? Why did it even matter, since I absolutely planned not to feel the horrid thing no matter what material some lunatic had crafted it from.

“Wood,” Cal answered shortly, turning to give me a brief look, with the same assessing expression in his eyes that I’d seen many times before. A stab of appreciation pushed into my chest, that the man who had undertaken to be responsible for me—for the shoplifting, foulmouthed handful called Grace Franklin—had the ability and the inclination to pay such careful attention to my behavior and my state of mind. Then the rebellious part of me shouted back, He has no fucking right to assess you, or whatever. No fucking right, any more than he has the right to… to get a wooden paddle and… and teach you a lesson with it.

“Oh, hell, no,” I said. “No no no. Take me home… I mean, to Jake and Shelly’s.” Fuck. I had done it again. “Jake can do whatever the fuck he wants, I guess, but… but…”

Something about the idea of a wooden thing—an implement my ‘accepted’ suitor had obtained from the horrid Mrs. Brown for the purpose of disciplining me when I misbehaved—a paddle… a word whose sound I hadn’t realized could have such a distressing effect on my mind, my heart, and my body… somehow the thought of it combined with my deeply conflicted feelings about Cal and the way he treated me, and I just suddenly wanted none of it, no matter how another part of me might feel about him—about his handsome face, his hard body, his basic kindness and decency. I felt at that moment like I would much, much sooner go over the arm of Jake’s easy chair and get the family strap than go over Cal’s knee to receive some ‘lesson’ from his new paddle.

“Listen,” Cal said. “Darlin’, you need to make up your mind to submit tonight, even if it’s only to the paddling I’m going to give you. You’re not going to get out of it, even if I have to yank you, screaming, out of the truck, and I have to tear your clothes off you to give you what you’ve got coming.”

I blinked at him, my jaw slack, as I thought about it.

“You’re going over my knee for a hand spanking. Then you’re going to have some corner time. Then you’re going to take off all your clothes and bend over the side of the bed for the paddle. All that is going to happen, and there’s nothing you can do to keep it from happening.”

I gazed at him, thunderstruck, as he delivered all this news, calmly but with so much authority that I had to work very hard, mentally, to generate any doubt about the terrible ‘facts’ my suitor had just imparted.

“You… you…” The word can’t tried to come out of my mouth, but it died on my lips, because Cal had turned to look at me. The expression on his face utterly denied the idea that he couldn’t. To my surprise and disgust, I burst into tears.

“Please… please… Cal… sir… I’ll…” I gulped for air, and swallowed hard. “Please don’t… don’t paddle me… sir… I’ll be good… I’m sorry I disrespected you. Please?”

To my astonishment—or at least to the astonishment of the part of me that had fought so hard for my ‘independence,’ as I’d been thinking of it—I did feel sorry. Somehow the threat of the horrible paddle had done that, had gotten me to see that I had made a bad mistake in the way I had spoken to the man who I knew, deep down, really just wanted to care for me, and to get close to me… as close as two humans could get.

That thought, of what could have been if I hadn’t fucked up, of the kissing and the touching and the getting out of our clothes, and the… the thing I needed so, so much, when I let myself think about Cal doing it to me… brought a fresh burst of sobbing out of my chest.

He gave another glance over at me from the driver’s seat, and then he reached out his hand, so slowly that I didn’t mistake it for anything forceful, let alone violent. I just watched it, so big and so firm, the fingers long and thick but also somehow graceful and clearly skilled at working with engines and sparkplugs and whatever else a mechanic did. It moved toward me, and then it settled on my thigh and gave a gentle squeeze.

I heard a whimper come from my throat, and the seeming distance of that sound from me told me how very thoroughly I had detached from myself, how far I floated above the truck as it sped down the dark rural highway toward my horrible appointment with Cal’s new paddle.

“Hey,” he said. “It’s going to hurt, but it’s not the end of the world.”

I blinked again, raising my eyes to his calm face, then lowering them to look at his hand. His right hand, the one that would spank me… the one whose thumb had taught me such a lewd, ambiguous lesson a few nights ago… the one that would wield the wooden paddle. I tried to stop myself, but I couldn’t: I laid my own hand on top of his, so that I could feel its strength.

“You were a naughty girl, and you’re going to get paddled for it, so that you can learn. Your butt is going to hurt for a day or two, because you disrespected me. That’s what you need, and it’s what I’m going to give you, but afterwards… clean slate.”


CHAPTER 27
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Grace

We were both silent for the rest of the ride. Clean slate, I kept thinking. For everything? For, like, the shoplifting, too? But that had gotten me sent here to Grasskiln, and I couldn’t leave Grasskiln, could I? I found a little smile on my lips as I thought about it: just, like, walking away from Grasskiln, and when Mrs. Brown came to stop me, with, like the police, I would say, Well, I got a fucking paddling from your fucking accepted fucking suitor, and he said clean slate, so I’ll see you in hell, Mrs. Gerald Brown.

So, couldn’t I have just gotten a paddling in court, by the judge or my lawyer or the prosecutor or someone? I swallowed hard as I looked out the windshield and I saw the lights in the distance that had to be Grasskiln. If I hadn’t misremembered, Cal’s house lay on this side of the town.

Cal’s house, with his new wooden paddle in it.

I looked down at my hands, clenched into fists in my lap. Cal wouldn’t paddle me as hard as the judge would have. Would he? My thoughts had become confused as my mind and my body and my heart all tried to process the things Cal had said—clean slate—together with the terror that made me have to hold my hands tightly closed so that they wouldn’t shake.

And the other part. The other parts, because I understood much better than I wanted to how complicated my response had become to my suitor’s calm confidence in punishing me. The unwelcome, helpless need awakened by the terrible news that I had a paddling coming didn’t represent a simple physiological reaction; I knew that because when I thought of getting paddled by the judge I had a little twinge of arousal, but when I thought of getting paddled by Cal I felt my awful training panties start to get damp.

I swallowed hard, and to my distress I couldn’t keep still. I squirmed in the truck seat, as if I couldn’t help trying to feel, for the final time before I got what I had earned with my disrespect, the sensation of my un-paddled backside on the vinyl upholstery. As if I needed to say goodbye to the unbruised state of my bottom, so recently healed from my foster father’s strap.

I remembered with a hot blush, for the first time since I had run to meet Cal on his arrival at Jake and Shelly’s, that I didn’t have any hair between my legs. After following Jake’s mortifying instructions the night before, I had tried to forget all about it. I had even avoided looking at myself in the mirror before and after I’d showered—well, after a single embarrassing glance that I hadn’t been able to help. I felt strange and sensitive down there when I shifted in the truck seat. I realized that Cal would see my bareness, and understand I had shaved my pussy for him, as soon as he took my panties down. The thought made my cheeks blaze like the sun, while—fucking of course—the problem down there got much worse.

He’s going to paddle me. Spank me. Give me corner time. Then, over the side of his bed… with all my clothes off…

And afterward?

How could I possibly have started to think about that? About what Cal would do once he had made my butt into a terrible reminder not to disrespect the man who had just taken me out for a nice dinner… who had every expectation of taking my virginity…

I squirmed again, and Cal looked over at me. I tried to shape my face into a defiant glare, and then I turned away to stare out the window. Two seconds later, I felt him brake and turn, and I saw his house, right there.

Clean slate. I swallowed harder than I thought I’d ever swallowed in my life. Clean slate. Maybe not for everything, but… for the thing that mattered? I felt myself blinking at that, from a long ways away, trying to figure out what it could mean, that my disrespecting Cal somehow mattered more than the shoplifting—or its crazy consequence, the Grasskiln New Modesty Guided Courtship Program. I realized that the truck had pulled into the garage with me hardly noticing, and that Cal had gotten out and walked around to open the passenger door for me. I looked out at him, and felt my face crumple, tears pricking the corners of my eyes and then starting to run down my cheeks.

“Please?” I tried again, though I could feel that the word only represented me going through the motions. “Sir?”

Cal’s face had set itself into a serious expression. Not angry—not at all. That made it worse, I thought, though also… also much, much better.

“Come on out, darlin’,” he said.

I saw his next words in his eyes before he said them, and the feeling that I could read the mind of my accepted suitor dizzied me. More, the words themselves, and the way I felt the truth of them so undeniably and so deeply, brought a strange happiness and even peace despite the part of me that kept insisting they weren’t true.

“You know you earned this. You know you need this. Come on out, and then go to the living room and wait by the couch with your hands on your head.”

I thought I might faint with every step. My knees trembled as I stepped into Cal’s kitchen and walked toward the living room, trying to take the smallest possible strides. I kept thinking he would say something—or even do something, like shoving me forward, or grabbing me and carrying me into the living room the way he had on our first date. I felt my forehead crease as my body responded to the memory, my clit sending a thrill shooting to my nipples. I had to chew on my cheek to keep from whimpering.

Cal let me go slowly, though. Halfway across the living room, responding to some inner impulse I didn’t understand, I stopped and turned to look at him over my shoulder. I beamed the most woeful, pleading look I could into his eyes. Cal’s eyebrows rose a millimeter or so.

“Get over there,” he said. “Hands on your head.”

“But…” I tried.

I watched him lose his patience. I saw it happen, his eyes narrowing and his chin lowering. Then he had covered the distance between us in what seemed less than a nanosecond.

His left arm went around my upper body. Like, all the way around it, gathering me effortlessly into the front of his own muscular frame. I cried out, and I tried to put my hands behind me because I understood somehow—again, as if I could read his mind—exactly what he meant to do with his right hand. I managed to get the backs of my hands up against my butt cheeks despite Cal’s grip on my arms, and I felt an idiotic moment of triumph, before I heard him growl, “Get those hands away, darlin’. Don’t ever cover your bottom when you’ve got a spanking coming.”

My eyes went wide. I felt like I had known he had that growl in his chest, ready to come out. It seemed like the voice of his temper, before he had taken the time—as I had seen him do more than once—to restrain it. Don’t ever cover your bottom. As the words re-echoed in my mind they drew a sob out of my chest, from the sheer depth of the conflict they stirred in me, heart, mind, and above all body.

Feeling his strength engulf me and hearing him say with such complete decision and authority that I must never, ever get in the way of his hand when he meant to punish me… I could no longer deny that, crazy as it would have sounded to the Grace Franklin of five days ago, the words made me feel not threatened but safe. Cal’s ability to restrain me and correct me—to train me, even—I could feel it in his arm and hear it in his growling voice. Even when he had lost patience with my defiance, the masculine beast his temper turned him into would care for me… though that care, right now, meant firm, painful correction.

As if to add to the impression that I had both found my mind and lost it, in the same moment, the knowledge that I was safe with Cal made me more resistant, more rebellious, more of a handful. I didn’t move my hands.

“Wait!” I said. “I’m… I’m going!”

I tried, stupidly, to move forward toward the couch, as if to demonstrate that I hadn’t actually disobeyed him, and I had meant to stand there and wait the way he had told me to.

“Get those hands away from your butt,” Cal said, right into my ear. The words seemed cooler, the tone less heart-jumpingly scary, but they still seemed to rumble through my body, and they still carried a clear threat of rapidly escalating consequences for my defiance. “This is extra. You need to learn to obey me when I discipline you.”

It only occurred to me then that the way he had delivered these instructions clearly referred not just to this punishment but to the ones he presumably intended to give me in the indefinite future.

When he disciplines me. Tonight and… and always.

The conflict raged higher inside me than it ever had. The observing part of me, off somewhere on the horizon, seemed suddenly to have gained the ability to see far into the future, and when she, the Grace who watched me, showed me myself and Cal standing together at the altar, I let out a sob. I clenched my fists, and then I moved my hands. To my mortification, I even tried to bend over a little bit, pushing against the restraint of his strong left arm around my chest.

I would never, ever have imagined I would respond that way, or even could respond that way. I put my hands on the front of my thighs, atop the lap of my modest green dress. I could feel the thick cotton of the awful, embarrassing training panties underneath, and I tried to take foolish comfort from the thought that Cal apparently didn’t mean to bare my bottom before he spanked me.

Yet, said the version of me who could apparently look on with blushing, but very hot, excitement at the Grace about to feel her suitor’s—her future husband’s?—firm hand correcting her for her misbehavior. You know he said he was going to spank your bare ass… and then make you take everything off for your paddling.

I closed my eyes tightly, and I bit my lip. I heard a tiny whine of fear and helpless need escape my nose. Cal’s arm tightened its grip, and I felt him shift his weight a little. Then he started to spank me, very hard and very fast.

I cried out in surprise at how much it hurt despite the padding of the panties and the dress. Reflexively I tried to move my hands back behind me again, but Cal had moved his arm down and increased the force of his grip, so that I found I couldn’t move my hands far enough. The realization that I had absolutely no choice but to receive the punishment he intended to bestow on me brought a wrenching sob out of my chest. Even with the noise I made, though, I could hear Cal’s arm traveling through the air, so far and fast that it sounded like Jake’s strap.

I started to writhe desperately against the metal-bar-solid restraint of what felt like solid muscle just under my breasts. I kicked out instinctively, and lost my balance, and still Cal kept spanking me, putting his right leg across the backs of my knees so that he could keep my backside where he wanted it.

Then, just as abruptly as it had started, the spanking stopped.

“Go to the couch,” Cal growled in my ear. “Hands on your head.”


CHAPTER 28
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Cal

This time, Grace obeyed without hesitation. When I had set her on her feet, her hands went straight to her head and she stepped toward the couch. She cast a look at me back over her shoulder but the expression on her face bore no resemblance to the one she had worn when she had stopped halfway across the living room floor. I had seen a gleam of defiance, then—defiance for its own sake, or, really, for the sake of getting her butt spanked even sooner.

My body had responded to that spark of rebellion even faster than my mind had. As my limbs had gone into action, taking her delicious form into my arms in that dominant way, I had felt a fleeting moment of confusion. It took a second or two to get my head around the fact that I could love her, love her independence and even her defiance, and yet feel in my very bones the need to correct her with the utmost severity when she provoked me that way.

As I had felt her yield to my strength I had understood, though it had brought out an even more paradoxical set of ideas. I wanted to take care of her, to treasure her. I also needed to spank her hard.

Looking into her eyes as they gazed timidly at me through the angle made by the soft, pinkish flesh of her bent elbow, it all made sense. I could see Grace’s own dawning and developing understanding of her needs—and I felt a thrill of mingled joy and arousal to see also, maybe in the crease in her forehead, that she had even begun to accept those needs.

“Eyes front, darlin’,” I told her. The way my words affected her, the tiny changes I saw in her face, the way she swallowed at the sound of my deep voice… they all seemed to affect me at something like an atomic, molecular level. My dominant blood surged in my veins—and a lot of it went straight to my already hard cock, so that I felt it jump along my thigh.

Grace turned her face quickly to look at the wall above the couch, where I had hung an old photo of Grasskiln in the 1920s, a frontier town with a general store and a saloon and a church. I felt like I could read my sweet, gorgeous handful’s mind as she caught sight of it—the town in the photo looked like the kind of place where men were men and women learned to obey their suitors when the time for courtship arrived.

I crossed the distance to the couch with a single step, so that I stood behind Grace. I looked at the soft skin of her neck, where her red ponytail descended to shoulder-length and made her complexion look very pale. I saw that she had started to tremble all over, the shaking in her arms mirrored in the slight movement of the ponytail.

“I’m going to bare your bottom now,” I told her, and I reached for the hem of her dress and started to roll it up.
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Grace

I whimpered softly as I felt Cal raising my skirt and gathering it at my waist. My body started to shake so violently with fear and embarrassment that I worried I might fall down. He rolled the dress, and tucked it, slowly and carefully, as if to make sure both that I understood he could see my humiliating training panties and that I felt the return of his patience and carefulness, now that I had shown submission and obedience.

The trembling in my limbs quieted a little, though I could still feel it as a kind of distracting electricity that seemed to travel all over my skin. It felt like it centered in the small of my back, the stripe of bare skin above the waistband of my underwear that could feel the air of Cal’s living room moving over it. Below that exposed flesh, in a dismaying contrast, I could feel in a sort of negative way how the training panties encased me in modest, virginal white, preventing any delicate, arousing sensation from getting through.

And yet inside them I felt the lingering—though quickly fading—ache from the ferocious spanking Cal had already given me. All of those sensations seemed magnified, multiplied, by the tension in my muscles that holding my arms up created. Knowing that with my hands on my head I had yielded responsibility for my body to the strong man who intended to discipline me sent tendrils of fear and need traveling from my sore bottom to my pussy to my nipples.

The sheer confusion of it all made me whimper when Cal’s hands touched me there, on the exposed skin between the rolled, tucked hem of my dress and my underwear. When he hooked his thumbs into the waistband, their knuckles digging gently into the sides of my waist, I tried to keep another, matching whimper down but succeeded only in turning it into a kittenish whine. I shuddered violently as I felt him start to pull my panties down.

“Easy, darlin’,” Cal said. “We’ve done this before.”

I felt my face work with shame and need, tears forming at the corners of my eyes. Part of me wanted to protest that it had somehow felt easier when he had me over his knee. The idea that my shaved pussy had just come into view—that Cal could turn me around and see it if he wanted, because I had to keep my hands on my head, and I wasn’t allowed to hide my body from him—made it very different.

More, last time I hadn’t had the terrible promise of a naked paddling to come, after a spanking. Last time he hadn’t actually punished me at all, at least according to any ordinary understanding of punishment. He had made me feel good. Tonight, he intended really to punish me, and he had already shown how serious he was about it.

And then…

I could hardly believe it, but as Cal pulled the training panties slowly down to my knees, my body responded not mainly with terror, but with helpless need. After my bare-bottom spanking, after my naked paddling…

I would demand to go home. It seemed entirely obvious that, just as my ‘accepted suitor’ had told me, I had no way of escaping the pain and humiliation he meant to inflict. From the moment the judge had pronounced my bizarre sentencing to this crazy excuse for a program, it had all unfolded with what I could see now as insane but absolute inevitability.

Foster ‘parents’ who believed in ‘traditional’ gender roles and ‘old-fashioned’ discipline. A muscular, incredibly masculine suitor who shared their beliefs. A whipping with the family strap. A session over my suitor’s knee with his thumb in my ass and his fingers on my clit. Training panties, inspections, preparations, so-called ‘dates,’ and my own inevitable rebellion.

All meant to get me ‘ready’ to submit utterly to this man’s masculine authority, his masterful pleasure, his dominant use of my virgin body.

I let out a sob of shame and need as I sensed Cal straightening and taking a step back. I couldn’t see him but I could picture him much too well, standing looking at my bare, reddened backside. My face worked with abject embarrassment and the tears started to trickle down my cheeks. I wanted, suddenly and desperately, for him to get it over with.

And then…

No. No. And then I would demand, in my fury, that he take me back to the Carpenters. I would go to the New Modesty office… would walk there if I had to… and request to be sent to prison, rather than this ‘old-fashioned’ bullshit.

I felt a terrible urge to turn my head, crane my face around so that I could see Cal. Did he like what he saw? I wanted him to like what he saw: my bare butt, with what I thought had to be at least a tinge of pink from the hard spanking he had given me through my dress and my panties.

What he’ll never get to… to… have. The defiant voice in my mind tried again. What he’ll never get to claim… never get to fuck.

The rebellion in me had made a misstep there. When I thought the word fuck, I seemed to feel it in my body. My pussy clenched. I wanted to disappear into the floor, or let the observer in outer space come and rip me off the Earth into the heavens.

I also wanted Cal, more than anything. I wanted him to have me, own me, use me, fuck me. I wanted him to enjoy me exactly as he wanted, even though it meant submission to the discipline I had earned by disrespecting him.

My knees almost gave way with the conflict raging inside, the desire and the resistance. Cal saved me. He sat on the couch, his movement seeming sudden though I felt sure that was only because I had entered some kind of dreamlike time-lapse state. I had a moment’s panic—absurd, really—that he would see my bare pussy, but then I felt him reaching for me, taking my hips, guiding me between his enormous legs and turning me.

Bending me over, into the same posture and position he had put me in on our first date. This time, though, he secured me completely from the start. He had bent my arms behind me before I really knew what he meant to do, and he had put his right leg across both my knees.

I thought he would start spanking me immediately, the way he had suddenly begun to do when I had hesitated in the middle of the living room. Instead, I felt his hand come down on my bottom, his thumb atop the crease there and his two middle fingers pressing between my thighs.

I gave a little whimper, and I responded the same way I had the last time he had touched me that way: I moved my knees farther apart, yielding access, giving him what he clearly wanted me to understand as his right to touch me as he chose. I told myself I had moved like that so that he wouldn’t punish me more harshly for resisting. I told myself it didn’t change anything about how stern a demand I would make to go ‘home’ after this horrid insanity came to an end.

“That’s it,” Cal murmured from high above me. “Good girl. You’re ready.”

My lips parted as I started to figure out his meaning. Ready for my correction? Or ready for… for more?

“You got yourself so nice and smooth, Grace. You have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever seen.”

I wanted to say so many things. They all got in each other’s way, and they all ran into the problem that I had started to breathe so hard that I could hardly get a word out.

“Oh, God,” was all I managed to whisper.

He moved his fingers, beginning to work me down there, very lightly but also terribly skillfully. A sob burst from my chest.

“I told you I would fuck you,” the deep voice said, the tone as soft as the touch of his fingers where I needed so much more. “But if you decide you want to go home, after your punishment, I’ll do that for you.”

“Oh, no,” I breathed. I realized, to my dismay, that I didn’t want it to be my decision. My face burned with the knowledge, and I found myself taking refuge in the idea that at least my spanking, and my paddling, weren’t a matter of choice.

Cal seemingly read my mind yet again.

“But now it’s time for you to learn your lesson, darlin’,” he said, his voice becoming firmer. His hand rose. Panic filled my tummy, and I started to struggle against the overwhelming strength of his body.

“That’s alright, Grace,” he said. “I know you can’t help trying to get away.”

Then he started to punish me.


CHAPTER 29
[image: ]


Grace

I yelped from the start, and I kept struggling. They both made it feel easier, somehow. One of Cal’s huge hands held my wrists tight and held me firmly down over his knee, so that my wriggling resistance felt completely fruitless. His other hand came down on my ass-cheeks and my upper thighs in a rapid rhythm, so that my little but increasingly sharp cries of pain obviously had just as little effect. My suitor could make it absolutely clear, simply with the strength of his manly body, that—as he had told me patiently, over and over—I had no choice in the matter of how he would discipline me and train me.

My entire backside burned. At the same time, I could tell that Cal was administering this part of my humiliating lesson as a longer, less forceful kind of spanking. With my bare bottom raised and my shaved pussy exposed, I realized, he probably wanted to keep me over his knee for a good long time.

He wants to make sure I remember it, and that means he intends to make it last. I felt my cheeks burn anew at the idea; my dominant suitor would keep my bare bottom there, upturned and perfectly positioned for the well-deserved correction of his hand, as long as he chose.

My cries got progressively louder, though; the spanks were sharp and they stung like crazy. Cal delivered them quickly enough, too, that the agony of the next slap began before the pain of the last one had faded away. They rang off the living room walls, echoing like gunshots and cutting even through the sobbing wails I began to let out with each new swat.

“Shh, darlin’,” he growled, though he kept spanking me, as if the easiest way to get me to quiet down wasn’t simply to stop punishing me. “You’re getting used to it. Take it now. Learn your lesson.”

My brain, despite all the discomfort, somehow connected Cal’s words with another reason he might say Take it now. I even felt a little additional blush as I realized for the first time that the rhythm of a spanking had a certain resemblance to the cadence of his hand between my thighs—or of his hardness inside me, when the time came.

When the time comes? I felt my eyes go wide at the sheer confusion inside me, of painful and aroused sensations, of fear and need, of helpless, crazy-seeming affection for Cal because he had taken the trouble to correct my faults in this intimate way. Something in me tried to remind the rest of me about some sort of promise I had made myself—something about demanding to go home, after my naked paddling. That idea wouldn’t come into focus; it seemed even crazier than falling in love with the gorgeous man who understood me enough to give me the kind of training I needed so badly.

That thought brought a new kind of motivation, within my body, something that felt like a purely physiological response. My cries subsided to low, moaning sobs. I stopped struggling. I even tried to arch my back and push out my bottom, hoping to show Cal that I accepted that I had behaved badly and needed a spanking for it.

He stopped. He let go of my wrists and started to rub my back. The moan that came from my chest seemed to have my entire soul in it. Then his other hand, the strong right hand that had spanked me so sternly, began to rub my bottom softly in a circle. My whole body shuddered, and my hips bucked so violently I thought for a tiny moment I might actually move the leg that restrained my own lower body so securely.

Not a chance of it. Cal shifted a little bit, so that I wondered, with a flash of heat in my cheeks, whether my movement had made me rub against his penis through his jeans. The hand on my back stopped rubbing for a moment, and exerted downward pressure, as if to make certain I knew I wouldn’t be going anywhere until Cal decided the time had come to let me rise.

“Shh,” he murmured. “That’s it. Good girl.”

I greeted the gentle words and their condescending tone with a sob. I felt my bottom squirm as if of its own accord, trying to press all of me, down there, into my dominant suitor’s hand.

“I’m going to ask you to do something difficult now, Grace,” he said, continuing to fondle my backside so softly that I could hardly think with the rapidly growing need between my thighs.

“What?” I asked, choking the words out.

Cal didn’t answer. His left hand pressed a little harder. The middle fingers of his right hand worked their way downward and inward.

I understood, and the heat in my face grew.

“What, sir?” I asked, feeling my forehead crease as I complied with his unspoken command, not at all sure how to think about just how well I seemed to understand his training methods, and to comply with them.

It got a good deal more difficult at that point, too, because even as Cal told me what he wanted from me I knew: I anticipated his words before they had emerged in his deep, rumbling voice.

“You’re going to ask for your paddling, now,” he told me, his tone matter-of-fact and simply authoritative, despite his having said a few moments before that he would ask me to do something difficult, rather than telling me I would do it.

My face crumpled. “I can’t,” I wailed. “Sir… please… I… I just… can’t.”

The words had come out without thought, from what seemed to me utterly physiological instinct—as if my nervous system, the part of my body that felt pain and pleasure, which Cal Perkins had such obvious skill in controlling… educating… training… as if it had decided to deny me the capacity to produce the words my suitor, my trainer, my… my man had instructed me to say.

My man. My dominant, masterful, gorgeous, affectionate-but-firm man. My future husband?

How could I possibly have just thought that? Another sob burst from my chest, one that felt like some sort of final, gasping expression of the idea I had of myself until…

Until you decided to steal those earrings. Until… all of it. Until Grasskiln. The judge, the bus, Frannie getting spanked at the gas station, Jake whipping me with his family strap and then making me come for the first time, Jake and Shelly fucking in front of me, the training panties.

Cal. Until Cal.

He had become so patient once again. He held me down with his left hand and he caressed me with his right, and it felt like his fingers had a sort of wisdom and knowledge I needed… a simple but essential capacity to take a handful like Grace Franklin in hand.

In his firm hand.

The fingers between my thighs stroked lightly along my bare private lips. My pussy clenched hard and my hips jerked. With every breath through my nose a tiny whine told my man how strong, how irresistible an effect he had on me. When I felt his fingertips dip inside me and then spread the slippery need up and down, I knew I had lied, a moment before.

Not only could I ask… beg… plead for my well-deserved, much-needed paddling, I couldn’t keep myself from it. I needed to learn my lesson. I needed to follow where Cal led, even when he had decreed a correction so terrifying that my body shook as I spoke in a tiny voice that matched how small, and yet how cherished, my suitor made me feel.

“Please paddle me, sir,” I whispered. I figured that probably met Cal’s requirements, but I found that I couldn’t leave it at that. The way it felt to be over his knee, held down, punished and then caressed, demanded more. “Please paddle me naked over the side of your bed.”

Jake had said that, hadn’t he? That Shelly got punished that way, in the bedroom. My face went blazing hot as I realized that I had kind of, from a certain perspective, just proposed to Cal—at least in my own mind.

When Cal replied, the growl in his voice made my heart jump.

“Corner time first,” he said. I thought I could hear, in the rumble of the words in his chest, that punishing me had gotten him very hard. I swallowed almost painfully at the surge of arousal that idea brought down between my thighs, at the same moment Cal took his hand away and started to release me from my position over his knee. “Get up and go stand in the corner over by the fireplace. Hands on your head.”

I climbed awkwardly and uncomfortably to my feet. Every movement reminded me of the punished, red state of my backside. Instinctively, with my back toward Cal, I reached down to pull up my panties.

“Nope,” Cal said. “Leave your underwear where it is.”

“But…” I said, turning my tear-stained face over my shoulder. “I can’t walk like this.”

“Of course you can, darlin’,” Cal said, frowning. “You just mean you can’t walk that way without remembering that you’re a naughty girl who disrespected her suitor.”

I felt my face contort itself into what felt like the saddest expression a naughty girl had ever worn.

“But… but, sir…” I found myself saying, while at the same time I realized that Cal had spoken the precise truth.

I looked into his dark eyes as he sat on the couch, his hands on his thighs and his knees still spread, as if to remind me that he could take me back over his lap and keep spanking me if he chose. I saw his forehead cloud slightly, and at first a thrill of fear went through me because I could see his patience beginning to ebb away again.

Then his expression changed, and I understood that he had put his temper under control one more time; instead of wrath, I saw sympathy in his eyes. But he shook his head nonetheless.

“Put those hands on your head and get going,” he told me. “Into the corner, now.”

I swallowed very hard. My arms seemed to fly up of their own accord at the sound of the extra emphasis he had placed on now. With my brow working hard in utter embarrassment I started to waddle across the room toward the fireplace. I could see how perfect a place for corner time that part of the room made: the rug ended two feet or so from the wall, so that when I got there I would stand on the wood floor. It felt as if my teacher had sent me into a special, humiliating place to display my spanked backside, but of course one where he could look over and inspect his handiwork and evaluate my behavior at all times.

I arrived in the corner. I looked at the walls that joined there, their off-white color. I felt certain Cal had painted them himself, and I tried to distract myself from my shameful lesson by wondering why.

Because your future husband is a hands-on kind of man, a serene voice answered in my head. He paints his own walls with those huge, strong hands, and he punishes his future wife with them, too, when she’s been naughty.

I closed my eyes and lowered my head. I tried to keep myself from it, but I shuffled my feet out of sheer bodily instinct, clenching my butt cheeks, all as if I could somehow prevent Cal from seeing my bare bottom, red from his firm hand, on display in the corner of his living room.

“Think about what you did, darlin’,” he said. “How you ended up with your panties down and your butt spanked, and the paddle coming.”


CHAPTER 30
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Grace

I obeyed. I had absolutely no way to help it; I thought about what I’d done to earn my first real punishment from the man who clearly intended to marry me. Really, it just wasn’t that bad. I had just, like, talked back to him, I guess.

Well, I had actually kind of talked forward, hadn’t I, when I had said that he shouldn’t expect anything in particular when we got back to his house.

I felt my face flush even hotter than my butt felt. Why had I said that?

My forehead creased even harder, and I started to chew on the inside of my cheek.

Then I realized why I had sassed Cal that way, without the tiniest bit of provocation. The answer drew a little sob from my chest. Because I couldn’t clench my hands into fists with my fingers intertwined atop my slightly disheveled hair, I clenched my fingers, then my forearms, then my shoulders, sending a kind of signal through my whole body until I felt my bottom clench, too.

That made the whole thing much worse. I felt certain Cal could see my ass squirming like that, at the thought that I had tried to sabotage the night not because I didn’t want him to claim my virginity but because I feared I wanted it too much—that I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from yielding up everything to him.

That I would lose, finally and forever, the independent, rebellious idea of myself that I had tried to craft—until Grasskiln. Until Jake and Shelly. Until Cal.

I squeezed my eyes even more tightly shut, as if I could block out the humiliating knowledge that way. But I could see myself, there with my skirt up and my panties down, in the corner of my accepted suitor’s living room. I couldn’t see him, but he could get his eyes’ fill of my red, bare backside. He could admire the work of his firm hand, the progress he had made in taking responsibility for the handful named Grace Franklin.

Another sob pulled itself from my chest. I heard the sofa creak, and my eyes flew open, blinking as I tried to figure out what Cal might do. The floorboards creaked a little, too, then, and the noise approached me, across the room. I felt the air move slightly, as if with the passage of his enormous, masculine limbs.

I closed my eyes again, and swallowed hard, willing myself desperately not to look over my shoulder.

Cal’s huge, strong hands arrived a moment later, gently but without any further warning—without any request for permission. He, my accepted suitor, had the right to touch me in any way he wanted. That thought sent a shudder through my whole body, which mingled itself in the most complicated way with the instant wave of need Cal’s touch brought surging between my thighs.

His left arm came around my waist, that hand spreading to grasp my bare hip. His right hand took possession of my bottom in a way that had already become very familiar to me. I let out a little whimper as I realized just how good it felt, despite what it meant.

No. Because of what it means. It meant ownership. It meant discipline, and training, and…

And fucking.

I couldn’t help it. As the naughty word forced itself into my conscious mind, I clenched hard, and I pushed my bottom back into Cal’s hand. My face went hot as a flame as I realized just how transparently I had just told him what I needed, and how deeply it put me in his power.

“Good girl,” he murmured into my ear. “Such a good girl, when you set your mind to it.”

His right hand moved gently. Those two magic middle fingers pressed at the naughtiest spot, the bottom of my bottom, where the sting from his punishing hand lingered longest. With a helpless little cry, I shuffled my feet further apart, and I pushed out my backside, inviting my master’s most shameful training.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I choked out. A wave of real, actual remorse swept over me; the understanding that this strong, gorgeous man… well, that he loved me, for some reason, mixed with the bitter memory of how I had acted. “I’m sorry I ruined it.”

“Oh, no,” Cal said. “No, darlin’. You didn’t ruin it at all.”

I couldn’t help it, I turned to look at him, fearing as I did that he would start spanking me again, and even thinking if he did, he would only be doing the right thing, given my wayward behavior.

“Really?” I asked, as a surge of relief and affection—not without a crazy bit of disappointment—rose in my chest at the kind smile on his face. “Sir? Really?”

“You said what you needed to say,” Cal told me. “And you got the consequences you needed to get. For you and me, that was the right thing.”

I blinked at him, suddenly uncertain. A little thrill of hope had just lit up inside me, alongside more of the strange disappointment. It kind of sounded like Cal had decided not to paddle me.

Then he spoke more firmly, and the hope became dread.

“Go on into the bedroom and take off all your clothes, darlin’,” he said. “Stand at the side of the bed. I’m right behind you.”

Dread and… the arousal that seemed to lick its way outward from Cal’s fingers all the way over my skin and through my muscles in little tingling flames forced a whimper from my throat. Dread and so much more.

I almost said “But,” the same way I had when I had gotten halfway across the living room, but the thought of more spanking for that but before I had to undergo the terrifying paddle for the first time stopped me.

You’re learning, said the observing part of me, the watcher who felt less like a different person now than a calm center I had never known I had.

Cal stepped back, and I almost cried out in grief at the loss of his hands’ strength on my quivering limbs. I turned around, only realizing as I started to move my feet that he would get a clear view of my shaved pussy, since he had tucked up my skirt so securely around my waist.

A tremor went through my whole body as the forces of shame and need waged war inside my nervous system, my muscles, my bones. My hands and arms started to move, out of embarrassment, in a belated attempt to cover myself. I felt completely certain that Cal would punish me for covering myself, though. Even more dismayingly, sheer, irresistible heat filled my limbs at the knowledge that he would see the bare, smooth cleft into which he meant to thrust his masculine hardness. Worse, he would see the evidence that, thanks to Jake’s part in training me for my future husband’s pleasure, my private parts had been readied for his claim and to use as he liked to make his rigid penis feel good.

I didn’t want to see the expression on his face. I didn’t want to turn my eyes to his, as he took in the full frontal revelation—the confirmation of my submission, my obedient preparation for the loss of my virginity.

I couldn’t help it. I felt my forehead crease hard as I watched him look me up and down. My hands on my head as if to make clear that my body belonged to the man who had taken me in hand. My skirt raised, by him. My mortifying training panties around my knees.

My virgin pussy, shorn of its red curls, daintily and shyly showing, I knew, just a hint of its pink secrets.

As he raised his gaze to mine, the blood surged into my face. His eyes betrayed absolutely nothing for a long moment. Then he smiled, the left side of his mouth quirking up a little higher than the right.

“You’re so beautiful, darlin’,” he said. “I feel really lucky to be your suitor.”

I licked my lips, then chewed on the upper one for a moment. My skin felt like a continuous electric current was running over it, all over me, centering between my thighs but also possessing the rest of me, inflaming the rest of me, more thoroughly with every heartbeat.

“Lucky to… to be the man who…” I whispered. I blinked at him. I wanted him to say it. I didn’t know why, but suddenly it didn’t seem like enough for him to leave it at being my suitor.

Cal’s eyes narrowed, and his smile widened very slightly. He nodded, as if I had just confirmed something important. Another flash of heat came to my cheeks, because I understood what it must be. I’m a handful. I’m not going to let him leave it at the ordinary, vanilla-romantic level. I’m going to push it every time, and get my butt smacked every time.

My lips parted again, but I didn’t have any more words.

“Yes, Grace,” Cal said seriously. “I feel lucky to be the man who’s going to fuck you for the first time. You’re going to get it in your pussy, and your mouth, and your butt, after your paddling. It’s going to happen tonight. All of it.”

All of it. My eyes went wide. I had wanted him to say it. Yes, all of it—in so many words. But now I felt rebellion rising in me.

How could he just say it, like that?

I had started to breathe in ragged pants. In a flash of insight I understood the surge of resistance, how I needed to defy my suitor. The realization, though, felt unwelcome and even somehow wrong. It felt like knowing how my… well, my handful-ness worked would ruin all the fun.

I looked closely at Cal’s face, trying to beam my understanding into his eyes, willing him not to say it in words… not to say flat out, You’re going to keep defying me just because you need my discipline so very much.

His lips twitched a little, and then he said, his voice thrillingly stern, “Get that naughty butt into the bedroom and take off your clothes this minute. Don’t make me paddle you harder than I’m already going to, darlin’.”

I put it away, somehow—the distressing self-knowledge that would get in the way of me belonging to Cal, body and soul, not merely as his fiancée and someday his wife, but even more deeply. As his naughty slut. His well-trained, submissive-yet-defiant fuck toy.

I swallowed hard, and I felt the fear of the paddle and the terrible need brought on by the mere thought of it crawl through my tummy. My face crumpled in woe and terror, and with my eyes cast down to the floor I started to walk across the living room as quickly as I could, toward the hall where I knew Cal’s bedroom must lie though I had never seen it.

He stood in the doorway while I took off my clothes. Next to the king-sized bed, facing it, I cast a look over my shoulder with a pout on my face, as if to beg my justly wrathful suitor to spare my already punished bottom. That was when I saw he had the paddle in his hands. He had the handle of it in his right, and the two-foot long blade, with three holes in it, rested on his left.

Terror surged through my nervous system as my eyes traveled from the horrible thing to Cal’s face. For an instant the factual, unsexy knowledge rose in my mind, that I had provoked this terrible punishment as a way to get the man I was falling in love with to give me some firm boundaries and make me feel cared for. Then I had put that idea somewhere else, where it could reassure me from time to time but it wouldn’t get in the way.

“What did I tell you to do, Grace?” he asked, his voice low but very, very menacing. “Take them off. Now.”
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Cal

Lucky hardly described how fortunate I felt. Blessed did the job better, though I’ve never really been the kind of person who used that word too much. In any case, it didn’t seem totally appropriate, given that the blessing consisted of something so very… carnal.

Taking all of gorgeous, sweet, rebellious Grace Franklin’s virginities in a single night. To teach her submission and obedience. To train her for my bed and set her on the path of sexual service—and sexual fulfillment.

Hot. Dirty. Erotic. Wrong and yet oh so right. Shameful, but at the same time completely necessary—as well as absolutely irresistible. Watching Grace, as she turned her glowing-red face back toward the bed and started to raise her dress over her head, I knew that I had to do everything I had promised. The hardness of my cock gave me no choice.

And, thank God, Grace’s evident needs, for strict discipline and for submissive sex, seemed to give me even less. If I failed to show her exactly how dominant a suitor she had, and how thoroughly I would rule over her as her husband, I wouldn’t fulfill my most basic responsibility as man—let alone as a participant in the New Modesty program, tasked with caring for this wonderful handful of a girl in need of reformation.

I wanted her so badly that when she had the dress off and had let it drop onto the bed, and I saw her simple white bra for the first time, the straps across the bare skin of her back giving just the barest hint of restraint, my cock jumped against my thigh and my mouth started to water. I had the sudden urge to put the paddle down and just step forward, bend her over, unzip my fly, and go straight to the defloration.

She needed to feel thoroughly punished, though. And I needed to carry out that punishment, and show her she could rely on me to keep my word. I had to demonstrate beyond any doubt that when she questioned my authority her backside would pay the price: a higher price than she would choose to pay the next time she thought about answering back.

Grace had stopped moving. I tightened my grip around the handle of the wooden paddle, and I tapped it on my palm. I saw a shiver go through her at the soft but meaningful sound, and she put her little hands behind her to unhook the bra.

From the doorway, I had a wide enough angle that I could catch a thrilling sidelong view as her small but perfectly buoyant breasts swung free. I had to swallow down a mouthful of saliva as I thought of holding them, tasting them. Even of having my hard cock between them as I looked down at my sweet girl’s blushing face to witness her shame and excitement at learning to please me in a new way.

She dropped the bra on the bed, and kicked off her shoes. She had nothing on now but the training panties around her knees. I wondered for the thousandth time how such an unsexy pair of underwear could look so very hot on a girl like Grace.

She seemed to hesitate, and I tapped the paddle on my palm again. Her head turned, and she looked at me with frightened eyes. She had one arm across her breasts, now, and the other hand in front of her pussy, as if I hadn’t already seen everything a man wants to see.

“Get them off,” I told her, wondering what her sudden hesitation meant. “I told you. From now on, you’ll be naked for your punishments.”

Grace

Knowing that… knowing about how a wife, or a fiancée, must always take all her clothes off when her husband, or her fiancé, disciplines her… it made the paddle in Cal’s hand seem terrifying in a completely new way.

I already feared it on a purely physical level—how could I not? Even the way it sounded when he tapped it on his palm made my stomach lurch with each little noise… thwack… thwack… thwack. How could I bear to have him swing it hard against my bare butt-cheeks? How would I even be able to stand the shame and the terror of the sharp gunshot smack it would so obviously make with every swat?

But as I stared at him, suddenly failing to process his words—out of sheer terror, or out of some kind of attempt my brain was making simply to deny the reality of the humiliating, dreadful scene—the idea of pulling my training panties all the way off seemed impossible. Not because of the horrible pain I knew I had in store. Well, not only because of that.

Because if I obeyed him—when I obeyed him, since I didn’t really have any hope of avoiding it now, did I?—I would confirm that I accepted him as a suitor and as my future husband. The New Modesty Authority could do all the approving and accepting they liked, but it hadn’t changed anything inside me—until this moment.

I hadn’t ever really imagined a traditional proposal, I guessed, with my suitor down on one knee and a glittering ring in a box held up for my inspection. Whether that failure of a conventional romantic imagination had anything to do with the dark, mortifying needs Grasskiln had uncovered in my heart and body didn’t matter at all. Whatever the answer to that pointless question, I definitely hadn’t imagined this kind of decisive moment, though. I knew that when I took off my panties and showed my obedience, accepting the sort of naked paddling reserved for fiancées, for brides, for wives, I would truly belong to Cal.

From now on you’ll be naked for your punishments.

I bit my lip, and I heard a little whine come from my nose. I looked deeply into Cal’s serious, almost solemn face. I could see in his gorgeous eyes that he knew I understood what it meant to receive my corrections in the nude.

Blinking back tears that somehow seemed to have sheer joy mixed into their shame and fear, I stooped and pulled down the tangle of the embarrassing panties. I immediately wished, despite the irony, to have the humiliatingly thick cotton back over my already sore backside to cushion me from the terrible ordeal my chosen suitor had decided I must undergo.

My chosen suitor. That new way of thinking about him seemed right. Jake and the New Modesty could accept a man, and approve him, but—I told myself, anyway—only I could choose him.

And I had.

I straightened up slowly, wanting to look away from Cal, or to close my eyes, but unable. I needed to see what he looked like—what his eyes looked like—when he saw me completely naked for the first time. Without even thinking about it, I started to move my hands to cover myself again.

Cal shook his head slowly. His lips had curled up into a little smile and his eyes had crinkled around the edges. I chewed my lower lip. I thought I could see some lust in his expression, which made my tummy churn, but I could see justice, too; he meant to care for me, but his face said that tonight that responsibility involved punishing me until I couldn’t sit down.

Tonight and every night I need the paddle, forever. I swallowed hard. Not every night, every night. But probably a lot more often than I wanted, at least at the start.

Not more often than you’ll need, though, said the observer who really had begun to feel like me.

I took my hands away. They hovered in front of me for a moment as I tried to figure out where to put them, and then I remembered, with the help of Cal’s patient eyes. I felt heat flood my cheeks as I put them back on my head. I hadn’t done that with all my clothes off, before. I felt just how submissive a posture it was for the first time; how it lifted and presented my little breasts and left my bare pussy completely accessible.

And Cal stood there, fully clothed, absolutely gorgeous, with the horrible instrument of correction in his hands.

“Turn around and bend over, darlin’,” he commanded. “On your elbows.”

I shot him one final, pleading look, and watched his eyes narrow and his smile fade. Then I obeyed, feeling the crease in my forehead deepen to what felt like a canyon. I turned to look across the big bed with its dark blue comforter at the off-white wall. Such a normal bedroom, but for me, I suddenly thought, a place of shame and pain.

His bedroom.

You disrespected him. That’s why the pain will come before the pleasure.

I felt my face work with all the roiling thoughts and feelings in my head, my heart, my belly.

Cal wouldn’t always punish me before he fucked me. I knew that. I remembered the expression on his face as I cast my eyes down to the comforter, bending to go down onto my elbows in the softness of its down. I knew, somehow, with absolute certainty, that the desire I had seen in those blue eyes didn’t demand suffering of me, but only mastery.

I had to bite my lip hard at that thought, and I felt a mortifying clench between my tightly closed thighs. I couldn’t help picturing him behind me, maybe even approaching already on footsteps muffled by the bedroom’s thick carpet. I saw him looking at my backside, reddened already by his firm right hand.

The inescapable suspicion that he must be thinking about fucking me drew a little whine from my nose. Jake had fucked Shelly from behind, as she bent over her chair in the living room. The dominance of it, his control over his wife as he used her pussy for his enjoyment after disciplining me, had made me quiver with need and shame, had made me want to touch myself. I wanted, suddenly and desperately, to play with myself there and then. I wanted to make myself feel good to take away from the coming pain—I even wanted to show Cal how naughty he made me feel, how badly I needed his hardness.

His hardness. I swallowed hard. I heard the floor creak slightly, even closer than I thought he had gotten, and then I felt a different hardness, the wrong hardness, slap the inside of my left thigh lightly. I jumped, though it hadn’t actually stung.

“Spread your legs, Grace,” Cal said. “I want you to feel like I can see everything while I paddle you.”

“Why?” I asked, turning my head over my shoulder to look at him. Cal had a very stern expression on his face, a look that said he had taken responsibility for training me and he intended to discharge that duty fully and faithfully. My eyes went wide. “Why, sir?” I added.

“I’m pretty sure you can figure that out,” he replied. “It’s embarrassing, isn’t it? Are you going to put yourself back in this position anytime soon?”

I opened my mouth to reply, instinctively, that the idea really seemed absurd; Cal had already received the approval and acceptance that apparently gave him the right to see whatever he liked anyway. And if he intended to continue courting me, even to marry me, it would mean sex—just as he himself had already declared, about all the shameful things he meant to do to me and make me do, tonight.

And yet I definitely didn’t want to spread my legs right now. Despite it all, I definitely still felt a modesty that didn’t seem likely to go away no matter how misplaced I thought it.

“Eyes front,” Cal commanded. A lot of the patience in his voice had vanished. “Spread ‘em and show me that sweet virgin pussy.”
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Grace

Until that moment, I hadn’t understood about talking dirty. When Jake had degraded Shelly, talking about her pussy and her ass as if they belonged to him, and he could treat those most private parts of her however he liked, it had troubled me almost as much as it had turned me on. In Cal’s soft but oh-so demanding voice, the words that did the same to my own body’s intimate places made me clench so hard I cried out, and I knew why. It still troubled me, and I felt sure it would take a good long time to get used to it, but I understood.

I wanted my sweet virgin pussy to belong to him. I needed it to be no more than a mere possession that the man who took me in hand could play with… train… thrust into as hard as he chose just to make himself feel good. He could call it whatever he wanted, because he owned it.

With a gasping moan as the need surged inside I shuffled my bare feet apart. I felt Cal’s left hand come down on my back.

“Arch this,” he told me. “Push out your bottom.”

I closed my eyes. Blood flooded into my cheeks. I bent my back, lifting myself on my elbows and proffering my backside to my future husband.

All of it. The thrill that went through me as his words echoed in my head mixed arousal and terror so thoroughly that I couldn’t have said which I felt more of.

“Good girl,” Cal said.

Oh, God. A little whine emerged from my throat. Need got the upper hand for just a moment.

“Six hard swats for disrespect,” he announced.

Oh, God. The breath puffed in and out through my nostrils. Fear blew past sexiness at the finish line.

I opened my eyes and blinked. The finish line. I had… I had, well, made it. I had gotten to the finish line myself, hadn’t I? As bizarre an ending as I could ever have imagined, and not really an ending but rather a beginning, but…

A surge of happiness radiated through me, taking me out of the terrifying scene just for a moment and telling me that really, as painful as I knew my lesson would be, I should feel grateful.

Then Cal spread his left hand wider on my naked back, holding me firmly in place, and I felt the puff of air from the paddle. I had enough time to wonder how I could have lost my mind so thoroughly as to feel gratitude before the sharp crack of the wooden blade across both my butt cheeks rang out in the bedroom.

The sensation differed enormously from Jake’s family strap, except in the way it seemed to start with a small sting and then build to aching, fiery agony. I let out a grunt, and then, as it hurt more and more, a mewling whine. My bottom squirmed, hips bucking under Cal’s hand, as I tried to soothe the pain away a little. My face burned as I pictured how lewd the movement must be, how clearly I must be showing my shaven pussy and even the tiny button of my anus to my accepted suitor.

“Count them, Grace,” I heard his deep voice say from somewhere else. It sounded so calm that it seemed to restrain me the same way his strong hand on my back did. My body seemed to be trying to move in every direction, writhing and wriggling, but Cal’s body kept me effortlessly in place. And his voice sounded to me like an extension of his body, rumbly and massive, coming from his impossibly muscled shoulders and core.

I shuddered so violently he had to press down hard on my back to keep me where I belonged. I choked out a sob as the idea reverberated through me—where I belonged.

“One,” I moaned. I felt his hand move, very slightly, and I knew exactly what it meant, a wordless command—or really much more like a hint, the kind of hint a kind teacher tries to give you when you haven’t quite gotten the answer correct. I had the answer, though, as humiliating as it felt, and I sobbed it out: “One, sir.”

“Good girl,” Cal repeated, and he rubbed my back, that enormous hand moving up to my shoulders and kneading me lightly between them, then a little more firmly.

“That isn’t fair,” I gasped. “Sir… it… oh, God.”

The simple act of soothing care had transmitted itself all over my deeply conflicted body, from my skin to my muscles to my nervous system, and straight down between my legs so that I had to squirm again, this time less with agony than with the other kind of heat, the mortifying kind.

Where I belong. Bent over Cal’s bed. Stark naked. At my future husband’s disposal.

He moved that caring hand back down to the small of my back, and he exerted a little more pressure. I realized suddenly that it represented his signal to me that another swat from the paddle lay in my immediate future. I felt conflict rend my mind and my heart—the defiant part of me, though in retreat, demanded that I see the warning as Cal cruelly making the punishment worse by forcing me to anticipate each terrible impact of the wooden blade on my poor bare bottom. Another, more reasonable part, the place from which the warmth in my chest rose as I thought about my accepted suitor calling me a good girl, told me that he did it as a kindness, to help me prepare myself, so as to get through it more easily.

Whatever Cal’s intent, knowing that he had raised his arm and would soon bring the paddle down again made me cry out in fear and tense my backside.

“It’ll hurt less if you relax your cheeks and your thighs,” he said.

Blood rushed to my face. Obviously he meant to help me get through it—just as the affectionate voice inside me had tried to tell me. But the idea that he had the dominant self-assurance and the patronizing superiority to give me advice about what to do with my ass when he paddled it… that made me blush furiously.

How do I have any modesty left? I wondered desperately. Then I showed myself just how much of it seemed to have survived, and seemed likely to survive no matter how much humiliation Cal decided to bestow on me, to train me as his blushing bride. I tried to follow his suggestion, and relax my butt muscles and my thigh muscles, and I realized how submissive it must look to him, and my blush got even hotter.

“That’s it,” Cal told me. “Good girl.”

No back rub this time.

This time the hand pressed more firmly, and moved a little in a way that must have come from Cal shifting his weight. Then the puff of air, and the gunshot crack of the paddle, and the pain, lower down, building and building until I was squirming and bucking against the strong hand’s hold. I wailed, and I tried to throw myself forward out of sheer instinct, but Cal shifted his grip and held me up.

“Count, darlin’,” he said, his tone a little impatient.

“Two, sir,” I sobbed. “Oh, God… oh, please… Cal… sir.”

But I felt the pressure that meant another swat would soon be on its way. I tensed despite myself. I cried out, “Wait… oh…”

Cal didn’t pause again, though. He brought the paddle down hard across my thighs, and I screamed as the agony in my backside seemed to double. I writhed harder, so that he had to step closer and hold me against him. I felt the hardness of his muscles through the denim of his jeans, the leather of his belt, the soft fabric of his Oxford shirt, and the contrast with my nudity sent a terrible jolt of arousal to my pussy even amidst the suffering of my ass.

That happened at the same time the pain had started to fade slightly, so that an overwhelming ambiguity of sensations seemed to come in successive waves through my limbs, in my core, above all in the sensitive places to which Cal had devoted his disciplinary attention.

“Count,” he told me.

“No… please…” I sobbed. “Please, sir… no more.”

“Count it or the next one won’t count at all, Grace Franklin.”

Just the sound of my last name made me whimper with fear. How could anyone be so easygoing and yet so severe, so dominant?

“Th-th-three, sir,” I stammered, my voice chopped into pieces by the sheer amount of fiery agony radiating from my punished backside.

He kept holding me against him, his clothed body against my bare one, so that I could feel him shift his weight much more fully.

“Oh… no… no… no…” I whispered, and the final no ended in a strangled scream after the next stroke of the paddle rang out in my stern suitor’s bedroom.

With a deep, wrenching wail I cried out, “Four, sir,” and then the same strange relaxation that had happened when he had spanked me over his knee happened again. I felt my body give in to his.

I felt him feel it, too. My mind had gone all the way into the far distance, to become the observer who could somehow appreciate both being and not being Grace Franklin, the bad girl in training to be an obedient bride.

From that perspective I could notice how my cheeks blushed fiercely at the idea that Cal knew he had broken me to his will. The independent core of my mind refused to fade away completely.

At the same time, though, I felt—much more thoroughly—a strange but very real comfort in it. I knew that Cal knew that from this moment on, tonight at least, I would give myself to him, body and soul. He had taken me in hand, so terribly literally.

The paddle rose again, and I arched my back to push out my butt and raise it for the next swat, the next part of my severe-but-necessary lesson from my future husband. It came down, just as hard as the last one, but the relaxation of my muscles did seem to make it less painful. My body jerked at the impact and the fiery agony, and I let out a piteous cry. But I said what I had to say immediately.

“Five, sir,” I moaned.

Cal’s left hand shifted again, going first to the middle of my back. He stepped back a little too, leaving me freer from his restraining grip. I whimpered, not really wanting to feel separated from him like that.

But an instant later the whimper had built itself into a cry of surging pleasure mingled with desperate need. Cal’s hand had gone swiftly and urgently, but also very gently, down between my thighs.

“Ask me for your last swat, darlin’,” he murmured into my ear before I even knew he had bent down and brought his face close to mine.

Oh, but I can’t… sir, I… how could I…

“Oh, God,” I gasped, my body seeming to take on an entirely separate consciousness as it responded helplessly to its master’s soothing touch. “Oh, God… please… I’m…”

I’m what? Oh, my God, I’m going to come… I’m going to… My hips jerked in a desperate rhythm, matching the cadence of Cal’s miraculous fingers, the pulses of friction that could somehow make me forget how much my ass hurt from the horrible paddle. I sobbed at each jerk, every one of them anticipating the beat, trying without success to make him go faster, make him rub harder.

“I’ll make it easier for you, Grace,” he said from somewhere, but I only understood the words when he followed through on what turned out to be a terrible threat.

He took his hand away.
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Grace

My body spoke. It didn’t feel like my mind had anything to do with it.

“Please, sir… please… give me my last swat!”

Cal’s hand came back down on my back. I felt it move with the shifting of his weight, in a sort of tiny ritual that had already become entirely too familiar—and yet…

And yet I… I love it. I love him.

What the fuck? How could I possibly have just realized I loved the man who had raised his awful instrument of correction and who I knew must have already started to bring it down? And was that better or worse than realizing, the previous instant, that I loved it: that, somehow, I loved getting paddled by the man who had taken me in hand.

Then I heard it, and I felt it, full across my bottom. I let out a full-throated scream as the agony built, and then as it started to fade I wondered with a hot blush if Cal’s neighbors could hear how severe a lesson he was administering to his future bride. They would try to figure out what I had done to deserve the paddle, discuss amongst themselves what a handful Cal had taken on… whether I would have to bend over the bed every night and what would happen when the paddle had finished its work and I had sobbed out my penitence.

It landed on the bed, in front of me and off to the side. I looked wide-eyed at the long blade with the holes that made it travel faster through the air so it would hurt more when it made contact with a naughty girl’s bare bottom.

For a moment I couldn’t figure it out: how could the paddle be there, when the paddle belonged to Cal, and Cal still stood behind me. It took me a weird, confusing few seconds to understand that although his right and responsibility to punish me when I misbehaved might be an essential part of who he was, for me, he could put the horrible paddle wherever he wanted.

Then his hands made the puzzle, such as it was, completely clear. They took possession of my body, the left one holding me in place and the right seizing me between my thighs so that all the pain seemed lost in my own need to belong to him.

I cried out. I screamed, really, just as loudly as I had screamed while he paddled me, but now instead of making the pain better, the sound—the feeling of it inside my body and then echoing off the bedroom walls, and the sensation of the air leaving my lungs—made the pleasure grow. I felt like my body couldn’t take it, but at the same time I couldn’t bear to consider for the merest instant that it might stop.

“Shh,” I heard Cal murmur, from far away, “shh, darlin’. Such a good girl. Such a warm little bottom.”

“Oh… my… oh… God,” I sobbed. My back arched so hard I wondered if I might break something, and the orgasm… the titanic orgasm that seemed to loom over my head… had almost crested…

But I knew what Cal would do, before he did it, and when he took his hands away again, as if sensing how close I’d gotten—of course sensing that, because he apparently knew absolutely everything about my body’s naughtiest impulses—my moan of frustration seemed to have some appreciation in it. I felt like I understood. Like the observing part of me had started thinking along with him.

That’s right. Don’t let her come. Not yet.

At that strangely distanced thought, the part of me that had remained inside, the core of me and my shameless dark desires, made me bend my head downward, like an animal submitting to a yoke. If I had been standing, I would have knelt before Cal.

I heard the metallic sound of his fly opening, and the rustling of the denim, a soft creaking noise that seemed to me to go perfectly with the strength of my gorgeous suitor’s body—as if a man like Cal could only wear jeans made of a strong fabric, riveted securely, so as to contain the sheer bulk of his muscles and the forceful way he used them. I let out another little sob, a moan in which I could hear my submission to what I felt certain must come next.

He would show it to me, first. I would have to look at his cock. He would make me. I closed my eyes, squeezed them firmly shut.

You’re going to get to look at Cal’s hardness, you mean, the observer scolded, becoming strict with me—though nowhere near as strict as my suitor.

I had seen Jake’s from very close up, hadn’t I? The massive shaft he had thrust into his wife’s pussy with such alarming force, the manhood she had begged for, had clearly needed so very badly.

And I needed a man’s rigid penis, too. I needed the one in Cal’s jeans… the one I knew he had just freed… the one I thought I could sense, swaying in the darkness beyond my closed eyelids. I breathed in through my nose and I scented the same kind of musky aroma that had risen from Jake’s naked lap. It made me whimper. It made my hips jerk, my paddled bottom push out as if I were pleading to have my future husband’s manhood in my pussy first, though I knew Cal had other, more shameful intentions.

His hand came down on the back of my neck, his fingers working their way into my disheveled ponytail. He turned my face to the side, and my next breath through my nose brought the masculine scent so strongly that I let out a kitten whine of shame and anxiety through my nose.

“Open your eyes, Grace,” he told me sternly. “It’s time for you to learn to thank me properly for disciplining you.”

I bit my lower lip, and I shook my head, holding back my impulse to obey for some reason I didn’t understand, some need for even more discipline, even more guidance.

“Don’t make me paddle you more, darlin’,” Cal said, his voice a growl of warning. The words made my butt clench as if I could somehow defend myself that way. I opened my eyes and I let out a gasp, because I didn’t just see my suitor’s huge, hard penis; I saw that he had taken off his shirt, too, at some point between the beginning of my terrible lesson and the final swat from the paddle.

Cal’s washboard abs, with a line of dark fur running down their middle, seemed almost to speak for themselves. They told me of his hardness, his firmness in a new way that went straight to my pussy. The impossibly hard ridges of his core muscles echoed the other hardness, the one he held in his left hand while with his right he kept my head steady so that I had no choice but to confront it.

It… the part of my future husband that I must learn above all to please, to keep happy. To yield myself to. The plum-shaped head, and the long, thick shaft Cal pumped slowly and gently in his hand. I saw the throbbing veins, and I felt the warmth emanating from the delicate, slightly pebbly looking skin. A tiny drop of clear fluid appeared at the tiny slit as I watched, as if to tell me where Cal’s seed would come from, when he climaxed.

When he puts a baby in me. The thought made me lightheaded. I would have to receive what this man decided to give me, whenever and however he chose.

“Thank me, now,” he said. “You can figure out how.”

With a little whine I turned my eyes upward to where he loomed over me, looking so tall and so dominant that I had to swallow hard as I gazed up into his stern eyes. I felt my mouth turn down in a pout of embarrassed protest. I lowered my eyes to look at the frightening thing again: Cal’s rigid cock, jutting out from the open fly of his jeans. How could I do the bad-girl thing he demanded?

He made the decision for me. His right hand gripped the back of my head more firmly, and he leaned forward. I let out a little cry of shame as he pressed the head of his penis to my lips, and then I pursed them tightly against the invasion I thought he intended.

But he said, “Kiss it, Grace. Then I’ll teach you to suck it the way a good girl does.”

I whimpered softly through my nose, and then I found the little muscles in my lips starting to obey. As if something in the way Cal said good girl had a kind of magical power, I kissed the tip of his manhood, and I felt the slipperiness from his pre-cum smear on my lips, and I kissed it more. Suddenly I wanted to do it. I wanted to do the bad-girl-good-girl thing. I opened my mouth and put out my tongue a little. I looked up into Cal’s eyes again, and I tried to look submissive and pleading, as if to suck my suitor’s cock would be the nicest treat he could give me.

I wanted him to smile, and when he did I felt my heart give a leap at all the complicated emotions and sensations his evident pleasure produced in me. When he thrust his hips forward, though, and began to use my mouth, I had to turn my eyes downward out of shame, my cheeks burning.

It tasted a little salty and a little bitter. It filled my mouth and held it open.

“Oh, good girl,” Cal murmured. “A little deeper now. There you go. You’re learning so fast.”

I whimpered around the surging shaft, trying to give it its way. My real training had begun, I knew; my training to please my accepted suitor as he deserved.

“Look at me,” he ordered, as he held himself in my mouth at nearly full length, my nose brushing up against his denim-covered lap.

I obeyed, my blush returning full force as I saw his eyes and how dominantly they gazed down at me. I felt like I could see myself through his eyes: the sexy, shameful sight of a naughty girl, punished in the nude, her flaming bottom a testament to her suitor’s strict training and her mouth full of his cock.

“It’s time for you to come, darlin’,” he said softly.

As my eyes went wide, he took his right hand from the back of my head and ran it down along my back. I shivered, and then when he took hold of my butt I cried out at the mingled pain and arousal. Call pulled his manhood from my mouth, glistening from my saliva, and began to pump it gently up and down again. My eyes went from his face to his penis and back again.

I felt his fingers between my legs, finding all the wetness there, spreading it to my clit. My whole body jerked, trying to push my pussy back into his grasp, desperately submitting to his knowing touch.

“Keep your eyes open,” Cal commanded, his voice stern again. “You want this cock inside you, don’t you, darlin’?”

He reinforced the words with his fingers, so that I understood the threat and the promise he had just made: if I wanted him to claim me with the hard shaft he had in his left hand, I had to look right at it, right at him, as he made me come. I didn’t know why that should make my pussy clench so hard, but it did, and then at last Cal started to work me down there in earnest, and my orgasm came toward me like a freight train.

I screamed, and my eyes went up to his, and down to his hardness, and back to his eyes, and I came harder than I ever had before.


CHAPTER 34
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Cal

I had never seen anything as hot as Grace Franklin coming as she looked up at me, face as red as her bottom, eyes wide at the overwhelming pleasure I had brought her with my oh-so-slippery fingertips on her clit and inside her, just a little—just to let her know where my cock would go. Then she did something even sexier, even dirtier: as if her submission had broken free from some dark place deep in her nervous system, she moved her head forward, eyes still on mine with a look of desperation.

She pursed her lips in the unmistakable shape of a kiss, and I couldn’t help the smile that broke out on my own, because I could read her mind: she wanted to show me she had learned—had learned, in particular just now, to thank me properly. I lowered the rigid shaft of my penis, still masturbating her firmly between her thighs to make sure her orgasms kept coming. I let her kiss it, whimpering with the pleasure I gave her as she placed her little pecks on the head, still wet from her obedient mouth.

“Lick it, darlin’,” I growled, and as she put out her tongue I raised my cock again. Grace lapped eagerly up and down, doing her best to repay me with the velvet softness of her tongue along my rock-hard erection.

I felt like my dominant instincts had reached some kind of pinnacle of erotic experience. I gazed into the gorgeous eyes of my future bride while she desperately licked my penis, trying to demonstrate how good a girl she could be. Part of me wanted to delay the consummation we both needed so badly, but the ecstasy her little tongue provided also heightened my arousal so much I started to think I might literally explode with lust.

Grace’s body shuddered with another climax. I didn’t hesitate, though I knew the adorable whine of protest and frustration that would come from my wonderful girl as soon as I took my hand away.

“Oh, no,” she said, turning her pouting face back up to mine, “please… sir… please? Maybe… maybe you can put it in my mouth again?”

I stooped down, the smile on my lips widening even further, and then I kissed her with those smiling lips, though she tried to turn her face away a little, as if ashamed for me to kiss her there after she had pleased my cock with her mouth. I didn’t allow that refusal. I kissed her hard and deep, my right hand fondling her bottom. She whimpered up into my mouth, and she wriggled her backside as if to beg for more attention from my hand.

I broke the kiss.

“Not in your mouth, Grace. You’re going to lose your virginity now.”

Her forehead creased deeply, and she bit her lower lip, looking into my eyes with obvious anxiety. Then she nodded quickly.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.
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Grace

Cal straightened up, his eyes still on mine. My mouth felt different, after having a penis in it, after kissing and licking the penis, after Cal had made me kiss him on the mouth and he had seemed to possess me that way with his tongue as thoroughly as he had with his cock.

I couldn’t believe I had said yes, sir like that. I had meant it, but I would never have thought I could just put it into words—my submission to my future husband’s authority over my body. My whole body. My mouth, my pussy… my bottom.

Cal made it easy, though. I almost laughed at that idea, considering how much my ass still hurt, but then he had walked back around behind me, and I felt his hardness brush against my bottom. I moaned at the reminder of what he had done with his terrible paddle, the paddle that would be an essential part of my life from this point on.

He had trained me to give him pleasure, meting out punishments and rewards with astonishing skill. I didn’t know whether to think of my defloration as one, or the other, or something different. When I felt the head of his manhood rub up and down my pussy, and then find the opening where it belonged, I let out a frightened little cry that seemed to come from all those ideas. Cal was about to teach me my most important lesson in submission. He would train me on his cock, to be a good girl and an obedient bride.

His big, strong hand rubbed my back. Inside me, just inside me, the head of his penis moved up and down, in and out a bit, getting me used to it, to the warm feeling.

“Shh, Grace, darlin’,” he murmured from high above me. I bowed my head between my elbows, resting my forehead in the softness of the comforter. I closed my eyes, and I felt my body yield as if of its own accord entirely. I arched my back a little more and pushed backwards, though it made my face burn with the immodesty of it.

Cal moved his right hand to my shoulder and his left to my hip. I had a moment of tummy-crawling panic, and then I felt his hands tighten their grip and his hips thrust hard. The huge shaft inside me tore through the tender barrier of my virginity. I screamed with the flash of pain, but the scream itself seemed to make it begin to fade almost instantly. I felt the rough denim of Cal’s jeans against my paddled bottom, I felt the fullness of my pussy with my future husband’s rigid penis, and I whimpered softly at the knowledge that he had claimed me as his own.

His to fuck. His to use.

He started to move inside me, pulling his manhood out and then thrusting it in again. My body responded as much as the restraint of Cal’s huge hands allowed. I moved my hips, but I could feel, thrillingly, how completely he meant to control me, so as to enjoy my vagina exactly as he pleased. He would choose the rhythm of his fucking, and he would choose the depth to which he pressed his massive cock inside the sheath nature had made for it between my thighs.

Cal growled in the back of his throat with every deep thrust. I shuddered at the sound. I could tell by sheer animal instinct that it represented pure, aggressive, dominant pleasure. Something about the way it rumbled all the way through his body, so that I could feel it even through the stout fabric that covered his muscular lap, told me he liked fucking me. A lot.

“So tight, Grace, darlin’,” he said, the growl becoming words—dirty words that made me clench around him. “Such a sweet little puss.”

Another climax, a smaller one, shot through me, making me buck against his strong hands. When I felt him restraining me again, more strongly, fighting me and easily winning the battle to keep my pussy exactly where he wanted it, yet one more orgasm started to build inside me, and I sobbed just at the foreshocks of its beginnings.

Cal spoke again in that growly murmur. He said, with a sort of politeness that at the same time reinforced his absolute mastery of my body, “I’m going to need to fuck you hard, now, darlin’.”

I cried out, because I could sense how big the next climax would be, how intensely I would come on my master’s thrusting manhood. I had thought he had already fucked me hard, but when I felt the driving of his hips, the surging of his cock inside me, become deeper and faster, I understood what fucking really meant—to a man like Cal, at least.

I screamed, and I came. I felt like a rag doll as my future husband slammed his rigid penis into my no-longer-virgin pussy, pressing my face more firmly into the mattress with each thrust. I felt the continuation of my punishment, the extended lesson in the way a dominant man uses a naughty girl after disciplining her.

Time stopped having a meaning: I seemed to become entirely the observer, letting my body feel the pleasure too intense, too mingled with discomfort really to enjoy—but in that lack of enjoyment lay a new level of submission that made me happy. I felt like I could see Cal fucking me, see the stern look on his face as he gazed down on his hardness, with the evidence of my defloration on it, surging in and out of my pussy—his pussy, from this moment forward.

When he stopped and withdrew his cock, I whimpered a little, but the sound seemed to come from far away. I heard him as if from somewhere in the clouds.

“I’m going to put it in your butt, now, darlin’,” Cal said in a voice so authoritative that it sent a shiver down my spine. “And I’m gonna come in there. I want to make sure I claim all of you tonight.”

Then he did something that made a sound I couldn’t quite place. I looked back over my shoulder, my lower lip between my teeth, anxious about what I would see, and I realized the nature of the little noise: Cal had his hand in front of his mouth, cupped. He had spit into his palm, and as I watched he started to lower it. My incomprehension became understanding, and I felt my limbs shudder with shame even as heat spread from my suddenly too-empty pussy.

My face puckered in an odd kind of embarrassment, to have seen what a dominant does when he needs to get a girl’s anus ready for him. I closed my eyes and turned my burning face back to the comforter as I felt my future husband start to spread the saliva over the tiny pucker of my smallest hole. I felt my forehead crease hard, because I noticed, in the racing thoughts of my roiling mind, that Cal had never felt more like the man I would marry than he did right then.

Just wait till he puts his cock there, the floating observer told me. Then you’re really going to belong to him.

The idea, accompanied by Cal’s finger entering my bottom hole, gently easing the narrow passage with his saliva, drew a deep sob from me. My hips bucked, my ass trying to impale itself further on the invading digit, as if my body couldn’t keep itself from showing its master how badly it wanted to serve his darkest pleasure.

I felt a second finger press in. I moaned, bowing my head even further and pressing my face more deeply into the covers of his bed. I caught a faint scent of him, a hint of the aroma I had smelled much more strongly coming from his jeans as Cal had used my mouth. I pushed again, yielded, and a new surge of blood came to my cheeks as I realized that Cal had trained me to do that, over his knee; he had taught me to submit my most private place to his possession.

“That’s it, darlin’,” he told me, the praise bringing an embarrassed sort of pride to my chest. “Good girl. This is going to hurt a little, especially at first, so you can go ahead and play with yourself while you get it.”

The contrast between his dirty talk, the degradation he seemed able to bestow on me so casually, and the caring in his voice and his actions, made me feel dizzy. Somehow at the same time I could love him for his gentleness and want his massive cock inside me, turning me into a filthy slut with his forceful aggression and his utter dominance over me.

That idea on its own, of the two men in one I seemed to have chosen to rule over me, made me thrust my right hand under me. I found the sopping wetness between my thighs, along with the soreness of my defloration. I rubbed my slick fingers over the sensitive lips, the wrinkly hood of my clit. I whimpered with pleasure, the shame—and the shamelessness—of masturbating in front of my accepted suitor only adding to the need.

“There you go, good girl,” Cal murmured. “Rub that clit. Make your puss feel nice. I want you to come with me in your butt, if you can. That’s good training, to get you used to anal.”

I felt his thumb in the crease between my ass cheeks, tugging the right one aside. I rubbed, and moaned. I felt the head of his cock against the tiny flower, pressing. I let out a little cry of instinctive alarm, but Cal kept pushing, patiently and firmly. He moved his left hand to my other cheek, spreading my backside further and drawing another cry, of shame and violated modesty, from my chest.

“Oh… oh… please…” I whispered. “Please…”

“Shh, darlin’,” he said. “Let me in.”

He pushed harder, spreading my cheeks wide, and with a scream I felt his hardness surge into me. I rubbed my clit more urgently, my two middle fingers desperately trying to find the pleasure in the discomfort of the massive penis’ invasion of my newly deflowered ass.

Suddenly, and almost without warning, an orgasm blossomed in me, and I began to buck under Cal’s hands, writhing and crying out at the feeling of submission that spread through the entire area between my waist and my knees. All of it belonged to him, to train and to use.

His hands took hold of my hips, restraining my movement, keeping me where he wanted me. He started to thrust in and out, and I could feel the urgency of his need in the way he filled me, stretched me, mastered me with his thick, surging cock. I sobbed into the comforter, arching my back to offer my bottom more fully. My fingers rubbed and rubbed, and I had more of the little submissive climaxes—too many to count, but even so I could feel the pain of my most advanced lesson, of my shameful reformation. Over and over he filled my bottom with his hardness, murmuring softly and encouragingly about how good it felt, how obedient I was being.

“Sir… oh… Cal, sir…” I heard myself moaning. It seemed all I could say, besides, “Please… please… please…”

Abruptly, I felt a change in his rhythm. His cock, impossibly, seemed to get bigger and harder inside me. I cried out at the terrible fullness, and then I felt him pulse inside me, and though it hurt so much, the idea that Cal was coming inside me, claiming me fully, made the tears that dampened his comforter taste strangely sweet.


EPILOGUE
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Grace

Cal and I got married a month later. All of Grasskiln came, of course. I was the first to marry my accepted suitor, but Frannie and Al, and Cora and Jeremy, were going next, the two following weeks. Lisa and Rosa hadn’t hit it off with their first suitors, so they sat with their foster parents in the church, but I had heard from Shelly that both of them had new suitors, and both their first dates with them had gone well.

Cal and Jeremy had grown up playing baseball together, so Cora and I had gotten a chance to know each other better when the four of us hung out. She and I had become pretty close friends, and we had—reluctantly at first, of course—opened up to one another about everything that went on with our suitors.

Jeremy didn’t talk dirty, it seemed, but that worked for Cora. His silent dominance, and his tenderness after whipping her for the little bits of sass she said she couldn’t seem to keep from coming out, got her as wet as a waterfall, she had confided with a deep blush. She confessed she didn’t really want to stop sassing him, and didn’t intend to, though she’d noticed that the frequency of her talking back had gone down quite a bit.

I knew the feeling. Since the night Cal had taken every one of my virginities I had had a kind of love-hate relationship with my defiance. It earned me the paddle on a fairly regular basis, but since every paddling gave way to absolutely mind-blowing sex, I didn’t think I wanted to stop disrespecting the man I loved, from time to time.

Even being put back in my training panties the next day only seemed to make things more ambiguous. As far as I could tell, the way they signaled Cal’s authority over me only made him likelier to bend me over and take them down—not for punishment but for the sort of helpless pleasure only he knew how to give my needy pussy.

I walked down the aisle on Jake’s arm, with lacy white lingerie under my dress rather than that thick cotton. I had the chance to look each of my fellow naughty-girl-bus-riders in the eye. Of course they blushed with me, thinking of all the strange, dark, shameful, wonderful secrets we shared. At the end of the aisle, Jake put my hand in Cal’s, and I looked into the ocean blue eyes of my stunningly gorgeous bridegroom, his handsomeness taken up to eleven by his tux.

“You ready?” he murmured softly to me.

The old Grace Franklin, I thought, would probably have tried to hide her smile. The reformed me did not: I beamed up at him.

“Oh, yes,” I said.

The End
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