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This is a work of fiction. It includes adult spanking and some sexual scenes. Any resemblance to actual persons, places or events are purely coincidental.


A diverse group of eight professional women meet up to indulge their passion for spanking and sexual enjoyment. The location is a luxurious private residence - a sanctuary known as The Manor - a place where inhibitions and clothing are tossed aside...

Three of the participants are submissive, three are dominant, and two are switches. Each one has a tale to tell. Their shared secrets reveal their love of spanking and discipline, both giving and receiving. Many of these women are adept at disciplining wayward males or misbehaving females, illustrating how a dominant woman can take charge in meting out well deserved punishment. However, it can't be ignored that those on the receiving end crave discipline, and such sessions often result in sexual satisfaction. And what better place to go to achieve this than The Manor, set up by the beautiful, bi-sexual Magda as a haven where like-minded women can go to satisfy their needs for discipline and sensual pleasures...
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Prologue

It was late January in 2000, and the approaching night was cold and exceptionally dark. The snow that had started that morning continued to fall steadily, enveloping the entire region in such a white haze that the elegant manor house seemed to be even more remote and cut off from the rest of the world.

Just before eight o'clock Magda put another log into the massive stone fireplace that was the centerpiece of the intimate sitting room. Skillfully, she worked the log into the glowing embers until it ignited, and a soft, warm fire licked the gray limestone and bathed the room in a pale orange light. Magda looked at the fire and smiled. Then she stood back away from it. At forty-years-old she cut an imposing figure: self-assured and immaculately coiffed, her slender but sturdy frame was draped with a flowing, thigh length black cotton dress and black stockings. She was a wealthy woman at peace with herself, and she looked every bit of it.

Satisfied with the fire and the room arrangement, she rang a small crystal bell, the signal for the others to gather in the sitting room. As the seven female guests of The Manor methodically assembled, Magda looked at the oak paneled wall above the fireplace. There, prominently displayed, was a long brown leather strap with a crude wooden handle on one end. It appeared to be old and well worn. Next to the strap on the wall was a heavy wooden Spencer paddle; this also looked old and well worn.

As the women took their places in the cushioned armchairs near the fireplace, Magda turned toward her guests. They were a diverse group of accomplished professional women. Like her, they were mature and self-assured. And, like her, they shared a passion for spanking.

Once the guests appeared to be settled and attentive, Magda sat down in a chair facing them, scanned the room, and began to speak. "I trust that the food and accommodations are up to their usual standards," she said. There was a general murmur of enthusiasm from the group. "Good," she continued. "Although each of you has been a frequent guest here at The Manor over the years, you may not realize that today is the tenth anniversary of our founding." The assembly expressed surprise, then broke into a subdued but sincere applause. "I have appreciated your continued support, and I thought in recognition of this milestone we might entertain each other by sharing the story of how each of us was introduced to the one thing that has brought us together." The eyes of each guest immediately lit up at the prospect of discussing and exchanging details of the one true passion they had in common. Magda noted the reaction and smiled. "Then we are all agreed. Since I am the host and the proprietor and know exactly what I want to tell you, I will go first. You will each then get a turn, following my lead." Magda settled back into her chair, took a sip of the brandy she had poured for herself earlier, and inhaled slowly and deeply.


Magda's Story

Of course, I haven't always been the decidedly self-assured woman you see in front of you. In fact, I wasn't even born Magda. My birth name is Teresa, after my maternal grandmother who helped raise me after my mother died when I was very young. My father was a very successful businessman - a much sought after consultant and financier.

Even though I was an only child, my father seemed to have little time and even less interest in me when I was growing up. So naturally, after my grandmother died, I got into trouble a lot, constantly probing for that limit to my father's apathy. Sorely in need of discipline, I used to fantasize about being summoned to my father's study - his ultra-masculine leather and oak inner sanctum. There he would verbally chastise me for my latest misdeed, then take me over his lap for a good old fashioned bare bottom paddling. Of course, this never happened, but I brought myself to orgasm many a night just thinking about it.

Things kept on this way - me dreaming and him ignoring me - until the day Armand came to visit my father. I was eighteen and just out of high school, bored with life and frustrated with how very narrow my world really was. Armand came at just the right time. He was tall, lean, about thirty-five, with rugged good looks, long dark hair that he wore in a tight ponytail, and steel blue eyes. He was totally different from the clumsy high school boys I had known and was occasionally desperate enough to sleep with.

My father introduced him as a new business associate. However, to Armand business was more of a hobby; he already had all the money he could ever spend. He said he was from Europe, but now occupied his time traveling and experiencing this country. He really was like something out of a romance novel, a creation of some overwrought woman's very fertile imagination.

Naturally, I fell in love with him. And just as naturally I threw myself at him, making a complete fool out of myself. Of course, he played the gentleman, politely rebuffing my very clumsy advances, which made me want him all the more. Thus, by the end of the summer, I was absolutely mad with desire.

Now it happened that I was set to go away to college at the end of August, and my father, finally free of any day-to-day responsibility for me, planned an extended business trip to Europe and the Far East. The night before I was scheduled to leave, I sought out Armand for one last appeal. I told him how much I wanted to be with him and how much I loved him. Finally, he looked at me with his steel blue eyes and said, "Teresa, you know little of life and even less about me. I strongly advise you to suspend your fantasies, go on to college, and take all it has to offer you."

Again, I appealed to him, citing how much I could learn from him, from his experience, and how much of myself I could give him in return. He listened very politely, then wrote something on a piece of paper. He looked at me very seriously for a few minutes. "Again, I very strongly advise you to go on to college and forget about me. What you can learn from me you are better off not knowing." Then he hesitated. "However, start college, and if after a few weeks, you still think you can learn more from me than at school, go to the address on this paper, ask for Annette, and tell them that I sent you. They will take you in and contact me." He handed me the paper and looked deeply into my eyes. "Teresa, think long and hard before knocking on that door, for once you enter that house your life will be forever changed. I am not what you think I am, and the life you will be committing to is not what you are hoping for." Then he kissed me gently on the forehead and left me alone to ponder his words. Far from being discouraged, however, I found that I wanted him all the more. His warning had created an aura of mystery that made the life he reluctantly offered impossible to resist.

Looking back, I'm certain he knew that; he knew me better than I knew myself. Well, what happened next is not hard to predict. I went to the college, but could think of nothing but Armand for the three weeks I stayed. I just had to know what kind of life he was offering me. Thus, I packed my few belongings, checked out of the dorm, boarded a plane, and in a few hours was standing before a massive red door, the ornate portal to a magnificent Victorian mansion. My knock was soon answered by a young woman in a classic French maid uniform. She didn't appear to be much older than I was and had tired eyes, I thought. I asked for Annette and was quickly ushered into an adjacent sitting room and told to wait. Then I was left alone.

The room was beautiful, a smaller version of this room, in fact. However, I had little time to study it before a woman appeared. She introduced herself as Annette, the lady of the house. Although obviously much older than I was, she was a decidedly beautiful and elegant woman, fashionably dressed with soft features, but hard eyes and a very self-assured manner. She invited me to sit down as her eyes met mine. When we were both settled, she began to study me.

"I am told that Armand referred you to me," she began. I nodded, looking a bit nervous, I'm sure. "How do you know Armand?" she continued, still studying me.

"He is a friend and business associate of my father," I replied, trying to avoid her probing eyes.

She scowled as she scanned me one more time. "Teresa, how old are you?"

"Almost nineteen," I said, trying to sound more mature.

She appeared somewhat relieved. "Did Armand explain the arrangements here?"

It suddenly occurred to me that Armand had said nothing about this place. I had just assumed that he would set me up in some sort of apartment, then use me for his mistress when he was in town. When Armand was away, I would explore the city and live the good life. Yes, I was very naive. As I looked at Annette, I began to realize, however, that the lifestyle I assumed I would enjoy was not quite what she had in mind. Still, I had come this far and had no intention of turning back. "Yes," I lied.

"Good," she said. "I will have Cheri show you to your room; you are no doubt in need of rest and a bath. Ask no questions. You will be summoned when it is appropriate; further explanations will then be offered." She then rang a small bell and Cheri, the young woman in the French maid uniform, immediately appeared. "Cheri, take Teresa to her room and see to her needs," she ordered. Then turning back toward me, she said, "Teresa, Cheri will see to your needs. Please go with her. Remember, ask no questions. Cheri has been instructed not to engage in conversation with newcomers. We will talk again very soon." Our business apparently concluded for the time being, Annette got up and left the room.

I looked at Cheri. "Follow me, please. Bring nothing with you; everything you need will be brought up to your room," she said softly, motioning me toward the door.

Quickly, I was led up a stairway and down a long brightly lit corridor. Finally, we stopped in front of an open door and Cheri motioned for me to go inside. The room was small but well-appointed in the grand Victorian style; it had a high ceiling, crown molding, and a large window. I couldn't help but notice that the window had rather ornate black iron bars crossed on the outside.

Cheri then went into the bathroom and began to draw a bath. I relaxed when I heard the sound of the water running. The bathroom was as beautiful as the bedroom; in all my fantasies, I had not imagined anything this perfect. As the tub filled, steam slowly rose from the water, inviting me to undress and immerse myself, which I did as soon as Cheri turned off the water and started toward the door. "I will have your things brought up while you bathe," she said as she gathered up my clothing and closed the door behind her. As I lay in the tub, I felt totally alive and carefree. I wasn't sure what was in store for me, but I knew I had made the right decision. That was the last carefree thought I had for a long time.

After about forty-five minutes of the watery nirvana, I emerged from the tub, wrapped myself in a plush towel, and ventured into the bedroom. Cheri was sitting in the armchair, obviously waiting for me. Not seeing the two large suitcases I brought with me, I looked at Cheri and asked, "Where are my things?"

Cheri motioned toward a small leather valise on the bed. "Everything you are permitted is in that valise," she said without looking at me.

"What do you mean, 'permitted'?" I asked, the warm glow quickly disappearing.

Cheri stood up and started for the door, which was standing open. "You were told to ask no questions," she whispered.

I grabbed her arm as she reached the door. "Wait a minute. Please tell me what is going on here. Where are my things and what is in the case?"

Cheri shook free of my grip. "If you don't know what this place is, I am not the one to explain it to you," she declared. Then she looked into my frantic eyes. "You are too young and too naive to be here. But I can say nothing more - if Annette knew I had said this much to you, we would both be in trouble."

Suddenly Annette appeared in the doorway. She was scowling. "Too late," she exclaimed sharply. "I see I have two girls who cannot follow instructions." Then she turned toward Cheri. "Cheri, bring me the Spencer." Cheri hesitated for a moment, acting as though she were going to say something. Annette noted her behavior. "Cheri, I told you bring me the Spencer. Don't make it any worse for yourself than it already is." Cheri quickly left the room, and Annette turned toward me. The towel was still wrapped tightly around my torso. "I told you I would explain everything to you. You also said that you understood the arrangements here. You didn't follow instructions, you got Cheri into trouble, and you lied to me. These are three very serious indiscretions for which you will be made to answer."

Annette had barely finished speaking when Cheri appeared in the doorway, breathless and carrying a Spencer paddle - in fact, it was the very paddle now displayed over the fireplace. Annette took the paddle from the frightened young woman and nudged her into the middle of the room. "Cheri, you disobeyed me," she began, "but it really wasn't your fault. Therefore, I intend to go rather easy on you. Let this serve as a reminder of what will happen if you ever disobey me again." Then Annette looked at me - I'm sure I looked terrified. "Watch and learn, Teresa. Your turn is coming." Turning back toward Cheri, who now stood motionless in the center of the room, Annette gripped the handle of the paddle with her right hand. "Cheri, assume the position."

Cheri immediately sank to her knees, then she put her arms out in front of her and lay her head on the floor. In this position, her bottom was sticking almost straight up in the air. I remember thinking even then how beautiful she looked in that position. Annette reached her left hand into the waistband of Cheri's black satin panties and carefully rolled them down to her thighs. As I looked at Cheri's now naked and completely hairless flesh, I could see faded bruises on both cheeks. Obviously, she had been in this position not long before, I thought.

Once the young woman was in position, Annette wasted no time. The blows she administered to Cheri's backside came hard and fast. After twenty of these across both cheeks, the older woman stopped and stood back. Cheri's bottom was flaming red and tears ran down her face, but she made no sound and never moved from that position. I was mesmerized by the whole experience, which probably took less than a minute. I had seen pictures of girls being spanked, but never imagined it could be this electrifying. Looking back, I realize that this was a seminal moment in my life, for in that single minute between the first strike and the last, for me the entire universe was reduced to a single red bottom and the loving communication between two people.

Once the paddling was over, Cheri slowly rose to her knees. Then she turned and looked up at her mistress. As their eyes met, the well-punished young woman kissed the paddle, then kissed Annette's right hand. "Thank you, mistress, for setting me straight," she said with what I felt was true sincerity. "I will try my best not to disappoint you again."

Annette placed her left hand gently on Cheri's long, dark hair and rhythmically stroked it for a few seconds. Then, moving her hand to Cheri's arm, she helped her to a standing position. "Pull up your panties and resume your duties," she instructed softly.

Cheri did as she was told, the tears still visible in her blue eyes. It was the most beautiful exchange between two people I had ever seen. As soon as Cheri was gone, the older woman turned toward me. I was still transfixed by the event I had just witnessed. In fact, sometime during the paddling, I had let the towel slip to the floor so that now I stood completely naked in front of my soon-to-be mistress.

She looked at me as she had earlier in the day. I made no attempt to cover myself. "Theresa, you are not a bad looking young girl. With a little work you could be very beautiful," she said. I blushed a little. "However," she continued, "I think Cheri was right: you are too young and too naive to be here. Armand believes you have potential and has offered to sponsor you. But I think otherwise. Therefore, I have decided that you may leave. However, you must leave now and take with you only what you brought. I will have Cheri bring your clothes up to you immediately." She turned toward the door.

They were both right, of course. I was very young and terribly naive. But I knew right then to the depths of my soul that I had to stay. I had no family, no friends, no money of my own, and no place to truly call home. Thus, without a moment's hesitation, I sank to my knees and began pleading. "Please don't cast me out. I may be young, but I know I can learn. I truly believe that I belong here." I realized almost at that moment that she was to be the mother I never had. I didn't want to lose her. "Please," I continued, "I will do anything you ask to prove I am worthy of your attention."

Annette stopped and faced me. "You realize that once you commit yourself, there is no turning back," she said. I nodded. "My God, Teresa, you don't even know what we do here," she continued.

"I don't care what you do here," I said. "I have seen enough to know I want to be a part of it."

"Teresa, if you are absolutely sure you want to stay here, asking no questions, and obeying my will, then you may," she said finally. "However, before I explain what you are committing yourself to, you must be punished for the mistakes you made today. Assume the position."

Without really thinking about it, I immediately put my hands out in front of me and lay my head on the floor just as I had seen Cheri do earlier. I closed my eyes. In this position, I could feel my new mistress move in behind me. I knew that my bottom was vulnerable, and I knew that the paddling was going to cause severe pain. I tried to prepare myself and convince myself that this wasn't a huge mistake. "Teresa, you have a very beautiful bottom, totally unmarked and unbruised. That will, however, change," she announced. "The paddling you saw Cheri receive was nothing. You will be very thoroughly punished until you are broken, I assure you. And if you still want to stay afterward, you will be welcome."

Once she was done speaking, Annette wasted no time landing the first blow. She was a master with the paddle. I saw stars and instinctively began moving my bottom from side to side. Annette then began to paddle me in earnest, pacing herself and teasing me by sometimes pausing several seconds between strokes. She would also vary her location so that sometimes she would strike one cheek and then the other, and sometimes she would stroke both at the same time. Thus, she quickly covered every square inch of my virgin bottom.

I lost count of the blows at about thirty. At about fifty or so I began to lose control. Tears were streaming from my eyes; I think I was moaning or crying out loud. I felt like I was convulsing. All I could think about was how much my bottom hurt. My behavior must have attracted her attention because she stopped and warned me, "Teresa, be quiet and stop moving around. Take your punishment like a good girl. Don't make it worse for yourself." Then she resumed her steady rhythm with the paddle on my bottom.

After another minute or so, I just went limp. With my eyes screwed shut against the world, my mind began to drift, inventing a new reality, then rejecting it, then reinventing it. It was as though I was trying desperately to make sense out of a senseless situation. Although I have no idea how many times that paddle kissed my bottom, I am certain that over the course of hundreds of spankings, I have endured worse. However, no spanking I have ever received has had the same effect on me. In the seven or eight minutes (I think - I wasn't really paying attention to time) it took to finish the paddling, I was completely transformed. I knew even then that I could never go back to whatever life I may have had, and I could never give this up. I resolved to surrender myself to this new reality.

When Annette was satisfied that justice had been served and that I had been thoroughly punished, reduced to a quivering mass of flaming reddish flesh, she stopped and stood back. By this time I was so disoriented that my sense of feel was all I had left - and all I could feel was the fire in my backside. Realizing this, she put her hands gently on my shoulder. "Teresa, you may get up now," she said softly.

At first I didn't respond. Annette put the paddle down and grasped me firmly by both arms and then lifted me up to a standing position and held me until I was steady on my feet. She looked into my eyes and smiled. "You are a very brave girl, Teresa. Even by my very high standards that was a pretty severe paddling. I have no doubt that you will not sit comfortably for several days." She stepped back from me. "Do you still want to stay with us, knowing full well that you may receive this kind of punishment whenever you deserve it in the future?"

Again, without giving myself time to think, I sank to my knees and kissed my new mistress's right hand. "Yes, mistress, yes," I replied. Using the word mistress just seemed natural at this point. Then I added, "I don't know very much right now, but I do know that you were right to punish me so severely and that I feel as though I truly belong here."

Annette again smiled at me. "Then you have a home. Rise. Go into the bathroom and wash yourself off. Then put on what is in the case on the bed. I will return later to explain what it is you have committed yourself to." She helped me up from my knees, kissed me gently on the forehead, then quietly left the room.

I did what I was told. Inside the valise was a thigh length white tee with the words, In Training emblazoned across the front. Also inside the valise were four leather bracelets, two with clasps and two with rings. It did not take a genius to figure out what these were for. Still, as the cool cotton of the tee made contact with the hot skin of my punished bottom, I couldn't help but wonder what I had gotten myself into.

Once I was dressed and more relaxed, Annette returned. She smiled when she saw that I was standing. As she had predicted, sitting on my bottom, now slightly swollen and stained to a dark red, was nearly intolerable. She asked to see my bottom, and immediately I raised the tee above my waist. She reached out and touched the hot flesh, then quickly pulled her hand back. "Teresa, it is not often I admit this, but I fear I may have been too hard on you," she declared, still looking at her handiwork. "However," she continued, "you will heal nicely, and now you know the extent of my wrath. And surely you must know that I will not hesitate to administer this type of paddling should you ever deserve it in the future. "Then she sat down in the armchair. "Cover yourself and I will explain what we are all about."

Annette proceeded to explain that the house had been established ten years earlier by a group of wealthy men who wanted to sponsor girls who were interested in committing themselves to a lifestyle based on corporal punishment and servitude. Back then, I was surprised at how many girls actually shared this interest and had such a strong desire to serve and be repeatedly spanked by dominant males. She further explained that the house was referred to as the Society of O, after the famous French novel. Her job was to train girls for a lifetime of voluntary service to her sponsor. This venture, she explained, had been very successful and profitable over the years, attracting more and more wealthy men and their young charges. Once the training was complete, the sponsor would take the girl from the house and establish her somewhere, usually in an apartment as his mistress, or perhaps sometimes in a small business, depending on her talents and his needs and desires.

Occasionally, a girl would be rejected by her sponsor. Cheri had been so rejected; however, Annette liked her and retained her as part of her household staff. Later, I learned that Cheri sometimes served as Annette's lover, and that she was very talented in that capacity. I also learned that I would be dressed in the simple white tee until my sponsor brought me what he wished me to wear.

Thus, I began my conversion. Over the next several weeks, I was to feel the sting of the paddle many times as I learned what it meant to devote myself to serving a master. Occasionally, I was bad enough to earn a session with the leather strap. However, I can assure you that very few of those sessions were necessary. During this time, I never left the house. Then after about six weeks, Armand came for a visit. I was made to wait for him in my room while he and Annette discussed my progress. I wanted so much for him to be proud of me.

Finally, he came into my room, wearing an expensive Italian suit and looking more handsome and distinguished than I remembered. I rushed to him and threw my arms around his neck. He pushed me back gently but firmly. "Annette says that you are making good progress," he said, studying my now firm body wrapped in the light cotton. "You will raise the tee and show me your bottom," he ordered. Immediately, I turned and raised the tee above my waist. He looked at my bottom for a minute, then said sharply, "Show me what you have learned."

I faced him with a look of confusion. "I-I... don't know what you mean," I said, avoiding his probing eyes.

He slapped me very hard across my naked bottom, which was still bruised and hurting from the prolonged paddling I had just received the night before for some major indiscretion I can no longer remember. "Show me how you would treat a man who has paid for you to be here," he explained. Without waiting for a reply, he put his hands on my head and roughly pushed me to my knees in front of him. There was no mistaking what he wanted. In high school I had given head before, so I knew what to do. Instantly, I unzipped his trousers and pulled out his long, semi-erect penis. Then, I licked and stroked it as though it were an ice cream cone. Quickly it stiffened to full length, which was enormous, and little drops of pre-come began to emerge. Finally, he stopped me. "Take off your tee and get on the bed," he commanded.

I did as I was told. He scanned my naked body and removed his own clothes. Immediately he positioned himself on top of me. I would like to say that he made love to me, but there really was no love to it. Very simply, he pushed himself roughly inside me and fucked me. He got up right after he came and dressed, leaving me sprawled supine on the bed, his semen oozing out of my vagina and a look of quiet despair and disappointment on my face. When he was dressed, he turned toward the door. "Next time I come, I will bring you some appropriate clothing and we will discuss your future," he announced. Then he was gone. I was devastated, of course. However, over the course of time I realized that he was protecting me from any emotional entanglements - he knew it just wasn't right for me to love him.

That was the only time we had sex. The next time I saw him, he came to tell me that my father was dead. He had had a heart attack somewhere in India. Armand brought me clothes for the funeral and stayed with me while the lawyers worked out the details of the estate. As you might imagine, I became quite wealthy overnight. After some discussion, Armand sold me his share of the Society of O, and I advanced from submissive in training to Annette's junior partner. Thus, I crossed the line from pitiful supplicant to associate mistress.

However, in the beginning I had no experience and no head for business. Knowing this, Annette never hesitated to punish me for every mistake I made. And I never hesitated to let her punish me. I loved her more than any daughter could ever love her mother. I felt privileged every time I knelt before her. I was and still am a true switch, probably because of my experience with her.

Eleven years ago, Annette died suddenly of a massive stroke. She went quietly in her sleep, but I was devastated anyway. However, using what she taught me, I gathered myself together, dissolved the Society of O, and established The Manor where, as you know, women who are interested in corporal punishment can gather to act on their interest without fear or shame or lifetime commitment.


Lydia's Story

Growing up I was the older sister to three pretty wild brothers. Consequently, I was in trouble nearly all the time, it seemed, and got spanked a lot, especially as a teen. However, I can honestly say that I never once enjoyed being over my father's knee or feeling the paddle as it hammered down on my rear end. I am certainly no submissive and not even a switch.

However, although I had what I would consider a difficult childhood, I believe that growing up the way I did has given me a decided edge in the business world. In less than fifteen years I have risen from junior status in a small ad agency to the owner of one of the most sought after agencies in the Midwest. Quite simply, I can appear and behave like a woman but compete successfully in a man's world.

In fact, my desire and ability to compete started fairly early, I think. By the time I was a senior in high school, I was a recognized and somewhat celebrated athlete in a time when such girls were a rare commodity. This got me a scholarship to a prestigious college where I proceeded to earn an MBA in five years. I also got valuable experience writing ad copy for the school newspaper and the college marketing department.

Of course, I was able to accomplish all this only by sacrificing personal relationships, especially those of a romantic nature. Thus, although I was a reasonably attractive young woman, I quickly gained a reputation among my male counterparts as being cold-blooded and virtually untouchable. Since I was obsessed with being the best, I really didn't feel that I was missing anything important. Besides, I never met a boy or a man who could keep up with me. Eventually, they all stopped trying.

After graduation, I was recruited by a relatively small agency on the east coast. They were a very successful agency, and the money they were offering was considerably more than I was expecting to earn coming right out of school. Thus, I jumped at their offer without looking deeper into the company or questioning their motives for being so generous. That was a mistake. On my first day of work, I discovered very quickly that, apart from a tired looking fifty-something secretary, I was the only female in the office. The managing partners, it seemed, had wanted me not only because I was talented, but because I was young, relatively naive, and an attractive woman.

Having had little experience dealing with successful men in the full flower of middle age, I was totally unprepared for what followed. At first, the men maintained something of a professional distance; however, there was no mistaking the desire and intent in their eyes. Then, one after another, they began to pay me compliments, telling me how pretty I was, how blue my eyes were when the light hit them just right, how the predominantly male clients would respond to just my presence.

Naturally, I resented their insinuations and even their clumsy compliments. However, as I said, I was young, naive, and vulnerable. Thus, I said nothing. After a while, the invitations began, invitations for casual dates, at first, but quickly escalating to offers for breakfast... after a night in bed, of course. Some even told me how much they believed they could teach me, how they could awaken my inner self, strengthen my libido. Over time, the talk became bolder and bolder. I was completely disgusted by all of it and knew I had to get out of the environment. However, I also knew that to just quit would be to admit defeat. Likewise, I understood only too well that if I pursued any legal claims against the partners or the agency, I would be destroying any and all future prospects in my chosen field.

Desperate, I called one of my former classmates, one of the few females I had ever come close to admiring - before I found Magda, of course. She was a few years older than I, and although not as overtly accomplished and driven as I was, she was certainly more experienced and had a lot more common sense. She suggested that the men in my office were probably engaged in a fierce, alpha-type competition and that I was, more than likely, the direct object of that competition. Having grown up with three brothers, this analysis made sense to me. Then, just before we said good-bye, she suggested that I send her my resume.

Less than twenty-four hours after the conversation, my resume was in her hands. Within three weeks I was offered a job at the agency she managed. The money and the potential for advancement or prestige weren't as good, however, Marge assured me that the office atmosphere was much more professional and congenial and that the staff and clients would be far more interested in my talent than in my gender. I accepted the offer immediately, especially since the agency was in another part of the country. But before I could leave this pack of competitive and oversexed men, I felt I had to teach them some kind of lesson.

With that in mind, slowly over the next few days, a plan began to hatch. These men wanted to compete for me so I would let them - only the competition would be strictly on my terms. In the end, I decided to invite all the men who had indicated a desire to have sex with me to come to my apartment. In order to further stimulate their interest, I began to dress more provocatively around the office. Then, about a week before the night I had designated as 'revenge' night, I gave each man a printed invitation that read:

I realize that I can no longer resist you and I am ready to follow your suggestions to increase my libido. If you are still interested in teaching me about my inner self, please be at my apartment at 8:00 pm on Friday, September 15. Please don't be late.

I signed each invitation, Love, Lydia.

I handed the invitations to all seven men in the agency, giving each a quick kiss on the cheek. Then I settled back into my work, as I wanted to clean up as many accounts as I could before I departed. I am, above all, a professional who takes great pride in finishing what I start. The office atmosphere the rest of the week was quiet on the surface, but the undertones of excitement and anticipation were unmistakable. The closer Friday came, the more they escalated.

On Friday, I mailed a carefully worded letter of resignation to both of the partners. My moving arrangements were finalized so I knew that by the end of the next week I would be well on my way to a new job in a new geographical location. I would be totally beyond their reach, should they attempt to seek any kind of retribution.

In the office, the tension was so thick I believe everyone was actually relieved when I announced I was leaving at 4.30pm. I needed some time to prepare for the surprise and calm myself down a little. When I got to my apartment, I quickly cleaned up the living room and arranged seating for seven men. I put several magnums of white wine on ice. I then put a straight back wooden chair in the middle of the room; prominently displayed on the seat of the chair was a large wooden hairbrush that I had picked up at an antique store just for this night.

Once the apartment was arranged the way I wanted it, I changed into my outfit - sheer black stockings held up by a black silk garter belt, thin black lace panties, black lace push up bra, black three-inch heels, and a knee-length black silk kimono, loose enough to show both thigh and cleavage. Next, I liberally dabbed myself with an alluring scent, not forgetting the area between my legs. Although I had never really considered myself what men would call a knock out, after looking at myself in the mirror, I knew that these men, who had repeatedly told me how beautiful and sexy I was when wearing standard office attire, would literally go out of their minds upon seeing my new look.

After a couple of glasses of the wine, I relaxed and began to feel rather confident. At 7.30pm, I lit some candles around the living room and sat down to wait. The first man arrived shortly before eight o'clock. It was Victor, the managing partner. He was a very attractive man of about fifty and had the good taste to bring me a dozen white roses.

A few minutes later, the other partner, Ross, arrived, carrying a bottle of red wine. By 8.10pm, all seven men sat nervously in my living room, looking a bit bemused. Some were clearly disappointed; others looked sexually charged. At this point, I didn't care what they were feeling toward each other. I just knew, as I paraded around the room offering liberal glances of thigh and breast, that I had their full and complete attention.

Once everyone was reasonably comfortable, I sat down in the straight back chair and crossed my legs, allowing the hem of the kimono to ride up past the stocking tops. Suddenly, seven pairs of eyes were riveted on me. It was a powerful experience, I can tell you, realizing that I could manipulate men so easily with just a glimpse of bare thigh. I paused to study the scene and relax. Then I started my speech. "Thank you all for coming tonight. I know this perhaps wasn't quite what you were expecting so I will explain the situation." I stopped and looked each man in the eyes. Satisfied that I still had everyone's undivided attention, I began again. "Since I have been with the agency, each of you has made numerous attempts to get me into bed. Some of these attempts have been better and more creative than others; some have been downright crude and disgusting. Either way, all have been entirely unwelcome and completely unfulfilled - and perhaps unnecessary, as I understand from the office gossip that each of you is doing just fine in the sex department. My God, Victor and Ross are married to the most gorgeous women I have ever seen."

The men started to shift their gaze away from my legs, first to the floor and then to each other. Seeing I was losing them, I smiled and began again. "But I didn't invite you here tonight to lecture you on sexual harassment. You have behaved like boors, but I believe I understand. Being men, you felt, in some primal way, that you had to compete for me. However, up to now your games have been clumsy and stupid. So tonight, I have arranged for you to compete on an equal basis in a game of my choosing. The winner will get to spend the night in my bed. The rest of you will go home with hard dicks, never to know what you could have had."

The men were looking at me again, definitely interested. So far, no one had said a word. Finally, Michael, one of the junior associates, looked at the other men, then shifted back to me. "What kind of game?" he asked nervously. The other men began to murmur restlessly.

I re-crossed my legs, giving the men a quick glimpse of my panties. "In an order to be determined by lottery, each of you will remove your clothes and drape your body across my knees. I will then spank you with this hairbrush, stopping only when you ask me to or when you get up. The man who takes the longest spanking will be the winner."

At this announcement, Victor stood up, visibly angry. "This is bullshit! I am your boss. I can break you, ruin your career before it even starts. No way do I have to put up with this. My God, we could probably all rape you right now and no one would ever know or believe you."

I remained calm. "Sit down, Victor, please, and listen to me very carefully. Do you really believe that I would arrange this without some sort of contingency plan?" Victor glared at me for a moment and resumed his seat. I glanced at the other men again; some of them now looked worried. "I have already mailed my resignation - you should get it on Monday. I also have another job waiting for me in another part of the country. However, just in case any of you decides to get too aggressive tonight, I should also warn you that I have also prepared two sets of letters to send to the clients announcing my resignation. One is the standard letter thanking them for their patronage; the other is a detailed listing of all the harassment I have endured since coming to the agency. A trusted friend now holds these letters and will mail the second set if she doesn't hear from me in twenty-four hours." I was bluffing of course, but I put on a good front, and they all must have believed me because no one uttered a word of protest afterward. Again, I scanned the room. Victor was still visibly upset and angry. Ross first appeared worried, then managed a half smile. The rest kept their eyes on the floor. "Now is the time, gentlemen," I announced, "to decide if you stay and compete for what you say you want or tuck your dick between your legs and shuffle out of here."

Trent, the office accountant and paralegal, spoke up first. "You said that the man who takes the longest spanking from you will get to spend the night in your bed. I want to know if you will be in the bed too and if sex will be included."

Trent, with his trained legal mind, made me suddenly realize that I hadn't really thought that part of the plan through. I hadn't been with a man since I was a freshman in college so I wasn't quite sure how to react. However, I must admit that the sight of all these testosterone driven men virtually slobbering at my command made me tingle a bit and remember that my young body had needs that had been going unmet. I studied each man again. "Yes, sex is included in the deal - and I fully expect the kind of performance each of you has been promising me," I said.

Gary spoke up next. He was only twenty-one and the office gofer. However, he had an undeniable boyish charm and was the only male in the office who had approached with anything like dignity. "I don't know about the rest of you guys, but just being naked across your lap will be worth the pain," he said. "Besides, I know that I deserve some punishment for the way I've acted." Some of the other men nodded in acknowledgment.

Once again, Victor stood up and erupted like a volcano. "You guys are sheep," he declared in disgust. "This bitch flashes some tit at you and you're ready to jump through every hoop that leads to Hell. Well, you guys have fun. I'm out of here." He started for the door.

Ross watched him for a few seconds. "What's the matter, Victor?" he asked derisively. "Afraid to take a little pain? My God, man, you must have told me a hundred times that you would do just about anything to get into her pantyhose. This is your chance to prove it."

Victor stopped and looked back over his shoulder. He flashed a wicked smile. "All right," he began after an awkward pause. "So you really want to go through with this bullshit - you really want to compete for her? So be it. I beat you at golf; I beat you at tennis. I will beat you at this too. I will put this bitch in her proper place while the rest of you watch."

"Jesus, Victor," Ross interrupted. "You are so full of yourself. Don't you know that we always let you win? But not this time. If you want her, you're going to have to earn her."

Victor looked very sheepish upon hearing that last remark. He sputtered, then resumed his seat. I smiled - round one for me, I thought. "All right - if there are no more interruptions," I said. "this is how we play the game. At this time, each of you will strip to your shorts - I would have you take those off as well, but I know that men get very uncomfortable looking at other men. However, I assure you that the actual spanking will most definitely be bare bottom." I retrieved a jar into which I had placed seven folded slips of paper. "Each of you will draw a slip of paper from the jar. Each slip has a number on it. The man drawing number one will go first and so on until we reach number seven. Any questions?" There were no questions - I definitely had them under control, even Victor. "Then let's begin," I said, flashing them a seductive smile. "Take your clothes off."

Somewhat reluctantly, all seven men began removing their clothing, occasionally casting self-conscious glances toward each other. Some folded their discards neatly while others merely threw them into a pile. I couldn't help but be rather struck by the variety of underwear on display - a colorful combination of new bikini briefs and old, sagging boxers. Once they were undressed, I had them draw numbers.

Lucien drew number one. After all the numbers had been drawn and the final order was determined, I picked up the hairbrush and signaled for Lucien to approach and lay across my lap. Somewhat slowly he stood up and ambled over to me. He was a well built man of about thirty - a fairly talented copy writer who loved to talk about himself. Just as he positioned himself, he looked at his companions. "Did I ever tell you guys that my father was very strict? I was spanked all the time while I was growing up, mostly with his belt and old fraternity paddle. I can take anything Lydia can dish out," he proclaimed.

His mouth was saying one thing, but his eyes told me of his fear. I was willing to bet that he had never been spanked his whole life. Then, suddenly I realized that, although I had certainly been spanked many times as a child, I myself had never spanked anyone. I began to worry that I wouldn't know what to do and the game would quickly end with me being the one who was humiliated. With that thought in mind, I resolutely gathered my courage together and remembered the abuse I had endured for the past two months. Now angry, I gripped the hairbrush tightly in my right hand and yanked down Lucien's briefs with my left hand. Without uttering another word, I landed a firm blow across his right cheek. He shuddered, and the unmarked flesh of his rear end began to turn red. A low gasp leaked from his throat.

Immediately, I followed up with another blow, then another, eventually establishing a steady rhythm. After ten strokes, Lucien began to moan louder and move his reddening bottom from side to side. I could tell that he was definitely feeling everything I was giving him. After twenty strokes, he started to move his whole body on my lap. By now, his posterior was bright crimson and I knew he wouldn't last much longer. Finally, after the twenty-fifth stroke, he slid off my lap, stood up, and faced the other. His face was almost as red as his bottom. "Well, that should give you guys something to think about," he said as he slowly pulled up his underpants. I couldn't help but notice that he didn't sit down right away. I guess I had reached him even though by my current standards, that spanking was nothing but warm up.

Michael, the junior associate, was next. He appeared very nervous as he approached me and never looked at me as he slowly placed himself over my lap. I didn't think he would last long. I was right. He took fifteen hard swats before rolling off my lap. "I guess I'm a wimp," he said sadly. Then he looked at me. "I'm sorry for the way I acted in the office. I hope this helps to square things. Good luck in your new job - I mean it." He pulled up his boxer shorts, dressed, and sat down with the others.

Steven, one of the graphic designers, was next up. He was a nondescript middle-aged man who had been divorced twice and more-or-less kept to himself. As he lay across my lap, he whispered up at me, "I don't think this will take long. I'm sorry." Like Michael before him, he was right. He took twelve serious strokes across his lily white bottom, then slid off my lap and put his clothes back on.

Trent, number four, approached me boldly. "I won't be nearly as easy as you last two wimps," he said as he flung himself across my lap. "Besides, maybe the rest of you guys are getting laid regularly, but I haven't been so lucky. I really want to spend the night, to sleep with Lydia." At that announcement, I really studied Trent, his generic white underpants pulled down to his thighs. Although he wasn't necessarily a bad looking man, I had an image of him being terribly boring and unimaginative in bed. And suddenly I was very sure I didn't want him to win.

Perhaps I was harder on him than I had been on the others because after only fifteen blows with the brush, he began to convulse and cry out loud. He didn't complain, though, and endured five more before pushing my hand out of the way and announcing angrily, "No bitch is worth this; you can have her, Lucien, you earned it, I guess."

Victor was next. He stood up with the confidence of a seasoned champion, one who is accustomed to winning. He peered at the other men and shook his head. "You guys are such losers," he declared. Then he turned to me. "You haven't got the strength to break me," he said. "And when I'm finished fucking you tonight, you will beg me to let you stay with the agency... and you will beg for me to fuck you again." Then he lay across my lap, a wicked, arrogant sneer contorting his lips.

I must admit that he was a man who was very well put together. He had been a star running back in college, and now had the sleek, hard body of an aging athlete who has taken good care of himself. I couldn't help but notice that his penis, even at half-erect, was bigger than the other ones I had seen. Thus, even though he was an incredible Neanderthal when it came to women, I found myself becoming attracted to him, even to the point of moistening a little.

This primal attraction that I couldn't seem to control angered me. And it was this anger that drove me to spank him fast and very hard, his well muscled rear reddening quickly. At first, he seemed practically unfazed and even chuckled a bit. This show of arrogance drove me to spank him even harder - harder than I had spanked any of the other men. By the twentieth stroke, I could tell that he was feeling the pain. However, he also seemed determined to carry out this game to what he believed would be its logical conclusion. At stroke twenty-six he breathed a short but audible sigh of relief. He endured four more, then stood up and rubbed his flaming bottom. "Looks like I win again," he said, glaring directly at Ross. He patted Gary on the shoulder and said, "Save yourself the pain, kid. I doubt very much if she'll be worth it." He restored his black bikini briefs, took a long swallow of the red wine Ross had brought, and sat down. Lucien looked stunned for a moment, but quietly got dressed.

Gary approached me nervously, obviously very intimidated by the whole scene. However, he seemed to gain courage as he reached my legs. "I know I don't deserve you, but I don't think Victor does either. I'm going all the way," he announced. He lowered his white briefs, releasing an erect penis that was every bit as large as Victor's. Ross glanced over at his partner. "Looks like you've got some competition, Victor. The kid's been holding out on us," he said.

Victor just scowled. "You just make sure you spank him as hard as you spanked me," he said in a growl.

Upon seeing this beautiful erect penis attached to this young man with so gentle a demeanor, I began lubricating freely and nearly lost control. I hadn't begun this game for any kind of sexual motive, but I was definitely more excited than I had ever been before in my life. I suddenly realized that I truly enjoyed dominating these men. And over the years, I haven't changed my outlook one bit.

As Gary draped himself across my lap, somehow his penis got wedged between my thighs, just brushing up against my thinly veiled pubic hair. Even before the spanking began, we both started to breathe more heavily and a sexual tension grew between us. Quickly, I landed the first blow, then paused. Gary trembled for a second before looking up at me. "You're so absolutely beautiful," he said sincerely. "Please don't hold back. I can take it." At that point, I initiated a steady series of hard strokes that had him squirming across my lap. However, he managed to steady himself and didn't slide off.

At number twenty-five, he started to breathe faster and buck his hips. I somehow sensed he was getting to the point of no return and that his orgasm was imminent. At twenty-nine, he convulsed and let out a loud moan; I could feel his penis jerk spasmodically against my crotch. I knew he had come even before I felt the sticky wetness of his semen on my legs. This pushed me over the edge and I came so violently that I nearly threw him off my lap. However, I quickly regained my composure, especially as I realized that Gary had only taken twenty-nine strokes, whereas Victor had taken thirty. Immediately, I landed four more hard blows across his right cheek. Then I pushed him gently off my lap onto the floor.

Gary just lay there, stunned, for a few minutes while his twitching penis slowly drooped. We both needed to get our breath back. The other men were looking at us in rapt silence. I'm sure we put on quite a show, and the sexual tension in the room was electric. Finally, Ross stood up and clapped his hands a few times. Smiling broadly he said, "Remind me to give this kid a raise; he saved me a lot of pain." He turned toward me. "You know, Lydia, you may not believe this, but my boorish behavior toward you has all been show. In spite of the office gossip, I'm very devoted to my wife. However, Victor has been the cock of the walk around the office for ten years and we're all pretty sick of it. I would have endured anything to make sure he didn't win this time. But the kid came through - literally. That was a hell of a show; I just hope Marie is in the mood when I get home tonight." He started for his pile of clothes, stopped, thought for a second, and turned back toward me. "Still, I deserve something for my despicable behavior," he said. "But you don't look like you could manage another spanking. Therefore, I'll do it myself." He took the hairbrush from my rather limp hand, turned around, and swatted his own rear relatively hard at least ten times. Then, with a satisfied smile on his face, he handed back the hairbrush, quickly got dressed, and headed for the door. "Come on, men. I think Lydia and Gary want to be alone. You too, Victor. Why don't you go home and finally pay some attention to Greta?"

Following Ross's lead, one by one, the disappointed but decidedly excited men filed out the door. Victor was the last to leave, hesitating as he stood in the corridor. It was obvious, at least to me, he felt he should say something, after all, he had just been humiliated. He glared at us for a few seconds with an expression of both anger and grudging respect. Then he disappeared.

Once the apartment was finally empty and the door was closed, Gary peered at me. I was very tired and wasn't quite sure what to expect - after all, he had won me in a game that I had started. He took off his underpants and placed them with his other clothes. "You must be exhausted," he said. "Why don't you go refresh yourself; I'll clean things up here."

He was a wonder, and suddenly I wanted him, needed him. "Please don't take too long," I said. "Pour us some wine and join me in the bedroom." I went into the bedroom to clean up as I was now fully aware of the rivulets of semen drying on my thighs. Quickly, I removed my panties and stockings and washed off my legs. I was about to re-button the kimono, but decided that I really wanted to be naked when he came into the room. I shed the kimono and bra and lay down on the big double bed, giving him quite a view when he appeared in the door.

After a few minutes, Gary came into the bedroom holding two glasses of white wine. His penis had been limp, but sprang to attention instantly upon seeing my naked body sprawling on the bed. "You are incredibly beautiful," he said. "But we don't need to do anything. You owe me nothing."

I scowled. "I need to do this," I said in a voice so filled with lust that I barely recognized it. "Put the wine down and come over here."

He put the two glasses down on the bedside table. "If you really want me in bed with you, then let me give you the best I have - Miss Lydia."

I smiled up at him. I realized that this was a boy who knew that life is a series of games. I had started one and he was taking it to the next level. "Okay. Get on the bed and show me what you can do," I ordered as sternly as possible. "And if I'm not satisfied, you'll get a lot more of what you got earlier."

Gary nodded and slipped onto the bed next to me. He proceeded to caress me all over with soft, gentle hands. His fingers were smooth and surprisingly expressive. After a few exquisite minutes, he replaced his fingers with his tongue, slowly and sensuously. I simply couldn't believe that a man this young could know so much about pleasing a woman - and that this man was in bed with me. Finally, after fifteen minutes of his tongue and fingers working together, I started to really lose control for perhaps the first time in my life. I rose up and threw him on his back. I mounted his big penis. Then, once in position, I jerked and bucked furiously, riding him to orgasm after orgasm until I nearly lost consciousness and collapsed into his arms. The next thing I remember was waking up next to him in the morning.

He stayed all day Saturday and repeated this performance that night. On Sunday, he came to the office with me to help pack up my belongings. On Monday, the atmosphere in the office was very somber. Ross and Victor had gotten my letter of resignation. As I faced them in the afternoon, I reassured them. "My friend has sent the short letter to the clients. You don't have to worry; I won't ever say anything about any of this if you don't." Ross was generous in praise of my talent and contributions to the agency. Victor just grunted and glared, looking like a bully who had been beaten. I knew at that moment that none of this was about me - not really anyway. The partners were two men locked in intense competition, a contest for which there would never be a clear winner. I actually felt sorry for them. A few months after I left, I heard they split up, dissolved the agency and moved on.

By the end of the week, I was completely relocated. Marge had been right - the office atmosphere at my new job was a lot more professional. However, within a year I had maxed out my potential and was off to more rewarding professional challenges, always grateful for the boost they gave me.

And what about Gary, you might ask. After the split up of the Victor/Ross agency, I invited him to join me. Now he is my office manager. It seems that I had unlocked his natural submissive tendencies. He is totally devoted to me. He lives with me, but, as you can see, I go my own way when it pleases me to do so.

A few years ago, I started my own agency. I have succeeded based on principles of hard work, teamwork, dedication to purpose, and good, old fashioned discipline. I do not hesitate to reward good work, and I certainly don't hesitate to punish poor work. In fact, the office suite has a special room just for that purpose, and I keep a strap displayed on the wall as a reminder. So far, no one on my staff has ever complained and no one has quit because he or she has been whipped. I don't think anyone ever will.              


Samantha's Story

Lydia, that was quite a story. And it has gotten me to thinking: you own an ad agency, I own a magazine; you are a Domme, I am a sub. We definitely should get together later. In fact, I'm surprised we haven't gotten together sooner

Well, I didn't develop my interest in spanking as a child. I was the dreaded only child. My father was a Baptist preacher who never missed an occasion to quote scripture; my mother was the perfect preacher's wife who never lived one day of her adult life for herself. Together they were a pious but giving couple who dedicated themselves to their religion and their parishioners. Naturally, I rebelled and became the stereotypical preacher's daughter.

I was smoking at thirteen and lost my virginity at fourteen. By sixteen, I had a pretty strong reputation among the boys in my school. I was considered to be a 'party girl', which in my social circle was a euphemism for slut. And I loved it, especially as my poor parents never found out the extent of my self-debauchery.

After high school, I stayed in the area, attending the local college. My official major was journalism - and I really did have an interest in and an aptitude for the subject - a natural busybody with a talent for writing. However, my principal interest was in having a good time. When I was nineteen, I met the handsome outlaw that every woman both fears and - if she's truly honest with herself - fantasizes about. Angelo was drop-dead gorgeous and a sensational lover. He also dressed well, drove an expensive sports car, and always seemed to have plenty of money even though he didn't have a job or come from a wealthy background.

Looking back, I know I should have been very concerned about that - and maybe I was a little. But I was having a wonderful time and had convinced myself that I loved him, in spite of his dangerous side.

Of course, the one thing I did learn from my parents was that there is always a day of reckoning. Mine came a month after my twenty-second birthday, just before I was set to graduate from college. It came one night in early May when I opened the door of my parents' house. Standing on the porch were two police officers. They had come to tell me that Angelo was dead, that he had been found in an alley shot in the head - the victim of an apparent gang hit. Because I had been identified by his family as his fiancé, I was taken to the police station for questioning.

The detectives informed me that Angelo was a suspected drug dealer and had been under surveillance for a long time. They grilled me for several hours about customers, his suppliers, his organization. I honestly didn't know anything, but I don't believe I convinced the detectives of that fact. They threatened me with arrest and prosecution; they promised immunity. But in the end, I gave them very little, and eventually they let me go.

The next day, the news of the murder and my association with the victim was all over town. People I barely knew pointed at me on the street. I got phone calls from strangers calling me 'drug dealer' or 'whore of Babylon' or even worse. Even my own parents began to look at me differently. Whatever may have been left of my innocence was now gone completely. I would never get it back.

And something else happened to me in the days following the revelation. I started to feel real guilt about my relationship with Angelo and about the reckless and self-centered way in which I had lived my life up to that point. I had been wicked, and I desperately needed to seek redemption. However, it was quite obvious that I wasn't going to find it in my home town or in my parents' church. I would have to go away.

Armed with a college degree and several years experience working on student newspapers, I searched for jobs in the print industry. And, as though it had been ordained by God, almost immediately I saw a position advertised in a trade journal. The ad called for a full time reporter to write and edit copy for a small publication called Voice of Revelation. It was an upstart magazine designed to appeal to evangelical Christians and published by a middle-aged couple, Mark and Jenny Barrow. The best part about it was that the job was seven hundred miles away - another city, another part of the country, a chance to start over with people who didn't know me.

I mailed my resume right away and three days later received a phone call from Mark. He explained that because of a recent increase in circulation, he wanted to hire a reporter and a salesman. He further explained that, although the salary would be small, I could occupy the small apartment over the garage in which they published the magazine. In addition, I would be given the opportunity to 'serve the Lord' and participate in genuine Christian fellowship. In truth, the job sounded as though it had been created specifically for me - and who knows, perhaps it was. After some further discussion, Mark offered me the job and I accepted. A week later, I was in southern Illinois - seven hundred miles away from everyone I ever knew... and who ever knew me. I felt as though I had been transformed into another person, been granted a genuine second chance. I vowed, even before I met the Barrows face to face, that I would never return to what I was.

Mark and Jenny accepted me immediately, and in reality the job itself didn't appear as though it would be too demanding. Most of their copy was submitted by freelancers; my job was to edit the copy and write appropriate introductions. I would also assist with the production - the typesetting, printing, and mailing.

During our first dinner together, Mark revealed that he had spent five years in prison for fraud and embezzlement. While in prison, he met Jenny, who was a lay minister, and became born-again. After he was released, they married and used the money she had received from a small inheritance to start the magazine. Although the magazine was primarily a labor of love, they were now making enough money from subscriptions and sponsors to support themselves and hire assistants.

I was so moved by what I heard and the love I felt that I confessed all of my past sins, laid myself bare completely. It was nothing short of a religious experience. After my revelation, they embraced me tenderly and innocently and said that I was among friends now and that I would be purged and then forgiven, just as Mark had been. My salvation would be one of their most important missions. This was exactly what I wanted to hear, and I went to bed that night feeling better than I ever had before in my entire life.

A week later, a man came into the small editorial office. He introduced himself as Paul Samson, the pastor of the New Life Christian Assembly. I was struck by his deep pastoral voice. However, it was his charismatic appearance that rendered me nearly speechless. He was tall and lean with a smooth face, dark hair, and piercing gray eyes that seemed to fix you. Even though I had been around ministers and church leaders my whole life, I had never seen anyone like him before. Something primal stirred from deep within me.

Once I regained control of myself, I recognized his name as a frequent contributor to the magazine. He stopped by primarily to drop off some new copy. Thank God, these were the days before email was the only medium for transmitting information. However, he also revealed that Mark and Jenny had told him a little about me, about my situation and search for redemption. He told me that if I wanted to talk about it, he was available. I definitely found myself wanting to talk about it - my past life, all my sins. But mostly, I just wanted to be in his presence, to listen to the magic of his voice, to peer occasionally into his eyes.

He sat down and I told him everything. He listened intently, without comment or interruption. And when I was finished, when I was sitting before him with tears streaming down my face, he took my sweating hand in his and smiled sweetly. Then he explained to me that his ministry revolved around an apocalyptic world view, that even though no one really knew when the end time would come we all needed to be purged of our sins in preparation. I had heard my father speak many times about the apocalypse; I had heard him quote from the Book of Revelation quite often. Thus, I was familiar with the basic precepts, even though I wasn't entirely sure I believed them myself.

However, Pastor Samson said that within his assembly the purging of sin was both spiritual and physical, and in that regard his ministry differed radically from others that believed the end time was approaching. Further, he told me that I was invited to participate if I so desired or wanted to see more. I must admit that at this point, I was so intrigued by this man, this giant of a religious leader, that I would have followed him anywhere - in fact, I honestly believe that I would have let him impregnate me right there in the office if he had simply asked me to have his baby.

Now, at this point in the story, let me say that Paul Samson was the genuine article, as far as I could determine. He never touched me sexually - or any of the other women in the assembly, as far as I know. He was a man who had a strong belief system and lived and modeled that system. In other words, he wasn't using faith and religion as a means to insidiously satisfy his human needs and wants. In an era when so many so-called evangelists were wallowing in sin and hypocrisy, Pastor Samson was in a right relationship with his god.

Later that evening, I told Mark and Jenny all about my conversation with Pastor Samson. They both smiled knowingly and revealed that they were members of the Salve Boulevard Church and that they had both participated in the purging. They promised that they would escort me to the services the following Sunday, if I really wanted to go. However, they advised me that I needed to be prepared for an experience that was very different from anything I was used to. This only served to arouse my curiosity even more. I simply had to know what went on in Pastor Samson's church; I had to see it, to witness it for myself.

At ten minutes before eleven on a warm sunny Sunday, we pulled into the parking lot of what appeared to be an old country church that had been converted. There were perhaps twenty-five or thirty cars already parked. I was feeling both nervous and excited. The inside of the church was almost stark and colorless, giving off a message that what took place within would be serious worship and that this was definitely not a church in which the material things of this world would be celebrated. It was exactly what I was looking for.

The pews were traditional and filled with about fifty or so people. However, the front of the church had been altered dramatically. The pulpit and choir stands were gone completely. In their place was mostly empty space separated from the pews by a rail that extended across the full width of the church. The rail was raised about two feet off the floor and was padded on top. On the floor in front of the rail was a series of thick purple cushions. Between two stained glass windows that overlooked the rail and the space behind it was a gigantic wooden cross. As I glanced around the church, I found that I couldn't wait for the service to begin.

At eleven o'clock, Pastor Samson entered from a side door, resplendent in a long, pure white robe. He looked more like an angel than a man. He moved in behind the rail, stopped, and scanned his parishioners. There was no music, no announcements, no choir singing hymns. There was just him and the light streaming in through the colored glass behind him. He began by reciting several passages from the Old Testament - passages that spoke of retribution and punishment. His voice resonated, filling the church with power and wisdom. Once he was finished quoting, he went on to interpret what he had read. It was immediately obvious that he was both highly knowledgeable and well-experienced. I was completely enthralled by what I was hearing, as were, it seemed, everyone around me.

He spoke for at least thirty minutes. When he was finished, he took a deep breath and scanned his parishioners once again. Then he held up his hands as though he was about to give the benediction. "Friends," he began, "three have expressed a desire to be sanctified into our assembly; two have expressed a desire to be re-purged in preparation for the end time. Will those of you in need for the physical purification come forward and prepare yourselves."

Five people near the front - two middle-aged men and three middle-aged women - stood up and approached the rail.

Pastor Samson touched each one tenderly on the forehead. "Go and prepare yourselves for the ritual," he instructed in a voice that I could barely hear. "When you are prepared, reassemble at the rail."

The five nodded and disappeared through the side door. Each looked very nervous.

When they had gone, Pastor Samson turned back toward the pews. "Friends, while they are preparing themselves, perhaps you could turn to each other, and in the spirit of Christian fellowship, as suggested by St. Paul, greet each other warmly and discuss matters of mutual concern." Then he sat down on a stool under the cross.

Every member of this rather eclectic congregation stood up. Some moved about; some stayed where they were. Some spoke casually with their neighbors; some remained silent, their eyes darting around. I was among the latter. The entire scene was fascinating. As a benefit or consequence of my upbringing, I was fairly familiar with the entire canon of the New Testament, including Acts and the letters of the Apostle Paul, especially First and Second Corinthians. What I was seeing brought to mind my vision of how the early Christian churches must have been, before they became consumed by politics, greed, jealousy, and self-importance. Several people came over and talked with Mark and Jenny, never failing to smile or introduce themselves to me, and to welcome me into the assembly.

About ten minutes later, Pastor Samson stood up, approached the rail, and raised his arms. Immediately, the entire congregation fell silent and found their seats. He turned his head toward the side door and nodded. The five people who had disappeared earlier emerged; each was wearing a long white robe - and what appeared to be nothing else. They gathered along the outside of the rail in a single line and faced the pastor. "Fellow Christians," he said, obviously addressing the five standing before him. "Are you prepared?"

"Yes, we are prepared," they replied in unison.

"Then remove your robes and kneel before the cross," he commanded.

One by one, they removed the robes, setting them down neatly in front of them. Under the robes, each was wearing only a white cloth undergarment that resembled a thong in that the cloth covered the front completely but left the bottom exposed. I had definitely never seen this in a church before - men and women nearly naked standing together at the altar of the Lord. I was both concerned and captivated.

And while I watched from my seat six pews back, the five knelt in front of the rail, their knees resting on the cushions. Once they were in position, Pastor Samson reached under the rail and pulled out a long, thick, black leather strap. He extended the strap toward the cross. "Lord, please give us the strength and the will to purge these poor souls of their sins so that they may better serve You when they are called to Your kingdom." Upon the conclusion of his prayer, I swear a slender shaft of light descended from each window and touched the strap.

As the pastor clutched the strap in his right hand and stepped out from behind the rail, I recognized the situation for what it was. I finally understood what was meant by purging and achieving grace through physical purification. The five people kneeling with their nearly bare bottoms aimed toward the congregation and their eyes directed toward the cross were about to be whipped. Whether this whipping would be real or merely symbolic remained to be seen. I found that a part of me was actually hoping that the whippings would be very real. I also was appalled to discover that I was getting more than a little aroused at the sight of so much bare flesh. At the time, I didn't understand either the erotic potential of submitting to corporal punishment or my own desire to experience it.

One by one, Pastor Samson moved down the line, first touching each shiny posterior with his soft fingers, then administering at least thirty hard, fast strokes of the strap. The whole punishment ritual was over in probably less than ten minutes. Each bottom was now dark red all over. Each of the newly punished was leaning into the rail, crying.

The pastor replaced the strap under the rail and kissed each sweating forehead. "Friends, in the eyes of the Lord, you are purged. Please rise."

In unison, the five pushed themselves up from the cushions. The pastor turned toward us. "Members of the congregation, please come forward and offer comfort and good will to the newly sanctified."

Every member of the congregation dutifully stood up and moved toward the rail. Every member of the congregation embraced each of the five, some offering comforting words while others were content with their physical presence.

At first, I was a little reluctant to follow - after all, I was just a visitor. But I found myself swept up in the moment and soon joined the veteran congregants in celebration. Then, with everyone collected near the front of the church, Pastor Samson said a prayer of thanksgiving and dismissed us with his blessing. The five who had submitted to punishment filed back through the side door, their faces as flushed as their bottoms. The rest of us went out the way we had come in.

When we got back home, I proceeded to my tiny apartment to change clothes and try to make some sense out of what I had just seen. Was it really a religious experience in anticipation of the end time or was it merely a grand, erotic facade? I honestly didn't know. It may have actually been both. However, I knew one thing for certain - I was more sexually aroused than I had ever been before in my life, and I needed to do something about it or go crazy. I stripped off my clothes, lay down on my little bed, and, pausing only to ask God's forgiveness, masturbated myself to the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced. When I regained my senses, I also knew that I would not feel complete, either as a woman or a wicked supplicant, until I too had felt the heavy strap bore into my slender bottom. Perhaps then, I reasoned, I would achieve redemption.

Over the next few weeks, two things happened that changed my life forever. The first was that I became closer to the Salve Boulevard Church, even though I was still very confused about the mixed messages my body was sending me every time I saw one of the parishioners whipped. By the fourth visit, I worked up the courage to ask Pastor Samson if I could be sanctified into the fellowship. He touched me on the cheek and told me I would be very welcome.

The second thing that happened was that Mark hired Pastor Samson's twenty-four-year-old nephew, Daniel, as the magazine's full time salesman. Although not as charismatic as his uncle, Daniel was every bit as good looking. He was also soft-spoken with a gentle but assertive demeanor. Needless to say, I was attracted to him immediately. He explained that he had moved to Illinois from his home in Pennsylvania just to study with his uncle. He had a degree in business but was interested in becoming a pastor.

When I told him that I was going to be sanctified into the Christian Assembly, he smiled knowingly and revealed that he too had asked for the ritual purification. He then suggested - very innocently, I might add - that perhaps we could endure the experience together. I believed then and I still believe, fifteen years later, that Daniel, like his uncle, was the genuine article. I also believe that if circumstances hadn't developed the way they did I would still be with him today - probably married with three or four kids.

But I'm getting ahead of myself a little, getting caught up in the loop of old and conflicting memories. Our time to face the 'punishment purge' came two weeks later on another beautiful Sunday morning. Daniel and I sat side by side in the first pew, right next to three younger women - all wives of older parishioners - who were also waiting to accept the sanctification and endure the ritual. I was so nervous I could barely sit still. However, when Daniel innocently gripped my hand to reassure me, I nearly lost my mind. Right there and then, that wicked part of me - that part that I had tried so hard to suppress - wanted to stand up, rip off my clothes, and attack both Daniel and Pastor Samson, to feel them twisting and squirming inside me while I lay on my back in the shadow of the great cross moaning and giving thanks to God for making me a woman.

When the call came for us to prepare ourselves, Daniel was still holding my hand and I was wet between my legs. As I made my way through the side door into a divided changing room, I hoped against all hope that the pain from the whipping truly would purge me of all the evil thoughts that were racing through my brain. Quickly, I removed my dress and underwear and donned the surprisingly comfortable cloth undergarment and white robe.

A few minutes later, the five of us who were about to be punished reassembled at the door. Then, with a nod from Pastor Samson, we re-entered the church, walking in a single file toward the rail. As you might well imagine, for a true submissive like me, to be exposed and whipped in the midst of a like-minded congregation was an experience like no other imaginable. Even the thought of it was electric. As I stripped off my robe and knelt on the cushion before the cross, as I glanced over at the beautiful face and body of Daniel, I felt like I had already been transported to heaven. Never before in my life have I ever experienced a sensation like that one. I still often climax when I am submitting to a whipping or a paddling, but the image of that morning - the simple innocence of it - is the one that truly drives my pleasure.

I closed my eyes when I eased my quivering upper body over the rail. But I could still see the shafts of light coming through the stained glass windows, could feel the warmth of the sun, could feel the fellowship and the love. Then I heard the sound of leather meeting flesh and heard Daniel groan softly. He endured the thirty hard strokes and sighed when it was over. I was next and my brain, already on overload, simply spun out of control. Pastor Samson's gentle fingers on my bottom gave me a simultaneous shock and thrill.

But that sensation was nothing compared to the strap boring into my willing posterior. The blow was much harder than I was expecting, and I lurched forward, nearly falling over the rail. The pain shot through me at the speed of light. My body responded quickly and I recovered my position. Surprisingly, I found that I wanted the next blow, wanted it more than anything else in the world. When it came a few seconds later, I think that I actually smiled.

After the second stroke, I managed to stay in position, although I believe my bottom was swaying from side to side. The pain was intense, of course - it always is. But, much to my surprise, I not only endured it, I loved it. It filled me with a warmth I had never before known. Something else I didn't know then was that Pastor Samson was a true master with the strap, one of the best I have ever had, even to this day. He finished his work with me quickly - perhaps too quickly, I thought - and moved on to the next in line. Even though I was disappointed, it was probably for the best because I really believe I would have come right there in front of God and everybody if he had given me five more strokes, just five more.

As soon as I heard the strap striking someone else, I opened my eyes and stole a glance at Daniel. He too appeared to be smiling. I shifted my eyes to his crotch - that wicked part of me wanted to know if he had an erection. To my disappointment, the cloth was too thick and he was bending forward too much for me to see.

A few minutes later, the last parishioner had been whipped, and we were invited to stand and be comforted by the remainder of the congregation. I was so mesmerized by what had happened and what was happening that I had trouble getting to my feet. When I felt one strong hand under each shoulder, I smiled again. Pastor Samson was on one side of me while Daniel was on the other. I fell into Daniel's arms, and he held me for a moment - so close that I could feel his penis strain against my belly. It was glorious.

I glanced over and saw that our three companions were also being embraced very closely by their husbands. In my delirious state of mind, I had no doubt that each one was in for the sex of a lifetime when she got home. I have to admit that I was extremely jealous.

Eventually, the group broke apart and we were dismissed to get dressed. I didn't want to go; I didn't want to put my dress back on and return to my little apartment alone. Instead, I wanted to rip off the undergarment and cavort naked among the brethren forever, to be passed around like a bitch in heat. I did go and get dressed, but I left my panties at the church.

On the way out, I worked up the courage to ask Daniel if he wanted to come back to my apartment for lunch and conversation. Of course, the only thing I had in my kitchen to eat was a bag of cookies. But it didn't matter because I fully planned to offer myself as the main course. To my delight, he accepted my invitation and drove me home.

In the car, my mind began to race. My bottom was still very sore and gloriously warm, but not as warm as my sopping wet vagina. I wanted this beautiful young man inside me; I needed him inside me. The only question was how to arrange it without simply attacking him. Now, as I explained earlier, I was certainly no stranger to sex - in fact, I'm willing to bet that I had more men before I was twenty-one than most women have had in an entire lifetime. I assure you that that is not necessarily a source of great pride for me; it's just a fact. However, I never had to seduce a man before. On the contrary, generally I had to keep them from just mauling me.

But Daniel was not like any man I had known before. I even considered that he might have been a virgin. I decided to wait until we were inside my apartment before I did or said anything. Besides, I was enjoying the ride and the sun beaming down on me through the car window. I truly felt like a woman blessed.

As we ascended the outside stairs that led to my apartment, I made sure to walk ahead of Daniel, just far enough that he could see part way up my dress. I don't know if he took advantage of it or not. Once inside, I invited him to sit at the kitchen table while I made coffee. He sat, and I chuckled out loud after he was settled. "You seem pretty comfortable," I said, looking at him. "Aren't you a little sore?"

He flashed me one of his sweet, innocent smiles. "It's not too bad," he said.

I returned his smile. "Well... I confess that I had a little trouble just sitting still in the car." I was fibbing a little, but I wanted to keep the conversation focused on the part of the body I was most interested in.

His smile faded. "I'm sorry... you should have said something. I would have driven more carefully."

He was actually serious about that - I could see it in his eyes. "It's okay," I said. "I'll survive." Then I dropped my hands to my bottom and massaged my warm cheeks through the cool cotton of my best summer dress, making very sure that he saw me doing it.

"Are you all right, Samantha?" he asked with true concern in his voice.

I pretended to be embarrassed. "Oh... I'm sorry," I said. "Just a little sore, that's all." I went back to making coffee and let the conversation wane for a moment. When I was ready to pursue the seduction, I turned back to him. "Will you take up your uncle's ministry?" I asked.

"I believe so," he replied. "Once I finish school and if he thinks I'm ready and worthy."

"What about the physical part?" I questioned. "You know, the ritual purging. Do you think you'll be able to do that?" I thought I was very clever at this point the way I steered the conversation.

"I honestly don't know," he said.

"Your uncle doesn't seem to have any trouble with it," I said.

"Well, he's had a lot of experience," Daniel said.

That was exactly the answer I was looking for - it gave me the opening I needed. "Daniel," I started, then hesitated. He looked at me expectantly. "If you ever need to practice... you know, if you ever want to practice on someone... you can do it on me."

His jaw actually dropped. "Samantha, are you serious?"

Was I ever serious! "Yes," I said, giving him a little reassuring smile. "I've been pretty wicked in my young life. I think I'm going to need a lot of purging."

I'm sure he had no idea how to respond to that. "I'm sorry," he said at last. "You seem... I can't imagine that you were ever that wicked... you seem so nice."

I inched closer to him, making sure that I was between him and the sun and hoping that my dress would be translucent. "Thank you for saying that," I said. "But I have been horrid for most of my life. Mark and Jenny and Pastor Samson have really helped me."

He nodded but said nothing.

I poured some coffee and handed him a cup. I sat down, making a show of squirming a little. I decided it was time to move the conversation to the next level - cast some bait and see what happened. "Daniel, can I ask you something... something perhaps a little strange?" He nodded. "The purging... being exposed in front of the congregation like that and then punished... it's so personal. How do you keep from getting a little...well, a little aroused?" There, I had it out in the open, although the question seemed innocent enough.

"What do you mean?" he asked, looking suddenly uncomfortable.

Okay, here was the challenge, I thought. "I mean... well, didn't you see the way Jill, Susan, and Kendra leaned into their husbands after the strapping? I'll bet they're at home in bed together right now. In fact, I have to admit - God forgive me - that I felt a little... well, excited myself."

He seemed to think for a moment before he gave me another reassuring smile. "My uncle says that that does happen sometimes, that it's the glory of God and the power of forgiveness that accompanies the celebration. It is life renewing itself."

Perhaps, I thought. But I wanted to experience the glory of Daniel - right where it counted most. I also would have welcomed another dose of the strap if what I wanted was a terrible sin. This was the moment and I had to seize it. I stood up and moved in behind him. I put my hands on his shoulders and kneaded the muscles of his neck. For more than a minute, I gave him a good massage. He didn't move or protest - I figured I had him. "Daniel, back at church... this morning... you really helped me get through the purging," I said. He started to say something, but I put a finger to his lips to stop him. "Please, let me finish," I said. "This is probably very wicked, but I... well, I'm attracted to you. This morning gave me ideas... ideas of you and me together. I'm sorry if I'm making you feel uncomfortable but I just thought... if you maybe felt a little closer to me that... that you could take me to bed."

I half expected him to voice a loud, indignant protest, leap out of his chair, call me a hussy or the whore of Babylon, and storm out the door. But he didn't. Instead, he clutched my tingling fingers and looked up at me. "Samantha, you're serious, aren't you?"

As I gazed intently into his gray eyes, I knew I was serious. "Yes," I replied.

"There is so much you don't know about me," he said.

"Likewise, I'm sure," I said. "But I think I know enough to trust you with my body. The rest I can learn as we spend more time together."

He gave me a long look, as though he was scanning me. "You are a beautiful woman, Samantha," he said finally.

Suddenly, overcome by lust, I unzipped my dress, pulled it over my head, and tossed it onto the floor. Then I unhooked my bra and tore it off. I stood before him now completely naked. "Please, Daniel," I said. "If this is a sin, you can whip me for it later. It will be worth it."

Okay, no man can resist that, and Daniel was no exception. Slowly, he stood and took my hands in his. Then he urged my quivering body toward my double bed. He stripped off his clothes and exposed an impressive erection. He proved to be a patient and sensitive lover, and I lost count of the number of times I came.

Later, when we were both completely spent, he held me in his arms and gently massaged my breasts. I leaned over and kissed him on the forehead. "Thank you," I said softly. "And I'm sorry. If that was a sin, then please whip me."

The expression on his face became very serious. "There's no reason to be sorry," he said. "It would have been a sin not to do what we did."

I think right there I would have asked him to please marry me for he really was the man of my dreams, the complete package. However, suddenly he slid out of bed and started to get dressed. "What's wrong?" I asked, now a bit concerned.

"Samantha, you are the most beautiful and generous woman I have ever known by far," he said. "A true gift from God. But..." He stopped and so did my breathing. "I am not the right man for you."

My face fell. "What do you mean?"

He gave another long look that I didn't like. "This is going to sound pretty stupid considering what we just did," he said. "But... well, I'm not really attracted to women."

Of all the things he could have said to me at that moment that was probably the most unexpected. "I...b-but..." I stammered.

"I'm sorry, Samantha," he said with real sadness in his voice. "I wish it weren't true, but it is. You don't deserve me... You deserve someone so much better... someone who will appreciate all of your qualities and treat you like a queen. I can't promise you that."

Okay, I won't drag this story out any longer. Needless to say, I was devastated by the revelation. I mean, I had the perfect man right there in my room; I had his semen still inside me. But I had to let him go. I felt like I was right back where I started when Angelo was killed.

I found it very difficult to work after this, especially with Daniel so close by. I also had trouble going back to church. One day, I broke down and confessed this all to Jenny. She was surprisingly understanding. Reluctantly, she helped me find a job with another magazine, and six months later, I was on my own again. I have been pretty much on my own ever since.

Don't get me wrong. I love to be whipped, spanked, and paddled. And I love men too. But I can never trust them again. And I know that I will never again find what I once had for the briefest of moments in the Salve Boulevard Church.


Susi's Story

As you can probably tell from my very slight accent, I was born and raised in the Middle East. My parents were both prominent physicians in Beirut during a time of relative peace in that region. However, they wanted even better opportunities for themselves and their two children, so when I was seventeen, they accepted positions in the US. Although my life up to that point had been good, I was very grateful for the move.

I hope I'm not being too immodest when I say that I was the child most parents dream about having. I didn't cause any trouble and was driven to succeed in the medical world my parents inhabited. As a result of my dedication to purpose, I was never punished growing up, let alone spanked.

However, my younger brother didn't share my ambition, my gratitude, or my obsession with playing by the rules. Although I never actually saw him getting disciplined by our father, I know it happened many times. No doubt, my brother's misfortunes were probably the start of my passion for spanking, especially as he told me about some of his experiences with the cane and paddle. Apparently both my parents, although considered liberal for the region, were still 'old school' when it came to the application of punishment.

I should quickly point out that I myself had absolutely no desire to experience the cane or paddle. Nor was I ever envious of my brother. Rather, I was envious of my parents because I wanted to be on the giving end. That is the primary reason why I keep coming back here.

Unfortunately, my desire to administer corporal punishment got pushed to the furthest regions of my brain as I began college. As I have said, I was very driven to succeed in my parents' world and so pursued my studies with nearly reckless passion. I completed my undergraduate degree and med school in seven years.

During my first year of residency, I decided that I wanted to be a neurologist. I completed a three year residency in internal medicine and was accepted into a neurology fellowship. Part of my training involved mentoring first year residents during their neurology rotation. This was something I didn't particularly enjoy. I have never had the patience to be a good teacher. Still, I accepted the responsibility and carried it out to the best of my ability.

Now, up to this point in my education, I had never felt or overtly experienced any discomfort or discrimination because I was a woman born in the Middle East. In fact, I hadn't even thought about it at all. I was just a doctor in a large medical center. That blissful naiveté was about to come to an end.

About half way through my first year as a fellow, my next two residents began their rotation. As was my custom, we first met in my office, which was in a rather remote part of the hospital. They were both young men from Saudi Arabia. When they entered the office, they both looked at me and scowled. Since I have a long last name and my first name is not really Susi, they probably assumed that I was, like them, a male from the Middle East.

I invited them to sit down, but they remained standing and continued to stare at me. "Is there some kind of problem?" I finally asked.

They looked at each other, then back to me. "You're a woman," one of them said.

I tried to laugh it off. "Nice power of observation, Doctor," I said.

"We were not expecting a woman," the other resident said.

I was getting a little irritated. In my eyes, I was a teacher and they were here to learn. My gender was irrelevant. "Does it make a difference?" I asked.

Again, they looked at each other. "Yes, it does," the first resident said. "You should be home taking care of your husband and family."

"And you should be covered," the second one added.

Now I was very irritated. I had worked very hard to get to where I was; I certainly wasn't going to listen to a couple of extreme chauvinists trying to live in the nineteenth century. "First of all, I am not Muslim," I began. "And second and most important, whether or not I am a female is totally unimportant to you. What is important is that I am the one assigned to guide you through your obligatory neurology rotation. For the next month, you will listen to me, follow me, and do what I tell you. Is that clear?"

They both looked very surprised. I am very certain that no woman had ever spoken to them like that before. They nodded their heads and sat down. We then proceeded to go over the nature of the rotation and what was expected of them. Nothing more was said about me being a woman, and I put it out of my mind.

The next week, however, I had a meeting with my mentor, a prominent neurologist that I admired very much. "Susi," he began with a very serious look on his face, "the word is going around that your two residents are saying bad things about you."

I was surprised, although, looking back, I shouldn't have been. "What kinds of bad things?"

"That you're incompetent mostly," he said. "Among other things." He held up his hand to stop my protestation before I could get it out of my mouth. "Susi, you are one of the best fellows I have ever had. I know that the word is untrue. Do you want me to intervene?"

I thought for a moment. To have my mentor intervene on my behalf would have been humiliating and potentially damaging to my reputation and career. "No, thank you," I said. "I will take care of it myself."

He smiled and leaned back in his chair. "Okay. But whatever you do, do it quickly before they do some real damage. And if you need me to back you up, you know I will."

I stood up, attempting to control my mounting anger. "Thank you."

For the next couple of days, I observed my two residents closely. I also listened carefully to the hospital gossip. They were both making mistakes that needed to be corrected. But what to do about it?

After some thought, I called them both into my office on a Friday afternoon. By this time, I had a considerable amount of documentation that, if made known, could seriously jeopardize their careers, maybe even get them discharged from their residencies.

They sat down and stared at me expectantly. After a moment's pause, I opened the folder containing the documentation I had accumulated. I then proceeded to lay out for them exactly what I had observed. "What do you have to say?" I asked.

They looked at each other sheepishly, but I didn't think I had really reached them yet. "We will try to improve," one of them said finally.

I scowled, but held my temper. "That is not nearly good enough," I declared. "I don't think you fully realize the position you're in or the position you have put me in. But I am not going to jeopardize my career on your behalf or allow myself to be intimidated by your misguided chauvinism." I paused to judge the effect my words were having on them. So far, nothing. "If I make this public, your futures will be ruined. You will be discharged from this training site and probably sent back to Saudi Arabia." Again, I paused. Now they began to look worried. At last I was reaching them. "I don't want to do that," I continued. "Because, in spite of your backward attitude toward women, you have shown some promise. Therefore, I believe we can handle this right here, right now. But only if you do what I tell you without question. Is that clear?"

They both nodded, and I could see the traces of a small smile crease their swarthy faces. I'm certain they thought they were being let off the hook. I thought about that as I watched them. I also thought about my younger brother, now a very successful engineer whose boss happened to be a woman. He had accepted her in that capacity because our mother had shown him how strong and determined a woman could be when challenged.

I had been challenged, and now it was time to rise up. I opened my bottom desk drawer and pulled out a sorority paddle one of my few friends had given me when I was in undergraduate school. I think her idea was that I join her sorority. Looking back, I'm sorry I didn't.

I stood up with the paddle in my hand, walked to the door and closed it. I glared at my two residents. "You two will now bare your bottoms and kneel down on the floor."

They stared at me in total disbelief. I think of all the things I could have told them to do, this was the furthest from their minds.

"Do it now!" I commanded in my best controlled voice.

"That is ridiculous," one of them declared. "We don't have to do what you say."

"No, you don't," I said. "You can leave this office right now and face a disciplinary hearing tomorrow. I am offering you a quick and decisive solution to our mutual problem and a lesson in how strong and determined a woman can be in America. You can either take your punishment like the men you are or deal with the consequences. It is your choice, but you need to make it right now. However, if you continue to disrespect my authority, I will make it my mission to destroy you."

Once again, the two sorry-looking residents looked at each other, apparently weighing their options and finally realizing they didn't have any left. "And if we submit to this, it is the end?" one of them asked.

"I can't promise you that," I said. "If you stop your rebellion and start acting like residents who need to learn basic neurology, what happens in this office stays in this office. Now, you have thirty seconds to make your choice. Then I call Dr. Spears and turn the matter over to him."

"All right," the second resident said. "What must we do?"

I smiled triumphantly. I have to admit that I was really looking forward to swinging the paddle. "Take off your pants and briefs and kneel down like you are praying to Allah."

They nodded to each other and stood up. I pushed the chairs to one side while they stripped out of their pants. Slowly, they sank to the floor with their heads down and their bottoms up. They stretched their arms out in front of them. I must admit that, even though I prefer women, I was more than a little aroused at the sight.

I gripped the paddle in my right hand and moved in behind, taking my time in order to savor the moment. Finally, I realized I had a job to do and I needed to get to it. With that in mind, I stepped in behind the first resident, marked my target, and swung the paddle as hard as I could, impacting both muscular cheeks simultaneously. He groaned and lurched forward slightly.

Quickly, I followed this stroke up with three more equally as hard, then stepped back and admired the red rectangles I had created.

I could hear a sigh. I'm sure he thought I was finished. However, I was just warming up. I stepped back and swung the paddle again, this time hitting the second resident. He too groaned but held his position. I struck three more times before I paused. They stole a glance at each other.

"I suspect you think this is over," I said. "But I assure you it is not. I fully intend to break you."

The first dared to look over his shoulder at me. "You cannot break me, you infidel bitch," he exclaimed.

I smiled. That was the remark I was hoping for. "We'll see."

There was no more talk after that. Alternating between the two bottoms, I swung the big paddle with abandon and authority. Their skin changed from red to dark red as the strokes kept falling. Their determination not to be broken was matched only my determination to break them. It became a contest of wills which I fully intended to win.

And win I did. I don't know how many stokes I applied, probably close to a hundred each. But finally, the second resident held up his right hand. "Please...no more," he said.

I looked at his face and saw the tears in his eyes. His bottom was bruised all over. I touched the first resident's bottom with the paddle. "What about you?" I asked.

He too held up his right hand - a sign of submission. "Please...I've had enough."

I stepped back, trying to decide if they were sincere. I decided to test them. "What do you have to say?"

"I...I am sorry for my behavior," they both said at the same time.

"And do you accept my authority, even though I am a woman?"

"Yes."

Immediately, I applied two fast strokes to each upturned bottom. "Yes, what?"

"Yes, ma'am," they replied.

I smiled again. "Okay, get up and stand with your faces against the wall until I tell you to turn around."

Slowly and painfully, they stood up and moved to their assigned positions. As I watched them, I realized that I was incredibly aroused, so aroused, in fact, that I decided to give them one more test before I released them. I stripped out of my pants and panties and sat down in my office chair with my legs spread as far apart as I could make them. "Okay, turn around," I ordered.

They turned and were greeted by the sight of a woman's naked lower half, open and beckoning. They said nothing, but I thought I could tell what they were thinking. Still, I had no intention of giving these two reformed chauvinist any kind of reward. "One by one, crawl over here and tongue me to orgasm," I said.

I was a bit surprised at how easy this was turning out to be. In an instant, the first resident got down on his hands and knees and crawled over to me. He looked up at me; I pushed his head down and locked it between my legs. At first, he was a bit tentative; however, he got the idea and made his tongue do its work while I moaned and gyrated. I came within two or three minutes.

After I had recovered from this climax, I released him and pushed him back with my feet. Then I beckoned to the second resident. "Your turn," I said.

He wasted no time in complying. He worked fast and efficiently, and I came the second time much harder.

"All right," I said, after I had regained my breath. "Get dressed and get out of here. I will expect you for rounds at 8:00 am tomorrow."

They appeared disappointed, but did what they were told. I was very glad because I don't think I could have kept this up any longer. I was exhausted.

After that Friday afternoon, I never had any more trouble with these two miscreants. In fact, they turned out to be very attentive and evolved into excellent doctors. I learned that I truly enjoy spanking, although I rarely got the opportunity after that. Over time, I have found a few willing men and women, but nothing equaling the thrill of that first time when I broke two determined chauvinists and struck a blow - literally - for women's rights.

Now I have discovered The Manor and can satisfy my needs and desires among you.


Bonnie's Story

Listening to the last four stories, I must say that I tend to agree with Susi that there might be a pattern emerging. Perhaps we could apply to the federal government for a grant to study it; we could call it, The Influence of Childhood Development on the Latent Adult Interest in Corporal Punishment.

I was born and raised in Johnson County, Kentucky, about five miles outside of Paintsville. I was the youngest of seven children. My father was a coal miner who became a professional musician later in life. My mother was a schoolteacher. Although I was raised in a part of Appalachia in which corporal punishment of wives and children was a long standing tradition, going all the way back to the first settlers, my parents considered themselves 'enlightened'. Thus, I was never spanked the whole time I was growing up. My oldest siblings sometimes talked about being taken to the woodshed, however. And occasionally, my father's mother - Granny Hankins, we called her - would describe what she called the 'Saturday Night Ritual' she and my grandfather engaged in during the Depression years. It seems that every Saturday night, after my grandfather got home from work, the children would line up - my father included - and list their sins for the week. My grandfather would then whip them with a leather strap. After the whipping, Granny Hankins would put them in the bathtub. Granny explained that this process would guarantee that each child was clean - both inside and out - for church the following Sunday morning.

Even though my father had little good to say about this ritual, I sometimes found myself feeling a little jealous. I mean, there was so much love and goodness in that family. My grandparents and seven aunts and uncles remained close until death began taking its toll. You know, the family homestead really had a woodshed, and in the woodshed there really was a heavy leather strap hanging on a nail. As a girl, I used to go into the woodshed and try to imagine what it must have been like to have been bent over, bottom fully exposed, getting soundly whacked by a well-meaning parent. I even took the strap off the nail a few times and struck myself with it - trying to produce the same effect, I guess. Of course, all I did was cause pain. However, I believe it was that fantasy that triggered my interest in spanking and perhaps made me enjoy being on the receiving end. Actually, the woodshed and the leather strap were still there, virtually untouched, as of four years ago, which is the last time I was on that land - my older brothers sold off nearly the entire homestead after my mother died.

As I said before, my father became a professional musician. Family string bands were (and still are) quite common in eastern Kentucky and West Virginia, where tradition is a quality to be honored, not scorned. As a girl, I used to love sitting on the front porch listening to my father and uncles produce music that dated back a hundred years.

In my teens, the family and I discovered that I had a real talent for music - a powerful singing voice coupled with dexterity and the ability to master stringed instruments. By the time I was seventeen, I was touring with the Hankins family band, earning a little money and gaining valuable experience in the music world. During a summer bluegrass festival in Ashland, Kentucky, I was approached by a young man. He introduced himself as Orson Frost from Parkersburg, West Virginia. He said he was beginning a career as a promoter and agent of local artists who were dedicated to preserving the musical heritage that so characterized the Appalachians. He said he wanted to represent me and get me on tour with a number of emerging artists.

I was eighteen at the time and just out of high school. I wanted to be a musician but knew that my particular style - still evolving, of course - really didn't fit well with my father's band. I think that I wanted to do what Alison Krause has done - of course, this was a few years before her career really took off. After some discussion with both Orson and my family, I agreed. During that summer and the rest of the year, two things happened: I developed and matured as an artist and musician and I fell in love with Orson Frost.

He fell in love with me too, and we were married the following year. From the beginning, he made it clear that he was in charge of both my career and our relationship. This didn't bother me at all; I've never been very assertive - lack of confidence, I guess. And I was more than happy to concentrate on music and let him make the major decisions - after all, he was still my agent as well as my husband.

We did pretty well on the concert tour. However, Orson felt that I should attempt to record; he said that's where the real money was. I didn't disagree - I never disagreed with him. He wanted to make money for the two of us, and I wanted to share my family's music with the world. We made and distributed a few demo tapes, and I continued playing wherever I could. Finally, after six months of promoting, Orson got me an audition with a prominent producer with a very reputable recording company.

We had to travel to Pittsburgh to meet him, and I was very nervous because I understood quite well how much this meant to both of us. The audition was at ten in the morning, and by nine I was so nervous that my fingers were shaking and I could barely remember my name let alone the lyrics and melodic patterns to the three songs I was going to perform. Orson's words of encouragement were of little help.

The producer and his assistant set me up in a small studio outside his office. However, when I received my prompt to begin, I fumbled with my guitar and eventually let it slip out of my hands. Fortunately, it wasn't damaged. I picked it up and started to play the opening strains of the Bill Monroe classic, Blue Moon of Kentucky. I got the guitar work right, but I forgot the words and started to laugh. In fact, after a couple of minutes, I couldn't stop laughing. Needless to say, the audition was over right then and there.

Orson apologized to the producer, claiming I was just too nervous to go on. Then, he came into the recording booth, took the guitar out of my hands, and pulled me out of the chair. He never said a word - just escorted me out of the office and to our van. I was no longer laughing, especially as I looked at the expression on his face - it wasn't pleasant.

He didn't explode until we got back to our motel room. By then, I no longer felt nervous - I was terrified because I had never really seen Orson angry before. Once we were inside with the door closed, he told me to sit down, which I did immediately. He remained standing, seeming to tower over me. "Do you know what you just did?" he asked after glaring at me for at least a minute.

I lowered my eyes - I just couldn't look at him. "I'm sorry, Orson," I said meekly.

He shook his head. "What happened to you in there, anyway?" he persisted.

"I don't know; I just got nervous, I guess," I said. I was a master of understatement.

He started to pace the floor. His eyes were blazing. "Damn it, Bonnie. We may never get another chance like that," he exclaimed. "I don't know if I can even get you another audition."

"I'm sorry, Orson," I repeated, as if that would make all the difference in the world.

He scowled. "And even if I could get you another audition, there's no guarantee you wouldn't mess it up again." I started to say something - although I have no idea what - but it was obvious he wasn't listening. "There's just one thing to do now," he said. Then he looked at me again.

"What?" I asked fearfully.

He flashed me a rather evil-looking grin. "What any red blooded husband would do, especially if he comes from where you're from."

"What's that?" I questioned naively.

Unceremoniously, he unbuckled his wide leather belt and pulled it through the loops of his pants. He doubled it and gripped the ends with his right hand. "Maybe I can whip some of the nervous nonsense out of you," he said, and he slapped the belt against the palm of his left hand as if to emphasize his statement.

Not ever having been whipped before, his bold statement both terrified and intrigued me at the same time. I dared to look at him, as if to determine whether or not he was serious. Even though I was very young and relatively inexperienced, I could see the resolve in his eyes. I was going to get a whipping. And a part of me quickly determined that I probably deserved it for the way I had foolishly allowed myself to get so anxious. Still, I had to lodge at least a token protest. "Please, Orson," I pleaded. "I won't do it again - I swear."

He laughed. "Pull your dress above your waist, lower your panties, and bend over the bed," he ordered.

I was amazed by the boldness of the order. He said it so casually that one might think he had done it a hundred times. Later, I asked him about it, and he swore he had never before even touched another woman's bare bottom. However, he admitted, he had heard his father whip his mother and older sister many times while growing up. He said it just seemed natural.

As you might imagine, a lot of conflicting emotions raced through my mind as I weighed the gravity of the situation. Eventually, I came to the conclusion that it would be better to submit than to try to argue with him or threaten him. I loved my husband with all my heart, and I knew he was only considering what was best for the two of us. Orson Frost was anything but a cruel or sadistic man. During the time we were married, he had occasion to whip me many times, but I really don't believe that he ever once enjoyed it or even wanted to. He was a good and pure man, always dedicated to our happiness.

Anyway, within a minute or two, I found myself on my knees on the floor with my upper body pressed against the bed. I closed my eyes, determined to just let whatever was going to happen, happen. "I said to bare your bottom," he said.

Immediately, I reached behind me, raised the hem of my best dress above my waist, and lowered my panties to just below my thighs. I then blushed in spite of the fact that my husband had seen my bare bottom every night since we'd been married. He had even taken me from behind many times - it was my favorite position. Once again, I closed my eyes and listened to him approach me.

"This is for your own good, Bonnie," he declared. Then I heard the swish and felt the air move behind me. Then the belt bit into my unprotected rear. I wasn't prepared for the magnitude of the pain. I shrieked and reared up. He pushed me back down. "We have a long way to go," he said. "Try to relax and take it, and think about not getting so nervous the next time you audition." He accompanied this statement with a succession of hard swats that nearly took my breath away. I gasped and hyperventilated. My bottom swayed from side to side but I didn't try to get up. I was determined to take my punishment like a good girl.

The whipping continued for what seemed like an hour. One blow after another; absolutely relentless and without any mercy whatsoever. Tears filled my eyes as jolts of pain shot through my body. I finally knew what it must have been like for my father and his siblings in that woodshed. It wasn't pleasant, but I did accept it as an act of love and not cruelty. I guess I did get a little aroused by it as well. I mean, my bottom was fully exposed to the man I loved more than anyone else in the world. And I was involuntarily grinding my pelvis into the soft mattress, giving my clitoris an unexpected massage. It was - at least to me at the time - a very strange, yet pleasant sensation.

Finally, after probably fifty or so hard swats (I wasn't really counting), Orson stopped. I heard the belt drop to the floor and I opened my eyes, releasing a flood of tears. Quickly, I cast a glance over my shoulder. Orson looked very sad as he examined my poor wounded bottom. "I didn't want to do that, Bonnie," he said softly.

"I know," I said. "I'm sorry."

He touched my burning right cheek with his hand and gave it a very gentle rub. It was a sensation that nearly sent me over the edge. Suddenly, I wanted him to take me in his arms and make love to me more than anything else in the world.

"Hold me, Orson... please," I said. He helped me stand up and pulled me into an embrace. He kissed me sweetly on the forehead and then the lips. I looked into his eyes and saw the sadness. This made me want him all the more. "Honey... I know I don't deserve it, but... please make love to me," I said.

His eyes widened. "You want to make love... after I whipped you so badly?"

"Yes... please," I affirmed. Then, as if to reinforce my request, I stripped out of my dress and underwear and stood before him completely naked.

How could any man resist that? I mean, here's a naked woman with a freshly spanked bottom, begging to be fucked. Orson didn't resist. Gently, he pushed me back down on the bed and shed his own clothes. He was sporting the largest, most beautiful erection I had ever seen on him. Now, my husband was the first man I had ever had, so I had nothing to compare him to. However, I think I climaxed every time he took me. I don't know if that happens to other women; in fact, I know it probably sounds very peculiar in this room among all women, but I swear it's true.

We had sex and I felt wonderful, like a brand new woman, almost like I was reborn. Later that night, while he slept, I got up and sat at the little desk. I was still naked and my clitoris and vagina were still tingling. I gazed at my husband for several minutes, then wrote a song in fifteen minutes. The song was called, What You Did Before We Did It. It turned out to be the best song I ever wrote.

[Here she paused her narrative and whispered: "I kiss the ring you gave me and take the hand that'll save me from myself, from my sin; let us begin..."]

I'm sorry, but I just can't sing that anymore. But it does have a nice melody to it.

The next morning, I woke Orson up, and we made love once again. Afterward, I played the song for him. He suggested some improvements in the words and melody, but indicated that he liked it very much. Later, he called the producer and convinced him to give me one more chance. This time, with my husband smiling encouragement at me, I gave one of the best performances of my life, especially when I sang my new song, which had so much meaning for me. The producer was sold, and I was signed to a recording deal.

Now, at this point in my story, you might be wondering, if my life was going so well and I was so much in love with my husband, what am I doing here? Well, I wish things had gone on like they were forever. But it was not meant to be. Sixteen months later, not long after we had finished recording all the songs for my debut album, we were involved in a car accident late at night, coming back from a concert. I was badly injured. But Orson was killed.

After I got out of the hospital, I was barely able to function. All I could think about was how much I missed my husband. Of course, my siblings rallied around me, and eventually, I recovered. However, I could never perform again - my heart just wasn't in it. So, I took the money from the sale of my album and the settlement I received from the accident and went to college. I found that I liked school, especially studying music. Thus, I didn't stop until I had a PhD, eight years later.

I was particularly interested in the folk rhythms of the Appalachian musicians. I have recorded many family string bands and preserved as much of the heritage as possible. I have even written a book on the subject.

To this day, eighteen years after that terrible accident, I still miss Orson. I have had relationships with other men, but none has proven to be even remotely satisfying. I suppose that's why I continue to come to The Manor and take whippings. I close my eyes and pretend that he is behind me, showing me how much he loves me and cares about me. And who knows? Maybe he really is guiding your hand even if you don't realize it.


Dorothea's Story

Bonnie, that was a very touching story. It made me realize - perhaps for the first time - that there really can be such a thing as true love between a man and a woman and that some men may have real value. The death of your Orson truly was a tragedy.

Well, if you look at me you can easily see that I am a bit different from the rest of you. Obviously, I am a little larger and perhaps a bit more built up, but I am also much older. In keeping with the early childhood theme, I will begin by telling you that my father was a captain in the Marines and fought in the Pacific theater during World War Two, as well as Korea. Of course, by the time I and my two brothers came along in the mid to late fifties, he was a civilian. However, he never lost that military bearing or the officer's need to instill discipline in his command.

My father married my mother in 1953, not long after he mustered out of the Marines. I was the oldest, born in 1954. If my father was disappointed he had a girl first, he never said anything to me about it. Of course, he never really treated me as a girl either. And then again, he didn't have much time to think about it. Fifteen months after I was born, my first brother, Tom, came along, and thirteen months after that, Mike was born.

Although my father was what you might call a martinet, my mother was an angel who did her best to insulate us from his intractability - probably, I suspect, enduring physical discipline on our behalf. Unfortunately, she died in 1968. Being the oldest and the only female in the family, my father delegated the running of the household to me. This included disciplining my two brothers, and, as it turned out, this was the one task at which I truly excelled. I was bigger, stronger, and smarter than they were, and within two years of our mother's death, they were doing exactly what I told them to do, if they wanted to keep from getting paddled. As the years passed, we developed a very close bond that persists to this day.

I excelled in school and graduated from high school at sixteen. I graduated from nursing school in 1973 and went to work in a hospital for about three months. However, I quickly became bored with the never ending routine and frustrated with the hierarchy. Thus, I was looking for something else, something a bit more challenging and personally rewarding. I found it in the military.

Tom enlisted in the Army about the time I graduated. He was sent to Vietnam and, even though the war was winding down, he was badly wounded two months after he landed - stepped on a booby trap. He spent two months in a military hospital, then two more months in rehab back home. I went to see him as often as I could and got recruited by one of the nurses. Like my father and brother before me, I guess I wanted to test myself in a crucible of fire.

For the first five months after my basic training, I was in a field hospital about thirty miles north of Saigon. This was early 1974, and the war, although practically over (at least for us), was still producing casualties. We actually received casualties almost continuously, and all of us worked at least twelve hours a day, seven days a week. The work was stimulating and exciting, but also a bit fatiguing and sometimes depressing, especially seeing so many young men die or experience permanent disability.

I also found it interesting to observe the young men's mixed reactions to being wounded and then recover. Many of them seemed grateful to regain full function. However, at the same time, they expressed a deep fear of being sent back out into the fighting. While I could easily understand that fear, I also understood how fear can be debilitating. We needed experienced soldiers in the field, and we couldn't afford to let these men sit idle once their wounds were fully healed (of course, you realize that this was before we knew very much about post-traumatic stress disorder).

I would get particularly upset and frustrated with soldiers whose injuries were largely superficial - non-penetrating bullet wounds, shrapnel wounds, snake bites. Often, these men would not follow the prescribed treatment plan and actually get sicker as a result, as though they were deliberately sabotaging their health in hopes of getting sent home. The longer I was in the country the more bothered I got by this and occasionally - when no one was watching me - I would say unkind words to these men, challenge their manhood. And if they continued to whine, I even slapped a few of them, perhaps emulating General Patton in Sicily.

One day, I discussed my frustration with one of the doctors. He told me that he had seen much the same behavior and attributed it to what was called post-traumatic stress syndrome (PTSD). He further told me that he had developed a radical treatment program for such cases but hadn't yet been able to implement it because he couldn't find the right staff members. Of course, I asked him to explain the treatment program to me.

Somewhat reluctantly he said that his idea was based on the dual principles of positive and negative reinforcement. Quite simply, he proposed to administer corporal punishment to any soldier who expressed a fear to return to active duty. Then, if, at the end of the discipline session, the soldier began to show signs of regaining his courage, he would receive a reward in the form of a sexual liaison.

I have to admit that I found the idea rather intriguing, especially the corporal punishment part. During the discussion, I revealed that I had, on many occasions, paddled my two younger brothers to tears and that they had grown to be good, strong men as a result. Immediately after this revelation, Dr. Berzulli smiled at me and asked me to join him in implementing his program, dubbed 'post injury motivation training' or PIMT. I was flattered to be considered for so important a task, especially as young as I was, and agreed immediately. I was getting tired of being in the field anyway. We had been bombed several times, and I was actually worried that I might be developing some PTSD myself.

Two weeks later, Dr. Berzulli and I, along with three other nurses, were setting up a wing in a hospital in Saigon. Our first patient was a nineteen-year-old private from Rhode Island. He had been shot in the left arm during a fire fight on a routine patrol. His wound hadn't been that serious, and he should have been reactivated within two weeks. However, in the field hospital, he continuously experienced trembling and nausea and was deemed unfit for active duty. Thus, instead of being sent back home (as he no doubt desired), he was referred to us. His name was Tom.

When Tom first arrived, we examined him thoroughly just to make sure he had no underlying organic problems, such as some kind of occult infection or neural trauma. Once we were satisfied that physically he really was all right, we began to implement the plan. Phase one of the plan consisted of Dr. Berzulli and I escorting Tom to what we called the punishment room. This was a small room with white walls decorated only with posters of soldiers in fighting poses. The only furniture consisted of three straight back wooden chairs arranged in a triangle and a single bed against one wall.

Dr. Berzulli explained to Tom that he was suffering from PTSD and that this would cripple him for life if left untreated. He further explained that the young soldier would be paddled on the bare bottom until he admitted that he was afraid. At that point, he would be rewarded with a visit from a young American woman (Tom was told that she would be a nurse; however, in reality, the two women we were using were prostitutes recruited and trained specifically for this mission). As a post script, Dr. Berzulli told Tom that he had no real choice but to go along with the treatment program as prescribed, just in case he was thinking about refusing (the only other option was court martial and dishonorable discharge).

Immediately upon the conclusion of the explanation, I produced a large fraternity type paddle that had been painted olive green. I ordered Tom to remove his pajama bottoms and drape himself across my lap. When he hesitated, I reminded him that I was a captain (very recently appointed) and that he was a private, and that he had been assigned to me and was thus subject to my orders - he would obey or be brought up on charges of insubordination. During a war, this kind of charge carried some very serious consequences, which Tom understood very well.

I could certainly tell that he was ambivalent about the whole thing (I could hardly blame him). However, he was pragmatic enough to realize that he had no real choice but to comply. Thus, a moment later, naked from the waist down, he came across my lap. I have to admit that I was instantly aroused. However, I concealed it well - I was a professional and this was therapy, nothing more, I kept reminding myself.

Nonetheless, as I gazed down upon my target, a rounded and muscular young male bottom submissively presented, I hesitated, momentarily afraid of what I was thinking. I wouldn't have minded at all to have been the one who had the sexual liaison with him after the paddling - as long as I could be on top, of course. I bit my lower lip hard enough to draw a drop of blood, raised the paddle over my head, and brought it down full force directly across the center of the two fleshy cheeks. Tom shuddered and groaned; his legs flailed. Quickly, remembering the way I would overpower my brothers, I pinned his legs with my own and struck once again with the paddle. "Ow..." he cried.

I wasn't impressed by the token protest and realized that this battle tested young soldier would probably require a long hard session before he would break. I determined that I would, indeed, give him such a session. Thus resolved, I brought the paddle down yet a third time, rippling the taut flesh. Once again, he moaned and squirmed, his legs twisting between mine. "Tom, you will endure this as long as it is truly necessary," I said as calmly as I could. "Remember, you are in control."

He glanced up at me with wide eyes, but not yet as filled with fear and pain as I would have liked. I gripped his right wrist with my left hand and pulled his arm tight across his back. Then I delivered a succession of ten hard fast blows with the paddle. He shrieked with the sudden severity of the pain. A few seconds later, I repeated the sequence. His entire bottom was now a mass of red. He was breathing more heavily and squirming against my body. I was beginning to get very aroused. I shook that off and issued another twenty strokes as fast as I could. He trembled; tears filled his eyes. "Jesus..." he shouted. "The bullet didn't hurt anything like this."

I smiled and rested the paddle on his very warm backside. "That's probably true, Tom," I said. "But remember, it will only get worse the more you keep forgetting that you're a soldier who has a duty to his unit and his country." For good measure, I followed this up with ten more solid whacks, concentrating the last five on the most tender portion of his upper thighs.

"Please, for God's sake... what do you want me to say? Please tell me - what do you want me to say?" He was beginning to plead rather pathetically.

I delivered five more hard shots. "First, let me remind you, Private, that you're addressing a captain in the United States Army," I bellowed in my best officer's voice.

He shuddered. "Excuse me, ma'am," he said. "If you please, Captain, tell me what I need to do or say."

"Would you like me to stop, soldier?" I asked.

He nodded his sweating head immediately. "Yes, ma'am."

"Tell me how your arm feels now? Do you still believe that you are unable to report to your old unit for field duty?"

He hesitated for a few seconds and I used that time to deliver a few more carefully aimed strokes. "I... feel better," he finally replied.

I struck again... a thundering blow that caused him to suck in at least a liter of air. "You didn't answer the question completely," I said.

"Yes, ma'am. I can go back," he said. And I believe he was sincere. His poor bottom looked like he had sat down on a land mine.

I set the paddle down beside the chair and released his arms and legs. "You are a good soldier and a credit to your unit," I said. "We need fighting men like you in the field. Now, go lie down on the bed and you will be rewarded."

Tom slid carefully off my lap and stood up. At first, he was a bit unsteady on his feet but quickly recovered. He glanced over at the small bed with its pristine white sheets that looked so inviting. I wanted to be the one to escort him over, but I knew I dare not. As an officer, I was compelled by my oath to keep my distance. I masturbated furiously as soon as I was alone, however, I can tell you.

Tom looked back at me as though confused. I smiled and nodded. "Take off your shirt," I instructed, "and lie down. I will summon your nurse." To illustrate my point, I lifted myself from the chair and walked over to the closed door. I opened it a crack and peered into the brightly lit corridor. A few feet away was Connie, one of the prostitutes the Medical Corps had recruited. She was a petite but voluptuous blonde who had been a middle class call girl in San Diego. She had lots of experience with servicemen. In fact, she had been engaged to be married to a Marine sergeant. However, he was killed somewhere in the jungle a few months before we started our mission. Thus, she was more than ready to provide her services to aid our cause. I looked at her and beckoned with my index finger. She flashed a wicked smile. She was wearing a white uniform that looked very much like a nurse uniform. I must say that few nurses I ever knew looked that good, however, either in uniform or out.

Connie entered the room and proceeded directly to where the young, well-paddled private was now reclining nervously on the bed. His eyes nearly burst out of their sockets when he saw her. "Private, this nurse is specially trained to accommodate your physical needs. Place yourself in her hands and she will take good care of you. You've earned the reward." I nodded once again and stepped through the door, closing it behind me as soon as I was in the corridor. How I wanted to stay and watch... and perhaps even participate.

Later that day, Connie reported that Tom had been one of the best lovers she had ever had, revealing that he had come twice in less than thirty minutes and had actually brought her to orgasm. I can't tell you how jealous I was to hear that.

Two days after that first encounter, Private Tom was back with his platoon, patrolling the jungle. A few months later, as the fighting was nearly over completely, I learned that he had been promoted to corporal and was considered to be a top soldier. Eventually, he was wounded again - this time to both legs and was sent home for rehab. A part of me was sorry that he had been wounded; a part of me was glad he hadn't been killed. And another part of me felt a little pang of guilt about the treatment we were providing to put these men back into harm's way. But that was the mission, good or bad.

Flushed with the success of our first patient, Dr. Berzulli and I plunged into the mission without any hesitation. Over the next four weeks, we 'treated' thirteen young soldiers, including three second lieutenants and a captain. All of them were properly serviced by either Connie or Barbara and returned to active duty. There were no failures at all.

Now, as one might expect, a program of the type I just described is bound to attract attention, especially if it is successful. Thus, three months after PIMT was initiated, we received visitors from the Army High Command and the office of the adjutant general. They spent several hours reviewing our documentation and interviewing both myself and Dr. Berzulli. And once they were finished with their investigation, they praised Dr. Berzulli for his initiative and his novel approach to treating combat induced PTSD.

Then they went back to Washington and made their report. A month later, the order came for us to suspend operations. There was no detailed explanation for the order. However, Dr. Berzulli always maintained that two things had killed the PIMT Project: the liberal use of the prostitutes we had recruited and professional jealousy.

In order to square things with the two of us, both Dr. Berzulli and I were reassigned. He was promoted to colonel and sent to Germany while I was promoted to major and put in charge of a hospital in Hawaii - hard to complain about that, especially considering how young I was.

The night before we went our separate ways, Dr. Berzulli and I finally got together. Up to that point, we had maintained a professional distance. However, we would likely never see each other again and were naturally attracted to each other. We began in his quarters, which were better than mine. We had a few drinks, and he surprised me. He said that he believed the success we had had was largely due to my amazing prowess with the paddle. Then he dropped his pants, crossed over to me, and lowered himself across my lap. "I would greatly appreciate a thorough demonstration," he said. "Just out of professional curiosity, of course"

I was rather stunned by the request. I respected and admired Dr. Berzulli and, although I have already admitted that I enjoyed every paddling I ever administered to our boys in uniform, I had never put my supervisor into the same category. He was a good looking man, though, so the temptation was clearly there and I quickly gave in to it.

With a heavy wooden ruler I found on the desk next to where I was sitting, I laid into his round, muscular bottom as though he had been a patient instead of my superior officer. He groaned and moaned, squirmed and twisted, but he took all I had to give, which was considerable - after all, I wasn't certain whether I would ever do this to a man again.

Once I was tired of spanking him, I pushed him off my lap. He responded by rising up to his knees and burying his sweating face between my legs. Seizing the moment, I put my hands on top of his head, lifted my skirt, spread my legs, and directed his mouth and tongue to my long neglected womanhood. He turned out to be very gifted in the pleasure department, and I quickly lost track of the number of orgasms I experienced.

About thirty minutes later, we were both naked and crawling all over each other in his bed. I must say that over the years, I have had sex with many men. However, that night with Dr. Berzulli was the best I ever had. Unfortunately, the next morning we got up, packed our things, and went our separate ways. I never saw him again and learned that he had gotten married in Germany, probably to a professional dominatrix.

As for me, I ran the hospital in Hawaii like the worst kind of martinet, even spanking the naughty bottoms of those males and females that I thought would take it in the right spirit and not tell anyone. I stayed there for five years.

By the time I returned to the mainland, the Vietnam War was only an unpleasant memory. I stayed in the Army and went through graduate school to become a specialist in psychiatric nursing. I retired after twenty years with the rank of colonel. Now I take consulting jobs for industry - motivating employees and teaching disciplinary methodology.

And of course I come here to The Manor as often as possible. Magda was a client at one time, but now she is a trusted friend, as are the rest of you.


Calixta's Story

I think my story may be somewhat unique - even among this rather distinguished and, may I say, perverted group. Although I've managed to lose most of the accent and mannerisms, I grew up in the seat of a relatively small county in northern Mississippi. My father was a county commissioner; however, he was also a prominent defense attorney, sometimes fancying himself as another Atticus Finch. Because he was soft on crime and criminals, he was also soft on me while I was growing up.

My mother gave me my somewhat unique name. She grew up in Louisiana, around New Orleans. She had two degrees in English literature; however, her favorite author was Kate Chopin. She took my name from the main character in the story, The Storm. Although I never asked her, I always wondered if there was any significance to that since the story is about a pretty rural woman who commits adultery with a member of the landed gentry. My parents seemed to love each other, but who knows? As we all know only too well, adults can have secret lives.

My parents didn't exactly ignore me while I was growing up. Rather, they indulged me. They were big fish in a small pond, and I was their only child. No matter what I did, I was never spanked, never chastised in any way; I never even heard a harsh word from either of them. Naturally, as a result of this liberal and soft upbringing, I became more and more daring. By the time I was a teenager, I actually believed that I could do anything I wanted - and not just at home, but in the community as well. At thirteen, I was openly smoking and drinking. At fourteen, I was having sex with any boy who would have me (and there were many, believe me). I would also borrow my mother's big Cadillac and speed up and down the long country roads that dissected the acres of cotton fields.

Sometimes I would get stopped, but nothing would ever come of it. The sheriff was a tired old man nearing retirement. He and my father were such good friends that I called him Uncle Billy. Both full time deputies were men in their thirties who were not particularly bright or inspired. I would flash them a little thigh or cleavage and they would melt. By the time I was sixteen, I was giving both of them blow jobs. True, it kept me out of trouble; however, I also enjoyed seeing them squirm with pleasure - Lydia is certainly right about an attractive woman's ability to manipulate men. The power can become intoxicating. However, unlike Lydia, I don't think I ever really enjoyed the power. I think I would have been far happier if one of those deputies had turned me over his knee and given me what my parents never could.

If things had continued like that, I believe my life would have spiraled out of control and I would not be here today to tell you this story. But things did not continue like that. In the fall of my senior year in high school, Uncle Billy announced his retirement as sheriff. Two people came forth to run for election: Tom Kimball, one of the two full time deputies, and Eudora Farmdale, a sergeant on one of the local police departments and the only female officer of rank in the entire county. During the brief campaign, Tom promised to basically preserve the status quo, while Eudora promised a strict interpretation of the law and swift and merciless justice for any offenders. I didn't think too much of it at the time, but I believe she was thinking of me and my friends, who were, by now, virtually terrorizing the county.

Much to the surprise of many observers, Eudora Farmdale won the election and almost immediately went into action. First, she raised eyebrows by closing down a brothel and two roadhouses that sponsored back room poker games. All of these had operated in the county for more than twenty years with the full knowledge and tacit blessing of every previous law enforcement official. Next, she went after illegal immigrants working in the fields and clamped down hard on speeders and drag racers along Highway 42. She received federal funding to hire more deputies, deputies who shared her strict interpretation of the law and her zeal for enforcement ("You break the law in my county and you will pay the full price - absolutely no exceptions!")

True to my rebellious nature, I was not about to be intimidated. The fact that Sheriff Eudora Farmdale was at least six feet tall and two hundred pounds of pure muscle only made the challenge more interesting. Somehow, we managed to stay out of each other's way until the beginning of June. The night following my high school graduation, I went out with Tammy and Lorinda, my two closest friends since grade school. Totally unconcerned and uninhibited, we visited the infamous Balou's Roadhouse, where we debauched ourselves in a grand style. We drank heavily and took turns having sex with a group of bikers.

I actually remember very little of that night. The roadhouse closed at around four, as I recall, and the three of us piled into my new Mustang. I don't know where we were planning on going - if we were planning anything; however, we never made it. Instead, we ran off the road and crashed through the side of Vernon Eller's barn. Fortunately, no one was hurt. In fact, I remember that we thought what we had done was the funniest thing any of us had ever seen.

Vernon Eller didn't think it was funny, however. He called the sheriff immediately. As she surveyed the damage, Eudora Farmdale didn't think it was funny either. In spite of our protestations and threats, she arrested all three of us. I mean, she handcuffed us, read us our rights, drove us to the county jail, booked us, and threw us in a cell. This sobered us up in a hurry, as you might well imagine. However, I wasn't all that concerned. I figured that in the morning I would make one phone call to my father and the trouble would just go away, vanish as though it had never happened. Thus, armed with such naive confidence, I lay down on the cot in the cell and went to sleep, my head heavy with alcohol and my vagina still dripping with biker semen.

Four hours later, the three of us were shaken awake by one of the deputies. "Time to go," he announced.

I opened my eyes slowly. The light stabbed at my brain like a Bowie knife. Still, being hung over was hardly a new experience for me, and I quickly shook it off. I rolled off the cot and staggered to my feet. I had a headache and felt a little sore, both from the crash and all the sex. As my eyes adjusted to the light, I looked at the deputy - one of the new ones Eudora hired. He was tall and rather well put together. I smiled at him seductively. I noticed that he had a light grip on my arm; I didn't resist it. "You know, Deputy... if you're nice to me, I can be nice to you," I whispered. When I was eighteen, I always woke up aroused. And here before me was a good looking man - I would have blown him and not thought twice about it.

He glared at me. "I'm not certain what you mean by that, Miss Dimitri," he said. "But there is no point in exploring it further.'

"Pity," I said, never losing my smile. "I suppose our fathers are here to take us home."

The deputy shook his head. "I don't know if any of your fathers are here," he said. "You are scheduled to go before Judge Culpepper."

The word judge got my attention; my companions as well. "Why?" I asked.

"Arraignment," he said as he opened the cell door to lead us out. "You've been booked on DUI, destruction of property, resisting arrest, and possession of cocaine."

For the first time in my young life, I felt a sliver of fear run up and down my spine. I had done a lot of stupid things but I had never done drugs. Even in my somewhat cloudy state of mind, I understood that I was in a lot of trouble. I became immediately indignant. "Cocaine?" I echoed. "We never had any cocaine!"

The deputy nudged us rather roughly into the dingy corridor between two rows of cells. "You can explain that to Sheriff Farmdale and the judge," he said.

We walked the rest of the way in silence. My two companions, who were not as well connected as I thought I was, were actually trembling. When we reached what passed for a courtroom in Cotton County, I was momentarily encouraged by seeing my father sitting in the front row. Next to him was Sheriff Farmdale, and they appeared to be talking casually. On the other hand, I wasn't at all happy to see Vernon Eller sitting in the row behind them. Tammy's father, who was a doctor, and Lorinda's father, who was a Baptist preacher, were seated next to the farmer. Judge Culpepper sat weary eyed behind the high bench. Bill Haskins, the bailiff, stood next to him. Everyone was glaring at us as we marched in. I'm sure we made a rather pitiable sight with our disheveled clothes and flushed and dirty faces.

The bailiff signaled for us to come forward and stand before the bench. Reluctantly, we moved forward to the bar and stopped. Judge Culpepper, a pudgy man of about sixty, shuffled some papers and looked down at us over the top of his reading glasses. "These charges are pretty serious," he declared, ignoring standard courtroom protocol. "Driving drunk, crashing into Vernon Eller's barn, resisting arrest, and carrying... what... cocaine? I'm having a hard time believing this."

Sheriff Farmdale stood up. "I found a cellophane bag of cocaine in the glove box, your honor," she said triumphantly. "Although I haven't been able to catch them at it yet, I know those bikers that hang around Balou's bring it in from Texas and sell it all throughout Mississippi."

The judge seemed to ponder that statement for a moment. "Well, what do you young ladies have to say?"

I looked at my two companions and stepped forward boldly. "We didn't do it, Judge Culpepper," I proclaimed. "I swear."

"What part didn't you do, exactly?" the judge returned.

I shuffled my feet nervously. Vernon Eller, the three fathers, Bill Haskins, and the sheriff were all staring directly at me. "Well... I guess maybe we had a few beers at the roadhouse and I lost control on that curve near Mr. Eller's farm - you know, that's a really dangerous stretch of road."

"What about the drugs?" Judge Culpepper persisted.

"We don't know anything about that," I said. And it was true.

"So you're pleading not guilty to the charges against you?" he asked.

"Yes," the three of us said at the same time. "Not guilty."

"Very well, I will release all three of you to the supervision of your fathers and set a trial date for later. Bill, is there any more business pending this morning?"

Bill Haskins consulted a piece of paper clipped to a clipboard. "No, your honor," he said. "There is a hearing scheduled for this afternoon, but nothing this morning."

Judge Culpepper clapped his hands in delight and pushed back his large rolling chair. "Good," he said. "Let's get in some fishing." He stood up and walked quickly to the door that led to his chambers.

Once he and the bailiff were gone, the three of us took a deep breath of relief and started toward our fathers. However, the sheriff was up immediately, barring our way. "This isn't over," she exclaimed. Then she looked at our fathers. They all nodded. "We could wait three or four weeks for the court date. I might be able to make the more serious charges stick and I might not. But we could also settle this right now."

My eyes widened with both hope and fear. "What do you mean?"

"I have no real wish to ruin your lives with felony charges. However, the three of you have been getting away with breaking the law around here for a long time, and it has to stop."

"Yeah," Vernon Eller interrupted. "A whole side of my barn is caved in. It's gonna cost me a fortune to get it fixed."

My father turned toward the farmer and rolled his eyes. "Oh for God's sake, Vern. I said I would pay for the damages. You don't even use that barn."

Eller sputtered a little and shrank back into the bench.

"Well, that hardly matters to the law, Mr. Dimitri," Sheriff Farmdale said. "Besides, your paying for the damages caused by your daughter's recklessness isn't really teaching her a lesson."

I coughed. Even when I was a little girl, I hated it when adults talked about me like I wasn't there. "Obviously everyone is upset," I started, "so what's it going to take for all of this to go away?" I had heard my father argue cases enough to appreciate the art of negotiation and compromise.

Sheriff Farmdale smiled - not a pleasant smile, but rather one that was demonic. She rubbed her long fingers together. "First, you're going to apologize to Mr. Eller for wrecking his barn," she said. "Then... we're going to revive a very old punishment, which I have already discussed with your fathers."

"And what would that be?" I asked with as much arrogant indifference as I could muster.

"Flogging," Sheriff Farmdale answered with a flourish in her strong voice.

"Flogging?!" Lorinda yelled incredulously.

"Well, we'll be using a paddle instead of a cat-a-nine tails, but the effect should be about the same," the sheriff said.

Now I could really feel the anger well up inside me. My head hurt and I felt a little nauseated. I was definitely not in the mood for any sort of games. I looked at the sheriff, then shifted to my father. "This is just plain silly," I said. "Tell her, Daddy."

My father appeared confused. The sheriff gripped his arm. "Let it go, Bret," she said softly. "You've got to let her take her punishment, take responsibility for her actions. Besides, you know what will happen if this goes to court."

My father turned away from me for the first time in my life. "Daddy?" I shouted, suddenly feeling frightened and betrayed.

"I'm sorry, Callie," he said in a near whisper. "But the sheriff's right. A felony conviction would ruin you for life. Of course, you're eighteen and can decide for yourself whether or not you want to take your chances with the court. However, as your lawyer, I am strongly advising all three of you to take the deal."

"So what happens if we agree?" Lorinda asked.

"We proceed directly to punishment," the sheriff said.

"And what happens after that?" my companion said.

"I will drop all charges except reckless driving - a misdemeanor that will only apply to Calixta."

For a moment, the sheriff and I locked eyes, and I could see in her face that she was deadly serious. There would be no easy way out of this. I could feel some of my arrogance drain away. A lot of things became clear to me. All my life I had been waiting for someone to stand up to me, to tell me no, to punish me when I messed up. Here it was - quick and certain punishment in exchange for forgiveness - a very good deal indeed. "I'll do it," I announced. "How bad could it be?"

Tammy and Lorinda appeared as helpless as I felt. "All right," Tammy said.

"Okay," Lorinda agreed.

To her credit, Sheriff Farmdale didn't gloat or even acknowledge that the decision was a personal triumph. Instead, she turned to the only female deputy in the courtroom. "Deputy Abrams, please escort the prisoners back to the cell area, undress them, and secure them to the cell bars - as we discussed earlier," she said.

The deputy nodded and moved toward us.

"I will need one material witness," the sheriff said. She pointed to Eller. "You may witness, Mr. Eller. Perhaps this will convince you that justice has been served."

Eller shifted his gaze back and forth between the sheriff and the three of us. Finally, he nodded and started to join us.

The sheriff barred his way. "The deputy will summon you when the time is right," she said. "You are to witness the punishment, not the preparation."

This statement made me a little nervous - I must confess. For an instant, I wondered if I wouldn't have been better off throwing myself on the mercy of the court. But then it was too late to back out. The deputy gathered the three of us into a tight group and herded us into the corridor that led back to the cells. I couldn't help but notice that her face lacked all expression. This made me even more nervous. Whatever was going to happen would be very unpleasant - I had no doubt of that now.

Once we reached the cell area, Deputy Abrams ordered us to halt. She closed the door that led into the office and locked it. We were now effectively trapped. She glared at us menacingly. My head was beginning to pound, and I realized that a serious hangover was coming. "Take off all your clothes, turn, and face the bars," she ordered suddenly.

I don't what I was expecting - or maybe I was still in shock - but the order took me by surprise. At first, none of us moved. The deputy took a step toward us; her eyes blazed. I found out later that she had worked as a guard and police officer in both Memphis and Birmingham - definitely not someone you would want to mess with. "Don't make me repeat myself, girls," she exclaimed.

She didn't have to repeat herself. In less than a minute, all three of us had stripped out of our dirty clothes and were facing the bars of the nearest empty cell. I felt very silly and fully exposed - although, I realized, I certainly hadn't had any trouble exposing myself to about a dozen bikers only eight hours before.

Deputy Abrams came up behind us. "Put your hands on the bars and don't turn around," she commanded.

We did as we were told. I don't where she got the handcuffs; however, very deftly she secured my hands to the bars. Then she did the same to my two companions. We were now totally at the mercy of the sheriff and her deputy.

"Don't run off, ladies," the deputy said sarcastically when she was finished getting us prepared. She unlocked the door and disappeared into the office.

A few minutes later, she reappeared. Accompanying her was Sheriff Farmdale and Vernon Eller. "Stay at the door, Mr. Eller," the sheriff said. With the farmer standing near the door, she approached us. In her right hand was the largest paddle I had ever seen. It was thick wood with small holes drilled all over the surface. It was painted black. She studied us from behind. "This is the way it's going to be from now on, girls," she said. "You break the law in my county and you're going to pay the price - in flesh." She walked up and down behind us, occasionally rubbing the paddle over the surface of our exposed bottoms.

By now, I was terrified, but also strangely stimulated. As I said, I had never been punished for anything in my entire life - even though I knew I deserved it many times. I had never felt very good about myself, but rather worthless and empty, moving recklessly from one stupid cheap thrill to another. I was hoping that this would help me regain some of my lost innocence. We all have our reasons for seeking corporal punishment - I guess this was mine. It still is.

I heard the sheriff take a deep breath. I could feel her behind me. "You have agreed to take a paddling in lieu of court-mandated punishment and possible felony charges. This may seem like a good deal - and it is, I assure you. However, when I am finished with you, you will never again consider doing anything that will put you back in this position... that I promise you."

Then there was another pause as she seemed to be studying us. I began to breathe more heavily. The wait and anticipation were almost as bad as what was to follow. After what seemed like an eternity, the sheriff struck the first blow, a solid strike that landed directly across the center of both my exposed cheeks. The sudden pain ripped through my body and the momentum pushed me forward, compressing me against the bars. I strained against the handcuffs but they didn't give. "Goddamn!" I shouted.

This expletive was answered immediately by a sequence of five terrible strokes, tearing at my skin. "There will be no swearing in my jail," the sheriff declared. "Any more and I will gag you and double your punishment. Do you understand, Miss Dimitri?"

I gathered my breath but was too stunned by the misery to answer right away.

For my silence, I received another sequence of five paddle blows. "I said, do you understand?" she repeated.

This time I was ready, as the rules were beginning to penetrate the thick fog that had gathered around my brain. "Yes... ma'am," I said.

"Good," she said, issuing another stroke that wasn't quite as hard as the first ten had been. "Because I don't like to repeat myself." She gave me two more blows that glanced off my upper thighs, then moved down the line to Tammy. "Tammy Kemper... I don't think you're as guilty as your friend is," she said. "However, you still deserve a lesson, especially in how to select the right companions, and I am here to teach it to you."

While I slumped against the restraints and felt the heat from my wounded bottom, I heard the paddle slam into Tammy's rear, just as it had slammed into mine. Altogether, Tammy received twenty-five strokes and was sobbing and begging for mercy and forgiveness. Hearing my friend filled me with remorse because I had talked her into going to the roadhouse in the first place. Her punishment was definitely my fault.

A moment later, Sheriff Farmdale applied the same correction to Lorinda and produced the same terrible result. Now all three of us were hanging from the bars and feeling thoroughly miserable.

A pause ensued, and I thought that maybe the ordeal was over. I started to feel a sense of relief. This wasn't so bad, I told myself naively. However, the ordeal was far from over, as I soon discovered. "I am finished with your two friends, Miss Dimitri," the sheriff declared. "However, I am not finished with you. You have much to atone for, don't you?"

Once again, I didn't answer right away. I seem to recall that I believed the question to be rhetorical anyway. And once again, my silence and misinterpretation of the situation cost me as that terrible paddle bit into my bottom ten times in less than ten seconds, resulting in an escalation of pain that nearly broke me completely.

"You must know, Calixta, that when you don't answer my questions I interpret that as a sign of disrespect," she said, gracing my upper thighs with five more quick strikes. "Do you respect me?"

I took a deep breath. "Yes, ma'am," I blurted out.

"Say it," she insisted, using the paddle two more times.

"I respect you," I replied. And at that moment, I did respect her; I respected her more than any other adult I had ever encountered. She was hurting me and punishing me, but I deserved it, and I respected her for doing it.

"Are you ever going to break the law again?" she asked, punctuating the question with five more heavy blows.

I gasped. However, recent experience had taught me that I needed to answer fast in order to avoid even more pain. "N-no, ma'am," I answered.

"Good," she said. "And if you ever even think about it, I want you to have this memory of what will happen to you." She launched the most fearsome barrage of paddle strokes that I could ever have managed. In fact, in all my years of getting spanked, I have never experienced anything quite like that one paddling.

When she was finished, the sheriff handed the paddle to the deputy and turned away from us. We were all crying now. "I hope this satisfies you, Mr. Eller," she said.

There was a grunt from the only witness.

"Deputy Abrams, please escort Mr. Eller back to the courtroom," she said. "And, Mr. Eller, I certainly hope that what you have just witnessed satisfies justice. I want you to know, sir, that I won't hesitate to use this same method on older adults, as well."

After the farmer and the deputy were gone, we were left to hang limply from the cell bars, our bodies sweating and our bottoms on fire. But through the pain, I did feel a little sliver of satisfaction. I had been punished at last. I thought about that for a long time after the wounds healed.

We were released that afternoon. I was very tired and sore. However, the first thing I did when I was alone in my room was to remove my clothes and stare at my bruised bottom in the full length mirror. Then I lay down on my bed and masturbated furiously. I experienced the most intense orgasm I had ever had.

The epilogue to this story is that I never again found myself secured to the bars of that cell, my bottom fully exposed. On the other hand, many other young offenders did find themselves in that position. Sheriff Farmdale's program proved to be very successful in reducing minor crime in Cotton County.

That fall I started college and continued to behave myself in spite of the many distractions available to a young college student. I finished college in three years and went on to law school. Now, I am the district attorney for Cotton County. I am sorry to say that Sheriff Farmdale is long since retired. I miss her methods and I miss the feel of her paddle. No offense to anyone here at The Manor, but no one could administer a spanking like she could.


Ramona's Story

In all honesty, I don't believe that my story will be nearly as interesting as the seven we have heard so far. At the same time, looking at all of you squirm in your seats, I don't think any of us will be able to sit still very much longer anyway.

Unlike most of you, my childhood was rather uneventful. I never got spanked while I was growing up, but I didn't really miss it either. I think I was, all-in-all, a pretty good kid. I didn't even think about spanking until I joined a sorority in my sophomore year in college. And even then, my sorority was one that didn't go in much for paddling - at least not as much as some of the others on campus. Looking back, I don't think I was paddled more than twice during my undergraduate years - and one of those times was during my initiation and didn't amount to much.

So what am I doing here among you hard core spanking enthusiasts, you might ask? I developed the interest somewhat innocently as a third-year graduate student. I was a physics major. As an advanced graduate student, I was a teaching associate. The first class I was assigned was elementary physics for non-majors. As it turned out, most of the students who took this class were junior and senior business and humanities majors who still needed science credits but had little interest in the subject.

Now, most of my more experienced colleagues in the physics department had long since given up trying to actually teach anything to such unmotivated students. However, I was a very conscientious student and I loved the subject. I was determined to present the material and accomplish the objectives. However, after about two weeks it was obvious that I was losing the class. Some didn't have the math skills to understand even simple kinetics, while others could have understood if they had applied themselves. All the students questioned why they were there in the first place - "I am going to be an accountant. Why do I need to learn Newton's three laws of universal motion?"

This was a difficult question to answer. And for a while, I thought maybe the students had me and that I would sink into the same deep pit of cynicism that had claimed most of my colleagues. Finally, during the fourth week, after a particularly disastrous performance on the first midterm exam, I threw up my hands. "Okay, guys, you don't like physics or anything about science. What do you like? What turns you on?"

The last question - asked innocently enough - turned out to be the most interesting. One male student raised his hand and blurted out, "Beer and brotherhood."

Before I had a chance to react, the young woman sitting next to him replied, "Wine and sisterhood."

All of a sudden, everyone in the class was talking at once and an idea slowly formed in my mind. I held up my hands to silence the class. "How many of you belong to a fraternity or sorority?" I asked. All twenty students raised their hands. "How many of you practice some form of corporal punishment - spanking, paddling, that sort of thing?" About fifteen hands went up, ten of them female. I found this to be something of a surprise, based on my own rather benign experience. Still, the inspiration grew more firmly in my head. "All right... how many of you ever considered that a knowledge of physics might help you in administering a good paddling?" This time, no hands went up. However, all students were looking at me. I knew I had their undivided attention at last. I now played my trump card. "If I can show you how physics might aid in disciplining wayward pledges, would you be interested?"

At first, there was only a murmur through the class. I'm sure that no one thought I was serious. Finally, a particularly attractive young co-ed in the front row raised her hand. "I'm the president of Beta Tau Epsilon," she said. "I'm interested."

"Very good," I said. I scanned the room. "Anyone else?"

A minute later, everyone was clamoring that they were interested.

Now that I had their attention, I had to think fast. I glanced at the clock and saw that the class was nearing the end. "For the next class, I want you to review vectors, torque, and Newton's second law of motion," I said. Everyone groaned. I smiled patiently. "Then, we will see who can use this knowledge to design the most efficient spanking implement." The students filed out smiling, and I packed up my books and left the classroom wondering what I gotten myself in for.

That night, I thought through the problem as a good scientist should. I had a theory that applying a few general principles of physics to the design of a spanking implement would increase the implement's efficiency. I thought the theory was pretty sound and could be demonstrated mathematically. However, I needed experimental evidence, to make measurements. Thus, I had to think through exactly what it was that I wanted to measure.

Ultimately, I knew that the goal of any spanking implement was to inflict safe pain upon the recipient. Therefore, ideally I (or a surrogate) would apply the implement to an individual and measure the pain response. However, I knew immediately that making such a measurement would not be possible. The most obvious reason for this was that I would need a volunteer to take a spanking in some kind of experimental setting. As tempting as that sounded, the risk was too great. My God, the risk of even talking about spanking to a class full of college students was great enough.

But that was not the only reason not to use a live subject. As we all know, the perception of pain can be very subjective and can vary greatly from one individual to another and from one set of circumstances to another. Psychology is not my specialty. However, I'm sure that every one of us in this room understands full well that anticipation increases the magnitude of pain - that being made to stand naked in a corner for thirty minutes holding the paddle will make the strokes hurt much more than if someone snuck up behind us and simply applied them. Clearly, under these conditions, I would not get a truly objective measurement, even if I used some kind of validated pain scale.

This problem had me frustrated for a while until I remembered Pascal's Principle - pressure applied to one part of a sealed liquid will be evenly distributed throughout the liquid. That night, I constructed a large diameter bladder with vinyl sides. I filled the bladder completely with water and inserted a short tube that led to a manometer. I reasoned that the striking force against one part of the bladder would register as pressure. Thus, the harder the force applied to the bladder, the more pressure would register on the meter. I tried it a few times myself and found that it actually worked. I was ready to face the students.

When the class next met, there was an undercurrent of expectant excitement that I had never seen before. They seemed to want to learn. I began by reminding them of the object of the research we were about to conduct. I then asked them if they thought a girl could spank as hard as a boy. As might be expected, nearly all the students answered no. "Why not?" I asked in a serious voice.

After the typical sexist murmurs died away, one boy raised his hand and said, "Because most girls aren't as strong as most boys."

"A very good answer," I said sincerely. "And it is probably true that given the same spanking implement a typical girl most likely would not be able to apply it with as much force as a typical boy could. However, do you think, by using a few basic principles of physics, we could level the playing field?"

The question was rhetorical and the students recognized it as such. However, they were still interested, especially the young women. It was time.

"Now, can anyone think of any basic principles we have discussed so far in the course that might apply to the problem at hand?"

No one raised a hand, but I could tell they were actually thinking about it.

I went to the chalkboard. "Okay, I'll start us out. Remember Newton's second law - force is equal to mass times acceleration." I wrote it on the board. "This is one of the basic principles underlying the martial arts. The more an object accelerates toward its target, the more force it will apply when it actually hits." I paused for a moment and scanned the class. I didn't think I'd lost anyone yet. Time for round two. "Okay... that was an easy one. Can anyone think of anything else that might apply?"

Once again, no one raised a hand or opened a mouth.

That's all right, I thought. "Who remembers what torque is?" I asked.

A hesitant young man in the back raised his hand. "Force applied through rotation," he answered.

I nodded and turned toward the board. I drew two lines of unequal length. "The longer the object, the longer the lever arm," I said. "And the longer the lever arm, the harder the applied force. Archimedes said, 'Give me a long enough lever and I can move the world'. Would you like to see a demonstration?"

The entire class nodded at once, and I began to feed off their excitement. I felt a little like a magician about to start her show.

I pulled out the water-filled bladder I had constructed the night before and explained it to the class. Then I invited them to approach the front of the room, first ensuring that the door leading into the corridor was closed. I didn't want any curious colleagues, deans, or professors walking by wondering what I was doing.

When I had everything in place and the students were oriented to the experimental device, I removed a standard twelve-inch ruler from the desk along with a meter stick. Each was made of wood and had approximately the same mass. I then delivered several blows to the bladder with the ruler, while a student recorded the pressures. I did the same with the meter stick, holding the stick about a third of the way from the end. The pressures were roughly the same. However, the pressure increased the further from the end I held the stick when I struck the bladder - a good application of torque.

The students were duly impressed. I invited them to conduct the experiment for themselves, which several did with the same results.

Once we were satisfied with torque, we turned our attention to demonstrating Newton's second law, using objects of the same length but of different masses. The effect was the same. We tried to work with increasing acceleration, as well. However, although the differences were obvious, we had no good way of measuring acceleration, so that remained hypothetical.

Within a very short time, the students became so absorbed in the experiment at hand that they barely noticed that the time had come for the class to end. "Good work," I said. "Conduct some of your own experiments - no extra credit, though. And next class we'll discuss at least one more principle."

Some of the students actually looked upset when the class broke up. Perhaps they weren't quite ready to go back the rigors of college life. Or perhaps they were disappointed that they didn't have all the answers to the problem I had posed to them.

At the next class meeting, we reviewed the principles we had discussed so far and added vectors. Everyone got a chance to experiment with the bladder. Not surprisingly, the females in the class were able to generate as much of a pressure change as the males when they applied the three principles thus far elucidated. I was now ready to issue a challenge.

"I have an assignment," I announced at the end of class the week after the first experiment. "You will break up into groups of four. Each group will design a spanking implement. Bring it to class next week and we will see which one produces the most force." As I had done previously, I scanned the group for signs of disinterest. There were none. "Of course," I continued, "the best test would be on a human subject. However, I certainly wouldn't ask any of you to volunteer for many reasons." I paused for a few seconds and gathered my breath. I had been thinking about this for a while but wasn't sure I really wanted to go through with it. Suddenly, I decided to go for broke. "If... as a class, you score 85% or higher on the next midterm exam, I will let you apply your experimental instruments to me and I will judge which one is the most effective. Of course, we will all need to keep this research a secret for now. We wouldn't want anyone to steal our work, would we?"

My proposal was met with looks of universal disbelief. I'm sure they were all thinking that no teacher - not even a graduate teaching assistant - would ever submit to such an experiment. However, at that moment, I was sincere... even eager. "I assure you that I am sincere about this - if you collectively score 85% or better, that is." I looked them over very carefully. Now... do you accept my terms or not? I need a show of hands."

At first, only a few hands went up. However, within about thirty seconds, every hand was up. The decision to accept my proposal was unanimous.

Two weeks later, my class took a very difficult midterm. I suppose subconsciously I had made it difficult because I still wasn't sure I wanted to subject myself to the pain of several spankings with implements I had helped them design. When I had finished grading the exams and calculated a mean, the class scored 86%. I was in trouble.

After I passed back the papers and announced that the class had 'won', I explained the rules. "For the next five class periods, at the beginning, the weakest member of one of the groups will display the group's implement and explain the physics principles behind it. Then that member will have the opportunity to apply twenty strokes to my backside. After the fifth group has presented, I will announce which implement is the most effective." I'm not sure how I arrived at twenty strokes, but it seemed like a good round number.

At the beginning of the very next class period, the first group was ready. They produced a heavy paddle that appeared to be about two feet long. It was fairly obvious that they hadn't put much thought into the project. Once again, ensuring that the door was closed, I yanked down my jeans and tucked my panties into the crack between my two pristine cheeks. Then I bent over the edge of the desk. The designated group member, a frail looking junior named Ryan, approached, paddle in hand. He looked a little uneasy - I can hardly say I blamed him; the whole thing was very bizarre. However, from my position, I nodded my approval to him. Thus, with encouragement from his group, he dutifully slammed the paddle into my unprotected flesh. I winced but, in all honesty, I had had worse in the sorority. It was as I had suspected, the weight of the paddle decreased Ryan's ability to accelerate it and take advantage of the vectors involved. At the end of the spanking, my bottom was red and hurting, but I didn't think his group would win the competition.

It turned out I was right. The next group was entirely female and it was very clear that they had given the design a lot more thought because they produced a lighter weight paddle that was at least three feet long. Once again, I assumed the position and once again endured twenty well-placed strokes. This time the pain was much more intense. My bottom was actually bruised for two days afterward. I thought I had a winner.

But I didn't. The next group was also all female. But they had gone one step further than the group that had gone before. They didn't use a paddle. Instead, they produced a three foot long wooden rod that was both heavy and thick. Just the appearance of it made me nervous with anticipation. My fears were not groundless. The rod hurt like holy hell and left ugly streaks in its wake. I had nightmares about that rod for months afterwards.

The last two groups were good in their implement design, and I was definitely feeling every stroke. However, they were nothing compared to the third group. To a certain extent, I was regretting ever having started the spanking thing in the first place. However, a part of me - a deep dark part that each of us understands only too well - was actually stimulated to the point of sexual arousal. In fact, twice I had gone back to my apartment and masturbated myself to a powerful orgasm.

And I could tell that the class, too, was stimulated. Certainly, they were motivated and learning. Their quiz scores and their homework improved daily. This progress carried over for the remainder of the semester, even after the 'contest' was over and the winner announced. After the final exam, one of the female members of the class declared that her sorority was hosting a special 'physics party'. I was not only invited to attend but was to be the guest of honor. I was a little hesitant, naturally, but I accepted - what else could I do?

That Friday night, I dutifully presented myself to the sorority house and was ushered into the great room in which all the sorority members were assembled, along with the rest of the physics class that had just concluded. It was quite a scene. At the side was an abundance of beer and pizza, to which I was invited to help myself. When I was announced as the teacher who had inspired the best paddle, I was cheered by all present. In fact, several of the attendees produced implements similar to the one that won the contest. It was then announced that several of the sorority members had earned end of the year paddlings, and I was invited to administer the first three.

Before I could answer, three junior members of the sorority presented themselves, raised their skirts above their waists, lowered their panties, and bent over. It was quite a sight, and I have to admit that I was instantly aroused. I made a show of accepting the responsibility of applying the required discipline and took one of the paddles into my trembling right hand. I must say that it felt surprisingly light. Each miscreant was to receive fifteen swats delivered in rapid succession, as was their custom.

Wielding the paddle like a pro, I discharged my responsibility, somewhat surprised that I had managed to reduce all three to tears. They thanked me and stepped aside for the other three to receive their punishment, which was administered by the house disciplinarian.

After the punishment sessions were concluded for the evening, the party began in earnest. However, in a matter of about thirty minutes or so, it deteriorated into an orgy. Nearly everyone was either naked or in his or her underwear. Paddles were being applied liberally to any bottom that had the misfortune to expose itself. A few formed couples and had sex either on the floor or on one of the many sofas. The entire scene was electric. I never knew whether my experiment had been the catalyst for such an event; however, this was certainly something I hadn't anticipated. I wondered if there wasn't some physics involved in the proper application of sexual intercourse.

I thought about that for a while - until I was stripped naked by several of the sorority members, laid on one of the sofas, and driven nearly insane by a host of eager tongues and fingers. I nearly passed out as wave after wave of intense pleasure washed over me. I even submitted to more than one eager male. Never before or after have I had an experience like that night. I slept for two days afterward.

Well, I never had a class like that again. That was a once in a lifetime opportunity, I guess. I did become one of the most popular teaching associates on campus, however. And I believe my picture still graces the wall of the sorority house. Two years later, I completed my doctorate and took a position in a university a thousand miles away. In time, I became a typical pompous professor, caught up in research interests and competing for soft money.

But obviously, I never forgot that experience, and sometimes I come here to The Manor to attempt to relive it. Like Magda, I am a true switch.


Epilogue

For several minutes after Ramona finished her story, none of the eight women who were gathered around the fireplace moved or said a word. A glowing log cracked. Snowflakes flew against the leaded windows in the sitting room. The clock on the mantel methodically ticked off the seconds - it was now nearly ten-thirty. Still no one moved. A swarm of bees could have buzzed through the room totally undisturbed.

Finally, Magda took a deep breath, picked up her half-empty glass of brandy, and drained the remainder in a single gulp. She unceremoniously wiped her red lips with the back of a sweaty hand and looked around her. Then she laughed pleasantly. "I can see that this went better than I could have hoped for," she exclaimed at last. As if to illustrate her point, she stood, reached her hand under her short black dress, brushed aside her panties, and thrust two fingers into her vagina. She sighed with the pleasure of the touch. "I'm sorry, ladies," she said breathlessly as she approached orgasm. "But I've needed to do this since Samantha finished her story."

Almost immediately, the seven guests also stood up and followed the example of their hostess and friend. The air in the warm room was soon filled with the sound of groans and moans as one by one, each woman experienced a powerful climax.

When each was sitting down and breathing normally again, Magda looked at each one and smiled. "Well, that's certainly one of the reasons you keep coming back here, isn't it?" Her seven guests all nodded at the same time. Then she appeared a little more serious. "But there is another reason you come here - a more important reason." She got up again, stretched out her long arms, and walked to the fireplace. "We have just listened to eight incredible stories, and I must tell you that I am still very aroused. However, in the spirit of American competition, I have a bottle of champagne in the wall cabinet for the woman who told the best story. I suggest we vote on which one that was. Then I suggest we get together and take care of business. What do you all think?"

Once again, all seven women nodded vigorously. It was quite obvious that they were more than ready for anything, especially anything that included more spanking and more sex.

This obvious desire did not escape Magda's experienced notice. "Very well," she said. "Now, I will start out by saying that I thought all of your stories were amazing and much better than mine. However, I'll bet that there is one or two that really got the juices flowing down south. For me, I think it was Samantha's story - the sincerity and the surprise of it... plus the image of being spanked in a church before God and a loving congregation. I've never had that fantasy; however, I certainly like the idea of it. I may try to set something like that up here - see if some of the guests like it as much I think I would." She glanced over at Lydia, who was occupying the chair next to hers. "Lydia, let's start with you - again. Which story turned you on the most?"

Lydia smiled and squirmed in her seat, allowing her silk dress to ride up her thighs, exposing the tops of her black stockings. "Well, I think I really liked them all," she started tentatively, "but I am a dominant so it would be natural for me to have focused on those stories. However, I have to say that I think I agree with you, Magda. The image of being spanked in church is pretty powerful - although I probably would have wanted to be that minister. Of course, I also thought that Susi's story was very compelling - putting those arrogant residents in their place. I would have enjoyed that experience as well, I'm sure. Still, if I have to vote, I guess I would vote for Samantha."

Magda put another log on the fire and created a roaring flame that shot up the chimney. She turned to Samantha. "How about it, Samantha... you have two votes so far. Will you vote for yourself?"

Samantha flushed and, like Lydia, twisted her slender bottom in her chair. "I guess I don't really mind you getting aroused by my story - even though it had obvious serious meaning for me." She paused and stared at the fire. "Still, although like the rest of you, I enjoyed all the stories, I think I liked Bonnie's the best. Perhaps it is the hopeless romantic in me, I don't know. However, as you all now know, I understand what it is to have loved a man and then lost him through the capriciousness of circumstance. It is both sad and exciting at the same time. And I do occasionally miss being spanked by a man - as hokey as that sounds."

Magda nodded. "I don't think you're all alone there, Samantha," she said. "Perhaps I could find a sensitive, good looking man to administer a few spankings to those guests who request it." She glanced over at Susi. "Susi, I have to say that I agree with Lydia about the idea of spanking those chauvinists from the Middle East. That must have given you a real sense of power, not only for yourself but also for all the women who come from that part of the world. Nonetheless, did your own story excite you the most, or did you like someone else's better?"

Susi leaned forward in her chair and looked around the semi-circle. Everyone was gazing at her. "I did enjoy thoroughly paddling those men," she admitted. "However, I don't think my experience even comes close to the stories told by Lydia and Dorothea. And of those two, I think I got more aroused by Lydia's. I mean, to be that inventive and to wield that much power at such a young age. I would have loved to have been in that living room, especially when you were spanking your boss."

Lydia laughed. "I dream about that sometimes," she said.

Magda also laughed. "I'll bet you do," she said. "All right... so far we have two votes for Samantha, one vote for Bonnie, and one vote for Lydia. Bonnie, you're next. And I must say that I did leak a tear or two over your loss of Orson. But it does seem kind of disrespectful to get aroused by your story. What do you say?"

Bonnie smiled and smelled the fingers that had so recently probed the inside of her vagina. She chuckled. "I think I gave up that innocence a long time ago," she said. "And, as you can see, I get just as aroused by the spanking as the rest of you do. I have to say that I certainly liked all the stories. Being from a small community, I could relate a little to the story Calixta told. Redemption in this wicked world is often hard won and must be appreciated when it is won. However, I think I agree with Magda and Lydia about Samantha's story. Magda, if you could set something like that up here - some kind of spanking altar, I guess, I would be one of the first to drape myself over it."

Magda smiled at the prospect. "I will make a note of that," she said. Her eyes shifted to Dorothea, the older woman's powerful body filling out her armchair nicely. It wasn't at all difficult to imagine her as a colonel in the United States Army. "Dorothea, so far no one has mentioned your story, so I will. Of course, I don't have the background in psychology that you have, but I could see how the treatment program would be effective. It's too bad - and just like the government - that it was suspended. I wonder if some of those men you treated still remember what you did. Anyway, clearly that was in the past and this is the present. Which story did you like the most?"

The former colonel and present-day psych nurse sat up straight in her chair. "I have to admit that all the stories aroused me more than I thought they would - even the ones from the submissives," she exclaimed. "However, all in all, I think I will have to cast my vote for Lydia - pulling that off at such a young age without any help or support. You would have made a great officer in the military, honey. I salute you."

Magda clapped her hands with delight. "Oh... now we have three votes for Samantha and two votes for Lydia with only two voters left. This is getting exciting, I must say." She looked at Calixta. "I agree with Bonnie about your ability to reach redemption. I'm sure that is one of the reasons many of you keep coming back here. And it is a good reason, as we all need it from time to time. So, what do you think, Calixta?

The middle-aged attorney drew her lower legs up under her, offering the group a glimpse of her thighs and beyond. "I can't even begin to tell you all how aroused I am. I'm sure I could use a little of that redemption right now. And if any of you are planning on running for sheriff, I will be happy to sponsor you." She paused and laughed at her own joke. "Now... I have been spanked by both Dorothea and Susi and have to say that you are both very good - almost as good as Sheriff Farmdale. Still, I hope neither of you will hold it against me if I cast my vote for Samantha. I would have dearly loved to have been a member of that congregation. I can't believe that every service wasn't followed by a pure orgy."

Magda took a long iron poker from a hook and stirred the glowing logs in the fireplace. A shower of sparks resulted. She replaced the poker and glanced at Ramona, the last storyteller. "Well, perhaps Ramona's story wasn't quite as exciting as the others. However, I believe that, over the years, you have all found her implements to be exciting. Most of what we use here at The Manor, Ramona has designed and constructed." Magda paused and nodded toward the physics professor. The other six women looked at her and applauded politely. Magda smiled approvingly. "Now, I know from the math that Samantha's story has already been judged as the group favorite. Still, knowing your natural inclination toward innovation and design, I can't help but wonder which story you found the most arousing?"

Ramona was an attractive woman - a bit overweight, perhaps, but with a pretty face and large brown eyes. Her smile lit up the room. "I didn't think my story would be as good as the rest of them," she said. "And it doesn't bother me at all. In fact, I would have been disappointed if my story had been better than yours. Now, as Magda has said, as a physicist, I particularly like it when something is well-designed and effective. Along those lines, I have to say that I am very grateful that when I was working with my first class on the perfect spanking implement that none of us thought about wind resistance. The thought of a long solid paddle with holes drilled in it, I think, would have greatly discouraged me back then. Of course, now the holes are incorporated into the design. Samantha, I truly enjoyed your story and may want to give that recreation a chance myself. However, I think because of my nature, I preferred Dorothea's story. As an academic, I love research and would have liked to have seen your design and data."

When Ramona was finished, Magda scanned the room. All of her guests were visibly aroused and obviously ready for action. "The final tally: Samantha, four votes; Lydia, two votes; and one vote each for Bonnie and Dorothea." She walked over to a mahogany cabinet, opened it, and extracted a bottle of champagne. She handed it to Samantha. "You earned this, I think," she said.

Samantha took it into her small hands and set it down beside her. "We will, of course, all share this," she said. "Later." She laughed excitedly.

Magda reached into the cabinet and pulled out a long paddle and a rattan cane. She set these down on the table beside her, along with three strap-on dildos. "Ladies, I think it's time to get down to business. I think you all know what to do and who to do it with so I will get out of your way. The door to this room is locked and I have the only key - no one leaves until everyone is thoroughly satisfied. Does everyone understand?"

There was no doubt that all seven guests understood. Still, they nodded anyway. Samantha was the first to stand up. In an instant, she stripped off her dress and underwear, exposing a lithe body that, if anything, had become even more attractive with age. "I will take it gratefully from any one of you - or all of you," she declared.

That declaration broke the thin ice. A moment later, all seven women were standing in the middle of the room completely naked. Dorothea went from naked bottom to naked bottom, reddening it with her hard hand. Soon, they were all doing it - dominant and submissive alike.

For a long time, Magda stood where she was near the fireplace and watched her guests pleasure each other with paddle, cane, dildo, and tongue. She herself was aroused and knew that she would soon join the orgy of sex and spanking that was escalating in front of her. However, for the moment, she was content to observe: a physician, an attorney, two highly respected college professors, a retired colonel and psychiatric nurse clinician, and two well-respected and accomplished entrepreneurs all working together to give each other pleasure. It was the accomplishment of a dream that Annette would have been very proud of. A tear came into Magda's eyes as she thought about it, and for a brief moment, she was Teresa again - that innocent young woman who so much needed a home, a mother, and hard discipline. She had found all three.

Then, her eyes met Ramona's, and they smiled at each other. It was time to jump in, to fully participate in what she had started. Quickly, Magda stripped off her clothes, extracted a small hairbrush paddle from the cabinet, and blended in with the group she had assembled. It would be a long and beautiful night.
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The Disciplined Husband by Lucy Appleby

Laced with lashings of kink, spanking, and deliciously humiliating scenarios, this Femdom novella features the domestic discipline relationship between Peter and Sylvia. At the age of 41, Peter finds his perfect partner in life. Sylvia is an attractive, professional woman - she is also an assertive woman who needs to take control of her man. Sylvia fulfils Peter's long held desire for discipline and at the outset of their romance makes it quite clear who is in charge. As for Peter, he's a confident good looking guy with his own business, someone who is assertive and efficient in his work, but who learns to relinquish control by embracing his submissive side and his need for a dominant woman in his private life. Their relationship may be unconventional, but it is both satisfying and passionate, underpinned by the exciting dynamics of dominance and submission. Peter gets to experience the sensations of Sylvia's hairbrush, as well as many other implements in her collection, discovering in the process that discipline triggers his sexual arousal. Sylvia makes the rules, and if Peter breaks them, he pays the price on his bottom, reducing him to the status of a well chastised naughty boy... and he loves it!

This is a well paced novella with realistic character portrayals and an engagingly unique storyline. It shows how one man's life is transformed by the attentions of a naturally dominant woman.

Taking Henry in Hand by Charles Pangbourne

When the eighteen-year-old intelligent but nerdy college student, Henry Talbot, attends a party at a frat house, his life is forever changed after he meets the exceedingly tall, beautiful Barbara Hopkins, a fellow student and basketball player.

Initially stunned that she should take an interest in someone like him, he begins dating her but during a meal at a restaurant Henry embarrasses Barbara when he is especially rude to the waitress attending their table.

Following the meal, he is given an ultimatum, either he allows Barbara to spank him for his bad behaviour or their relationship is over. Henry readily accepts her punishment which she delivers using her hand and a hairbrush, and although painful, it is clear that he is also sexually aroused by it. He is further humiliated when Barbara insists that he apologise to the waitress and even worse, show her the proof that he has been spanked.

Thus begins a female led relationship with the dominant Barbara who disciplines him with a variety of spanking implements including hairbrush, paddle, cane and tawse, whenever he steps out of line or doesn't meet her expectations. And it's not only Henry that participates in such a relationship as several of his friends later find themselves being subjected to rigorous discipline from their dominant girlfriends, who are often encouraged by Barbara.

Later, when Henry is introduced to Barbara's parents it becomes all too clear where Barbara gets her dominant tendencies from as her mother, Caroline, is very much in charge of the household, as Henry discovers when he spies her disciplining her own husband in the study.

Having spent some months together, the couple announce their engagement - it looks like sitting comfortably may be a thing of the past for Henry!

Spanking Stories for Misbehaving Men by Lucy Appleby

Also available as the individual compilations: Bad Boy Story Book 1 and Bad Boy Story Book 2, this bumper anthology features 38 femdom tales (over 57,000 words) of men being disciplined by dominant women. All of the entertaining stories are based on the F/M orientation. Some are humorous, some are erotic; some have a domestic setting, some depict a female-led relationship, whilst others focus on particular scenarios and places and fantasy situations.

The common theme is the women disciplinarians who will stand for no nonsense as they inflict good old fashioned spankings to the deserving, with the help of a formidable array of disciplinary implements. It has to be said that in most of these stories, the disciplined male ends up being sexually aroused. Indeed, within this substantial collection of stories, this appears to be the case for the majority of men who are subject to female domination, irrespective of whether they are whacked by hand, cane, crop or paddle!

Women who Spank Men Box Set

This box set is not to be missed! It is a must for all men who love the idea of going over the lap of a strict woman for a dose of good old-fashioned discipline.

It contains the first FOUR books of F/M stories from the Women Who Spank Men series. For a specially discounted price you get 25 HOT-bottomed stories, totalling almost 91,000 words describing the many creative ways that stern women chastise and punish deserving men under their control!

Women who spank men are not to be trifled with. The women in this series include wives, girlfriends, mothers, sisters and mother-in-laws, along with ultra strict teachers and even grandmothers! These are formidable women who have a wide range of formidable spanking implements in their arsenal of delights - and boy, do they know how to use them!

It isn't only men who have cast-iron hands, plenty of these women use their hard hands on naughty male bottoms. And if the recalcitrant male has been extra naughty, he gets a taste of the hairbrush, paddle, wooden spoon, strap or cane!

Some of the stories feature role-play involving badly behaved men disciplined by an aunt or girl friend, resulting in a bare bottom spanking! Some stories show how arrogant men receive their well-deserved comeuppance. Take Darren for instance - he expects a playful spanking followed by sex with several women where he can show off his manly assets. How wrong can he be! Then we have Robby, a 29 year-old man whose wife gets a couple of young women to babysit him to make sure he doesn't break any of her rules. Alas, he does break her rules, and his bottom pays the price!

This fabulous box set contains many other terrific tales to entertain misbehaving men. Grab yours today!

Women who Spank Men Box Set 2

This box set is not to be missed! It is a must for all men who love the idea of going over the lap of a strict woman for a dose of good old-fashioned discipline.

It contains FOUR books of F/M stories from volumes 5 through to 8 of the Women Who Spank Men series. For a specially discounted price you get 26 HOT-bottomed stories, totalling well over 91,000 words describing the many creative ways that stern women chastise and punish deserving men under their control!

Women who spank men are not to be trifled with. The women in this series include wives, girlfriends, mothers, sisters and mother-in-laws, along with ultra strict teachers and even grandmothers! These are formidable women who have a wide range of formidable spanking implements in their arsenal of delights - and boy, do they know how to use them!

It isn't only men who have cast-iron hands, plenty of these women use their hard hands on naughty male bottoms. And if the recalcitrant male has been extra naughty, he gets a taste of the hairbrush, paddle, wooden spoon, strap or cane! Some of the stories feature domestic discipline scenarios. Take John for instance... he and his wife Madge have been married for thirty years. It takes a house move to be the catalyst for a whole new lifestyle change as John's fantasies are at last made real and Madge proves a natural at wielding the paddle. Then there is Tod, who can't inherit his father's substantial fortune unless he takes a sound hairbrush spanking from Mrs Green - who as luck would have it is a gorgeous young lawyer. How can Todd possibly refuse...? Some of the stories show how selfish husbands get their comeuppance. Greg is one such husband. His wife is acting principal at an exclusive private school, and when she finds a cane hidden in the office, she takes it home. To his amazement, Greg finds himself bending over the table for a taste of six of the best! And, it seems that some men find a good spanking can be cathartic. This is certainly the case for Kurt, who is disciplined by two women.

This fabulous box set contains many other terrific tales to entertain misbehaving men. Grab yours today!

Women who Spank Men Box Set 3

This box set is not to be missed! It is a must for all men who love the idea of going over the lap of a strict woman for a dose of good old-fashioned discipline.

It contains FOUR books of F/M stories from volumes 9 through to 12 of the Women who Spank Men series. For a specially discounted price you get 29 HOT-bottomed stories, totalling well over 95,000 words describing the many creative ways that stern women chastise and punish deserving men under their control!

Who says women are the weaker sex? Not in these stories, they're not! On the contrary, these women are in control and they mean business. Take Stuart's boss, Miranda - she keeps an eighteen-inch long wooden paddle in her desk - and she knows how to use it too. Then there's John, put in the corner by his wife and disciplined by his in-law. The tables are turned in another relationship, where Edward finds himself on the receiving end of wife Carla's new leather strap. And what happens to William when he reverses into a parked car owned by his former teacher? He gets spanked of course!

This fabulous box set contains many other terrific tales to entertain misbehaving men. Grab yours today!

Women who Spank Men Volume 14

This volume in the Women who Spank Men series contains another diverse collection of domestic femdom spanking tales:

Five Years Later by Anthony Alba: James returns to the school, where he had formerly been a pupil, as a new teacher. There he is greeted by the drop dead gorgeous Miss Styles, who had been his own favourite teacher. Having had a major crush on her, he'd gone out of his way to misbehave so that she would cane him. When James admits to having stolen her cane at the end of term, she produces her new one and, having instructed him to bend over the desk, he is once again on the receiving end of her whippy rattan.

Peeping Stephen by David James: In this unique story, told in a stream of consciousness style, eighteen-year-old Stephen finds himself bared and humiliated in front of a group of women, and subjected to a series of spankings with hairbrush and paddle as a punishment for spying on another young woman's spanking.

Spanked by His Siblings by Peter Martin: Having failed to turn up on time and told lies, 22-year-old Jeff once again finds himself being spanked long and hard by his younger female siblings. His humiliation is increased yet further when they invite two of their friends over to witness his spanking, including Tammy for whom he has a real soft spot.

The Connoisseur's Choice by John Asher: Concerned that her usual punishments are not having the desired effect, George's wife procures a traditional school cane, widely regarded as the connoisseur's choice of punishment implement. She is itching to put it to good use, and when George fails to return from the golf club on time he is made to bend over the old leather chair in the drawing room and given a painful correction with the supple rattan rod. 

The Spanking Siren by PJ Manners: Tired from his travels, Vincent exits the highway and meets Marina, a beautiful and mysterious woman. She and her fellow sirens lure him with their song, and then confront him about his bad behaviour in the past. While under their spell he is made to pay for his transgressions as they spank him with hairbrush, paddle and strap.

Caught in Joy's Panties by Paris Annette Morreau: After Joy leaves the house, Bob goes upstairs and looks through the drawers in her bedroom, before trying on her underwear. Unfortunately, he is caught in the act when she returns unexpectedly. Bob is then made to lie over her lap and, once secured in place, Joy delivers a prolonged spanking and strapping. When he accompanies her shopping later, Bob is wearing something special under his clothes.

Saving the Ponies by Steve Patias: Work colleagues Sue and Keith challenge each other to a squash game, which Keith is certain he will win. Although shy by nature, Keith wagers that if he loses to Sue she can give him a sound thrashing. However, when Sue easily wins, she invites her attractive friend, Sally, to deliver his punishment.

The Postmistress and the Gardener by Lucy Appleby

Vanessa Pascal, the new flame-haired post mistress creates quite a stir in the sleepy little village - and she makes a particular impression on Rick Marshall, who quickly becomes infatuated with her. When she hires him to design her garden, little does he know she has other deliciously perverted pleasures in store for him. A regime of discipline begins, and Rick is given the opportunity to unlock his secret desires as he relinquishes control and learns to embrace his submissive side. Dominatrix Vanessa, aided by an array of formidable implements stored in the large dungeon of her basement, introduces her new 'puppy' to an assortment of pleasures - most of them deliciously painful, some of them humiliating and involving him wearing a pair of pink panties. At one point, Vanessa brings in two other women - the scary Miss Dominia, and a very credible elderly disciplinarian called Auntie Joan.

Both the garden and the relationship between Vanessa and Rick blossoms, but when Rick catches sight of Vanessa flogging another man, he gets insanely jealous and gets a last minute flight to a Greek island for a week... where he beds several women to help assuage his anger and pain. But he misses his Mistress and their female-dominated relationship. Unknown to him, she misses him too. They make up, and the dynamics of the relationship changes as Vanessa now permits him to have sex with her. But when he confesses his transgressions in Greece all hell breaks loose!

This is a story about a man who recognises that social norms can be turned upside down; a man who seeks and ultimately gets what he wants - and who he wants - a beautiful Dominatrix.

Under Marie's Hands by Anthony Payne

It's 1995 and Daniel Jessup, a 20-year-old college dropout, is living in upstate Pennsylvania. Six months short of a degree in Architecture, he is employed as a grunt with a construction company, where he quickly becomes friends with the foreman, Jim Greene. He soon finds himself a regular visitor to Jim's home, and it's here during dinner that he first meets Marie, the younger sister of Jim's wife. He is immediately infatuated with her and takes every opportunity he can to spend time in her company. One day, having flirted with Daniel for some time, she leads him down to the Greene's basement. It seems, however, that it's not just sex that Marie has in mind when she takes Daniel over her knee and delivers a very sound spanking with her hairbrush.

The two begin dating and Daniel finds himself subject to Marie's discipline on a regular basis, although some of the spankings she gives him are purely erotic. Later, as the relationship progresses, Daniel moves in with Marie and is subject to regular maintenance spankings every Sunday evening. As the years go by, it looks like Daniel might be happy to spend the rest of his life under Marie's hand...
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