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This compilation features a collection of femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from their stepmothers:

Glutton for Punishment: Twenty-three-year-old Jason has a rude awakening when his father goes to work in Kenya for six months, leaving him with his new stepmom, Joyce. Joyce is a woman who will stand no-nonsense and she soon puts Jason through his paces, paddling his bottom hard. Yet, under her guidance, Jason enrols in community college and gets good grades needed for a university course. His stepmother helps 'motivate' his performance with strap and paddle.

It's All Fun and Games (unless you get caught): Jeremy has a riotous party while his father and stepmom are away. The house is a tip, and the air filled with the smell of cannabis and booze. Unfortunately for Jeremy, his dad is called back home owing to an emergency at work, and is horrified at the mess. He hands the situation over to his wife to deal with, who gives Jeremy a whipping with a belt.

Teaching the Next Generation: Dora meets with Marissa, her stepson's girlfriend. Dora is convinced that Kevin will shortly ask Marissa to marry him, and she intends to inform Marissa of the special type of treatment Kevin needs: corporal punishment. Using a hefty school paddle, she wallops Kevin for failing to clean his bathroom, and Marissa watches from the doorway. Dora is convinced that Marissa can take over Kevin's discipline, keeping him on the straight and narrow during their married life.

The Antique Dealer: Adam helps his stepmom, Jane, go through an abandoned estate to salvage anything of value prior to house clearance. They find an interesting room - a dungeon, full of equipment and spanking implements. Jane thinks it is time for Adam to face up to his submissive side, and has him bend over the bench for a sound whipping with a razor strop. And there is more to come...

The Gym: Steve leaves home as soon as he can to escape his stepmother's heavy-handed discipline, but three months later he makes a total mess of his life and gets hooked on cocaine. After a spell in prison he returns to live with Sofia, his stepmother, who gives him a job at her gym. He settles down and works hard, taking a licking when he screws up. And then the sexy Carmella walks into his life and a new opportunity presents itself.

Trouble on the Wagon Train: Following his father's death, city boy Jacob suffers a shock when he agrees to travel on the wagon train with his stepmother and step-sister. The days are long and exhausting. Drink is forbidden, but Jacob gets drunk on whisky. His stepmother takes the appropriate corrective action... with a cane on his bare bottom.
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1. Glutton for Punishment

I want to state unequivocally and for the record that I don't enjoy and have never enjoyed being spanked - if by enjoy, one means becoming sexually aroused. And yet, hardly a month goes by that I don't find myself bent over, bottom bared, awaiting the sharp sting from a paddle or a leather strap, compliments of Joyce, my stepmother. (Although, in fairness, the frequency has tapered off over the past couple of years - it used to be two or three times a week.)

Since I have already stated that I don't enjoy - even subconsciously - being spanked, it is certainly reasonable to ask why I get spanked so often. Am I just a dumb kid? No. Is my stepmother an unreasonable martinet or an old woman who gets off on punishing 'naughty boys'? Again, not really.

At twenty-three, I hardly consider myself a kid anymore. And at forty-four, Joyce is hardly an old woman. So, what is the problem? It really is quite simple: I am a chronic underachiever with a natural propensity toward rebellion, while Joyce, as a high school English teacher, has high standards and expectations coupled with a low tolerance for bad behavior. And when it comes to me and my two siblings, the bar she would normally set is even higher. She fully expects great things from each of us - or at least that we live up to or exceed what she considers to be our potential. She simply will accept no less.

I was away at boarding school, struggling to get through my senior year, when my father married Joyce - one of those quick, spur-of-the-moment Las Vegas weddings, according to Dad. Caught up in my own world with my own issues, I didn't think too much about the marriage one way or the other. I had met Joyce a few times and thought she was nice enough - although a bit abrasive, at least on the surface. I also didn't begrudge Dad a little happiness, knowing how he had sacrificed following the death of our mother.

My brother and sister were older. Marty was in his senior year at college, while Laura was a junior. Because I was the youngest by three years and away from home much of the time, they rarely paid attention to me. However, several weeks after the wedding, Laura did tell me that Joyce's presence in the home had changed the dynamic and that our new stepmother had pushed Laura to be more careful with her behavior and more diligent with her studies. Again, I didn't think too much about it at the time.

Somehow, I managed to graduate and moved back home at the end of May. I was immediately confronted by a number of changes. First, Marty also graduated from college and enlisted in the Air Force. I only saw him for a couple of days before he had to report for officer training. We had one conversation before he left, during which he advised me to straighten up and do exactly what Joyce tells me to do. He didn't offer any details, but I knew he was serious.

Second, Laura, as part of her studies, had elected to take an internship in Germany. She would be gone the entire next year. She also advised me to do what Joyce told me to do, without question.

Now, having heard the same advice from both my siblings, I was naturally curious. But I could also feel my rebellious streak rising up. No new stepmother was going to tell me what to do! I decided that only my father, who had up to now either sheltered me or enabled me, could do that.

However, much to my dismay, in mid-June, Dad, a civil engineer, was offered a position supervising road construction in Kenya - for him, a dream come true. The job was to last four to six months, with the promise of additional jobs after that. Joyce, not too keen on the prospect of giving up the teaching position she loved in order to live in Africa, decided not to accompany him.

As with prior events, I didn't give it too much thought. I had my own plans for the summer and beyond, plans that definitely didn't include my father or my new stepmother. In fact, I thought, with no one to answer to - not to mention a car and the credit card Dad left - I would be free to do whatever I wanted, whatever that was.

Anyway, that was my thinking. And I clung to that fantasy up until two days after Dad left for Kenya. That evening, Joyce summoned me to the spare bedroom which she had converted into an office. From across the wide expanse of her polished oak desk, she gazed at me, as though seeing me for the first time.

Finally, after a few agonizing minutes, she took a deep breath. "Well, Jason, it looks like it's going to be just you and me for the next several months."

I wasn't sure how to answer so I just nodded, all the time wondering what she had in mind and remembering the advice my two siblings had given me on their way out of town.

Joyce flashed a small thin smile. "So... what are your plans for the future?"

Up to that point, my plans were to do as little meaningful work as possible, contact a couple of girls I knew, and see about getting hooked up. But I could tell from the expression on Joyce's face that that was not exactly the answer she was looking for. "Uh... I haven't quite decided yet," I replied.

She continued her relentless gaze. "I suspected as much," she said. "And that, young man, is unacceptable."

That got my heart rate up almost immediately. "What do you mean by that?"

She huffed. "Your father tells me he thinks you have a lot of potential, if only you applied yourself. I tend to agree, even though you barely made it through that prep school you attended." She paused, her eyes never leaving me. "I think we're going to work on bringing out the best in you."

I stood up, my inner rebel now fully emerged. "Look, lady, I don't know what you've got in mind, but I plan to enjoy myself for as long as possible."

She laughed. "See, you do have a plan," she said. "Too bad it's not the same plan I have for you."

I scowled. Who did she think she was to even imagine she might have some element of control over me? I took a deep breath. "Who gives a fuck what you think?"

Joyce's eyes flashed; her fingers twitched and her face reddened slightly. But, apart from these signs, she maintained her icy composure. "Young man, I would advise you to curb the attitude and the language."

I laughed. "Or else what? I'm eighteen. You don't have any control over me."

She smiled again. "You're right about that," she said. "So... Jason, you have three choices. You can move out of the house, get a job, and support yourself. You can enlist in the military." She paused and glared at me. "Or... you can stay in this house, under my supervision, and do exactly what I tell you or suffer the consequences."

I swallowed hard. Even in my current state of youthful overconfidence, I could tell she was very serious. Quickly, I considered the three options and knew that I didn't want to do any of them. Even thinking about it exacerbated my escalating sense of indignity. But how to mount an appropriate counterargument? "This is bullshit," I said in a loud voice. "My father would never allow you to kick me out or cut me off." I took a menacing step forward, believing I had effectively presented a point for which she had no adequate counter.

She never flinched. Rather, she relaxed in her office chair and folded her hands together. "Jason, your father isn't here. Nor will he be for another six months at least. He left instructions not to contact him unless there's an emergency... which this clearly isn't. He also left me in charge of the house and the finances. I'm sorry to burst your bubble, but there is no fourth option. Now, since you are my husband's son, I would prefer to help you realize your potential. But... in the end, it doesn't really matter to me which option you choose. All I ask is that you make your choice now so I can make my own plans."

I realized I was totally unprepared to make a choice. Yes, I could possibly get a job, probably at minimum wage doing some unpleasant work. I wasn't even sure if I could make enough money to support myself. I definitely knew I didn't want to enlist and spend three years wearing a uniform and following orders.

So, that left the third option, which didn't exactly thrill me either. I suddenly remembered the advice from my two siblings. I softened slightly. "So... what's the next step?"

"Have you decided on an option?"

I nodded. I knew I could always fall back on the first two options if I had to.

She scowled, pushed back her chair, and stood up. "Jason, nodding is not an answer. You need to say it."

For some reason, her statement angered me all over again. "Fuck you, lady!"

She flushed, and for a few anxious seconds, I thought she was going to have a stroke. But, a minute later, she composed herself. "You and your whole generation need to learn manners," she said.

With mounting anxiety, I watched her watch me, her blue eyes piercing me. I knew at that moment that I had probably gone too far, crossed some invisible line that I shouldn't have crossed. But I also knew it was too late to walk it back. Might as well play it out, I thought; dare her and see what she does. "And just how would you teach such a lesson?" I asked.

Her lips curled; her eyes narrowed. "Corporal punishment," she said in a deadly serious voice. "It has worked very well with my honors students. It worked pretty well with your sister and brother."

Once again, I swallowed hard. So that was what Marty and Laura were trying to tell me. But I couldn't get myself to believe she would actually do it. "I thought corporal punishment was banned in the school system. I mean, they couldn't even use it in that fucking prep school Dad sent me to."

She smiled. "I see you keep up with school policy," she said. "That's good. I admire that. But, I have my own policies when it comes to my students and my family. What happens outside of the school building is none of the school's business. The same goes for this house." She paused, opened a door in the credenza behind her desk, and pulled out a paddle. It appeared to be solid wood, about a quarter-inch thick, perhaps eighteen-inches long, and three-inches wide - what I now know as a classic school paddle. She gripped it with her right hand. "Okay, Jason, I believe it's time for your first lesson. Lower your pants and bend over the desk." She snapped her fingers. "Now!"

I backed up at least two feet. "No fucking way, lady!"

She didn't flinch. "First of all, my name is Joyce, not lady," she said. "Second, you will do what I tell you to do or pack your stuff. When you are packed, I will drive you to the YMCA on Fifth Street. I believe you can get a room there for about twenty dollars a night. Tomorrow, I will contact Kristy Swanson. She's the manager of Sammy's Steakhouse and a former student. She told me recently she's looking for a full time dishwasher. Or, if you prefer, the Armed Forces Recruiting Station is about four blocks from the Y." She glared at me while aiming the paddle in my direction. She shifted her eyes to her wristwatch, then back to me. "You need to decide right now. I have things to do."

At this point, I was beyond anxious. I was starting to feel real fear. My whole future was lying before me, laid out by a woman I barely knew. "Joyce, you can't make me do anything I don't want to do."

"Don't underestimate me, young man," she said in that same eerily calm voice, the kind of voice that makes you believe her.

A hundred thoughts darted through my mind as I weighed my limited options. Run? Walk out in a huff? Call her bluff? Take the dishwasher job and live at the YMCA? Or take a spanking? Up until then, I had never been spanked before, had never even thought about it.

But then, I wondered, how bad could it be? So bad that moving out and attempting to support myself with some dead-end job would be preferable? I almost laughed at that. I finally decided that it just might be better in the long run to let her get it out of her system so we could both move on with our lives. I dared to meet her relentless gaze. "All right... Joyce... you win. Let's get this over with." I unbuckled my belt and unsnapped my jeans. I let my pants drop to the floor and approached the polished surface of the desk.

"Bend over," she ordered, moving in behind me.

I looked over my shoulder at her. "I suppose you want me to drop my underpants as well."

She scowled. "Heavens no," she said. "Your father's bare bottom is the only one I ever want to see."

That was definitely too much information, I thought, but I didn't say it. I bent my upper body over the surface of the desk and waited.

"Jason, for your first lesson, I'm going to give you fifteen strokes of the paddle," she said. "And, young man, let these fifteen strokes be a warning. Believe me when I tell you that every time you don't do what I tell you to do or you use impolite language in my presence or I don't think you are living up to your potential, the paddling will be more severe. And if the paddle proves to be ineffective, I have other implements." She retracted her right arm but hesitated. "Jason, I'm only going to ask you this once. Do you understand what I just told you and agree to it, or do you move out tonight?"

What was there to say? I was in position, so of course I agreed. I was about to make a sarcastic remark, but my little-used rational side for once took control. "Yes, I agree."

"In the long run, you won't regret it," she said.

But, obviously I will in the short run, I thought, as I anticipated the first stroke.

I didn't have long to wait. Once I verbalized my agreement, Joyce wasted no time administering the first strike, a solid shot that impacted the center of both cheeks. The pain was worse than I was expecting. I let out a groan and my head slumped to the top of the desk.

But before I had a chance to react, she struck again, this time landing the paddle slightly lower. Once again, my body was awash with pain. "Shit!" I screamed. "That's enough." I started to stand up. Joyce pushed me back down and struck my upper thighs twice, increasing the pain by a factor of at least five.

"Those two don't count," she declared. "Every time you try to get up or say anything, especially an expletive, I will increase the punishment. Is that clear?"

At that instant, I didn't know whether or not to answer her, since she said not to say anything. I settled for nodding. I can be rebellious and an underachiever, but I'm not stupid.

"Say it," she said.

"I understand."

"Very good," she said. "You have thirteen strokes left, in case you've lost count."

I hadn't lost count. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue.

She retracted the paddle and struck again, this time hitting the crease between my bottom and my upper thighs. A second later, she struck for the fourth time, a little higher. The pain was unbelievable, and I could begin to understand how a paddling might just be effective punishment.

She landed the fifth blow on my left cheek and the sixth and seventh on my right cheek. Then she stopped and touched my cloth-covered rear with her left hand. "Getting warmer," she said. "Eight more to go. Let's get this over with."

I heard her sigh. I grimaced at the prospect of eight more strokes, but knew I could endure it. What choice did I have?

She struck again, then again and again, completing the remaining strokes in such rapid succession that I no longer felt the pain from each individual blow. Rather, the effect was cumulative. Tears flooded my eyes. My fingers clawed the desk surface. And I realized I probably would have said anything or promised her anything just to avoid going through this experience another time.

The assigned fifteen strokes now completed, she set the paddle down on the desk and stepped back. "Okay, Jason, stand up and face me."

I gathered myself together and pushed myself up from the desk. I turned. She was standing a few feet away, her blue eyes directed at me.

"Are you all right?" she asked.

Quickly, I took inventory. I still felt a dull pain emanating from my backside. But no real damage done. "Yes."

She handed me a tissue. "Wipe your eyes, blow your nose, and pull up your pants."

I took the tissue and did what I was told.

She nodded. "Okay, this is how it's going to be," she began, her voice sounding more like an authoritative teacher with every syllable. "First, let me tell you I don't waste time or energy on losers or students who have maxed out their potential. I would never paddle a mediocre or C-D student. There's simply no point to it. Likewise, I wouldn't paddle a troublemaker or a student who has very limited ability or interest." She stopped and smiled at me. "I believe you are worth my time and energy. You have the potential to be very successful once you decide what you want to do with your life. And, because I believe that, until you convince me otherwise, I will be all over you. Do you understand that?"

I heard her words and saw the genuine concern in her eyes. She honestly cared about me. All of a sudden, I felt very ambivalent. Her vision for my future and mine were not synching. "Joyce, can I think about it?"

Her smile widened. "Of course," she said. "In fact, I believe we both have things to do. You go to your room, nurse your wounded bottom, and think about your future. We'll talk again tomorrow and establish a solid plan. Close the door on your way out."

I nodded, brushed past her, and left the room, remembering to close the door.

*  *  *

The next day, we discussed my future, both immediate and long-term. Actually, it would be more accurate to say that Joyce discussed my future. She determined that my prep school grades weren't good enough for me to get into the university that my siblings attended. So, she had me enroll in the local community college for the fall semester.

For the summer, she called a former student, Mike Rusky. Mike owned and operated a very busy and successful landscaping and lawn maintenance company. Upon her recommendation, Mike hired me for one of his crews - six days a week, ten hours a day. That kind of schedule wouldn't leave me with much time or energy to get into too much trouble.

But, just to make sure I didn't stray too far, she contacted another former student, a girl a year older than I was, Taylor Johnson. Taylor worked at the mall and was between boyfriends. She agreed to hang out with me over the summer whenever we both had the time.

As it turned out, my stepmother seemed to know just about everyone in our area. In fact, as the summer progressed, I discovered that Dr. Joyce Bigelow was extremely well-thought of. The students she had mentored would do just about anything for her. I was impressed, to say the least

However, after a few weeks, my old habits of underachieving and spouting off in the colorful language so prominent in my generation began to come back. True to her word, as soon as she saw this, Joyce took action.

The first time, she spanked me with the school paddle - twenty harsh strokes this time. I could barely sit on the riding mower the next day. But, the lesson didn't stick, because three days later, she spanked me with a heavy leather strap, thirty strokes this time. I had a couple of bruises that lingered for two days.

All-in-all, that summer, I think Joyce spanked me nine or ten times, each spanking worse than the last one. Then when school started in the fall and I lost my desire to study, she spanked me every time I faltered or failed to complete an assignment or got a less than sterling grade on a test. I think my poor backside was sore up through Thanksgiving. But, I made it through the semester with a 3.2 grade point average, better than I had ever achieved in my entire prep school career.

*  *  *

Which brings us up to the present. With Joyce's guidance - tempered by her frequent spankings - I finished my year at the community college and was accepted into the university, where I decided to major in accounting.

I graduated with honors (along with a sore backside, compliments of a pre-graduation paddling from Joyce). Now, I am in graduate school, going for an MBA. I handle accounting for several area businesses - all owned by Joyce's former students.

I am also happy to report that Taylor and I are still together. We will probably marry when I'm finished with school. I believe Joyce is teaching her how to administer a spanking.


2. It's All Fun and Games (until you get caught)

Jeremy Sims massaged his red eyes with the balls of his fingers and glanced around the large family room. Empty and near-empty beer cans were everywhere, along with maybe six or seven greasy pizza boxes from Dominoes. In Styrofoam cups on the windowsill were the remnants of marijuana joints, obviously smoked down to the last ash.

He leaned back against the cold brick fireplace, a silly smile pasted on his clean-shaven face. A young woman wearing only her black bra and thong panties sat next to him, struggling to keep her eyes open. Six other people, all young men and women in various states of undress, were sprawled on the dirty brown carpet. One pair was apparently attempting to have sex but not succeeding. Instead, they were giggling uncontrollably.

Jeremy chuckled as he watched them. His hand reached for the bare thigh of the young woman. The young woman caressed his fingers and looked up at him. "Jeremy," she began in a low dreamy voice. "Look at this mess. What will your parents say when they see it?"

He laughed. "Probably too late to worry about that," he said. "Besides, they won't see it."

"Why not?" she asked.

He scowled. "My dad and his new wife are out of town - some kind of trip to celebrate their six-month anniversary. They won't be back until Tuesday."

"Wow, I wish my parents would do that," she said. "My dad would freak if he came home to this mess."

"What could he do about it but yell a little? You're over eighteen."

She huffed. "Maybe, but that wouldn't stop him from paddling me."

Jeremy's bleary eyes widened. "Well, my dad would never do anything like that."

"What about your stepmother?"

"She's not my stepmother," he said quickly. "Donna is my father's wife. We barely even acknowledge each other."

"That's kind of sad in a way," she said.

He loosened his grip on her thigh and allowed his fingers to creep up to the crotch of the thong. "Well whatever, we've got all weekend here - one of the perks of my dad getting married again, even if I don't think too much of his new wife and she doesn't think too much of me. I'm only home for the summer anyway."

She leaned into his shoulder and closed her eyes. Her hand directed his fingers to inside her thong. "Might as well take advantage of it."

He stripped off her thong and massaged her clitoris until she moaned and bucked with a small orgasm. He meant to follow up but fell asleep before he could get his pants off. She fell asleep also.

*  *  *

Jeremy opened his eyes to a near blinding light. His lanky body was stretched out on the carpet in front of the fireplace. Next to him was the young woman, now completely naked. They were covered by a white throw.

As he gradually came to consciousness, he realized it wasn't the light that had awakened him. Rather, it was the closing of a door and voices in the distance. He managed to sit up and glance around the room. The six young people who had occupied the room several hours ago were now gone. He looked at his wristwatch and saw that it was ten thirty.

His head felt like a heavy rock on his shoulders. He noticed the young woman - Lani was her name, he remembered - still asleep. He wondered if they ever had sex. He wondered when either she or he removed her bra.

He was about to wake her when the voices got closer. Someone was calling his name, but who? Then, much to his horror, he recognized the voice of his father. They were home. He rubbed his eyes. Certainly, it can't be Tuesday already, he thought. He did another quick scan of the room and noted that the beer cans and pizza boxes were still scattered about, along with the cups full of smoked-down joints.

His sluggish brain tried to process the situation. Any second now, his father and Donna would walk into the family room and see him, see Lani, naked and asleep, see the remnants of the party he was forbidden to have. He tried to think of something to say, some kind of excuse. But all he could think of was, shit, I'm busted.

Before he could think any further, a middle-aged man dressed in jeans and a polo shirt appeared in the space between the kitchen island and the family room. Behind him was a middle-aged woman wearing denim capri pants and a gray t-shirt. The man stood where he was and scanned the room. "Jeremy... what the hell?"

Jeremy managed to sit up. He pulled the cover tight around him. Next to him, Lani stirred and opened her eyes. "Jeremy... who's that yelling?"

Jeremy glanced down at Lani, the lower half of her body now partially exposed. Quickly, he covered her and shifted his eyes back to his father and stepmother. "Uh... Dad... uh... what are you doing home?"

Karl Sims took a step into the family room. "I got called into work," he said. "A couple of suspicious deaths yesterday. We called and texted, but you didn't answer. What has been happening here? Who's that with you?"

Damn it! Jeremy thought. I would have to be the son of the county medical examiner. He was about to provide some meaningless answer, but Lani sat up. She blushed when she saw Karl. "Oh... Dr. Sims... hello."

Karl adjusted his glasses. "Lani Barber... is that you?"

She nodded, her face still red.

Karl shook his head. "Get dressed, young lady," he said. "And go on home before I call your parents."

She looked down at herself. "Uh... please don't call. But... I don't exactly know where my clothes are."

Donna Sims stepped into the family room. From a corner near the fireplace, she retrieved a pair of red cotton shorts and a white tank top. She held them up. "Are these your clothes?"

Lani blinked twice. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

Donna walked over and handed the young woman her clothes, then stepped back behind her husband.

Using the throw as a shield, Lani quickly dressed. She stood up. "See you later, Jeremy," she said. With a sideways glance at Karl and Donna, she left the room. A few seconds later, the front door opened and closed. Jeremy was alone to face the consequences.

Karl's rugged face was pale crimson; his eyes were narrow as he looked at his son, still cowering on the floor, using the throw as a shield. "Jeremy, I really don't know what to say. I certainly didn't expect to come home to... this."

Jeremy tried, but he couldn't get his eyes to meet his father's. "Dad... I..."

Karl raised a hand. "Jeremy, just shut up. I don't want to hear some bullshit excuse or explanation. I warned you not to let your so-called friends in here. I just hope poor Lani isn't pregnant." He paused and took a deep breath. His eyes darted around the room. "Well, it's obvious you need to be punished, but I don't have the time to deal with it right now."

Jeremy brightened. "Dad... Look, I'm sorry, okay. I'll get everything cleaned up. You won't even know anything happened here."

Karl huffed. "And you're hoping I'll forget all about punishing you." He whispered into Donna's ear. She smiled. He turned back to Jeremy. "If that's what you're thinking, put it out of your head." He pointed at Donna. "Because there's a new deputy in town."

Jeremy swallowed hard as he looked at Donna. She wasn't exactly smirking, but she wasn't shrinking back into the kitchen either. He wasn't entirely sure he wasn't dreaming. I wonder if I'm in even more trouble, he thought.

Karl turned. "Honey, I need to get to work," he said. He kissed her on the cheek. He glanced back at his son. "Jeremy, you will do exactly what she tells you to do - and I mean exactly - or the consequences will be worse than you can imagine. Is that clear?"

Yes, it was clear. Karl Sims wasn't necessarily a harsh or strict man or father. But, as a doctor and former U. S. Army officer, he had a way of asserting himself that made you want to do what he told you to do. "Yes, sir," Jeremy said.

Karl nodded and left the room.

When they were alone, Donna took a step into the family room. "Jeremy, get yourself dressed and cleaned up. Be back in this room in ten minutes. Don't make me wait or come looking for you." She chuckled. "We're about to get to know each a little better. Now, move!"

With the throw wound tightly around his near-naked body, Jeremy rose to his feet. For an instant, he glared at Donna, wondering if she was as serious as she looked. He decided that she was. He nodded and headed for the stairs.

*  *  *

Twelve minutes later, he was back in the family room. Donna was sitting on a stool at the island, a steaming cup of coffee next to her. She looked at Jeremy, then looked at her watch. "You're two minutes late," she declared.

He huffed. With his brain still reeling from the aftereffects of the beer and cannabis, he was in no mood to deal with trivial matters, especially coming from his father's wife. "So what?"

She took a sip of coffee. "Look, Jeremy, cut the crap," she said. "You're in very serious trouble here."

He glared at her. "Why? Because I had a party while you guys were out of town? I'll get it cleaned up. No harm, no foul."

Donna shook her head and stood up. "No, Jeremy, it doesn't work that way," she said. "Your father has a very responsible position in the county. I'm an assistant DA who was a detective on the police force. You and your hoodlum friends were smoking weed in the house."

Jeremy gave her a small smirk. "I thought marijuana was legal now."

"Medicinal, yes. But I doubt seriously if any of you has a prescription for it. Do you?"

"Okay, Donna, you got me on that. I apologize and I promise we'll never do it again. Now, let me get this mess cleaned up before Dad gets home."

She took a step toward him. "Again, Jeremy, it doesn't work that way," she said. "Yes, you'll get this mess cleaned up, but only after you've been punished for having the party you were told not to have. You betrayed our trust and put our careers in jeopardy."

He took a step backward. This was getting serious again. "Look, Donna, I said I was sorry. If you guys want to ground me for a couple of days, okay. I accept that. You don't have to be such a bitch about it."

Donna's mature face flushed. "That was definitely the wrong thing to say to me, young man," she said in a very controlled voice. "You dad gave me complete authority over how to punish you. I wasn't entirely sure what I was going to do before, but now I do."

Jeremy glanced at the red face and wide eyes of his stepmother and realized his hands were trembling slightly. This interaction was not going the way he thought it would. "What are you going to do?"

She pivoted toward the stairs. "Stay right where you are. I'll be back in a minute." She disappeared up the stairs before he could reply.

He heard her upstairs and had a thought that it would be a good time to get his car key and take off. He had no idea where he would go, but it had to be better than sticking around here. Maybe he could go to Lani's house.

But then he realized eventually he would have to come home and face Donna's wrath and his father's disappointment. The consequences of that would be more than he was willing to risk. Besides, he thought, what can she really do to me? So he remained where he was, attempting to gain control over the fear that was mounting steadily inside him.

Less than five minutes after she left, Donna was back. In her right hand was a heavy leather belt. She had doubled it and was clutching the buckle tightly. She pulled out one of the stools from the island. "Okay, young man, drop your pants and bend over the stool."

Jeremy shifted his gaze from the belt to the stool and back again. He shook his head. "You have to be kidding," he said when he realized her intent.

"I assure you I'm not kidding," she said. "I believe in the power of corporal punishment. If I had my way at the DA's office, we would use it, especially on the young miscreants who don't get disciplined at home." She shook the belt and pointed to the stool. "Now, you have a choice. You can either take your punishment like a man and learn from it, or you can slink away like a coward. But, I must tell you that if you choose the coward's way out, I will have to report you to the police."

Jeremy's eyes widened. "You wouldn't do that."

"I wouldn't want to," she said. "After all, while you may not think of me as your stepmother, you are the son of my husband. And that makes you my stepson, like it or not. I will try to protect you as much as I can. In fact, think of this punishment as a form of protection. Sometimes, a young man needs to be protected from himself." She continued to glare at him, then smiled. "Or you could think of it this way: It's all fun and games until you get caught. You got caught, and now you have to pay. It really is that simple."

Jeremy remained where he was, nearly paralyzed with indecision. He dared to look at Donna, standing next to the stool like an oak, doubled belt at the ready. Was she bluffing? Even in his partly disoriented state, he didn't think so. She fully intended to give him a whipping. But would she really turn him in to the police if he ran away? Just how well did he know his father's wife?

Donna snapped the fingers on her left hand and slapped her left palm with the belt. "Jeremy Sims, you need to make a decision right now - I know today's Sunday, but I have things to do and you have a mess to clean up." She glanced at the wall clock. "You have ten seconds to decide, then I call the police. I believe Sergeant Jackson is on desk duty."

This got Jeremy's attention. He had heard his father talk about Sergeant Al Jackson, a twenty-five-year veteran of the force and a known crusader against drug dealing. Moment of truth, he thought. "Uh... what do you want me to do?" he asked when he realized the ten seconds was about to expire.

"As I said, drop your pants and briefs - if you're wearing any - and bend over the stool."

No way out of this, he thought. He unbuttoned his jeans and approached the stool. When he reached it, he lowered his jeans to his upper thighs. He wasn't wearing underwear.

Donna moved in behind him. "Now, bend over the stool and grab the legs with both hands. Don't let go or attempt to get up until I give you permission. If you do try to get up, I will push you back down and double the punishment. Is that clear?"

He nodded, although nothing seemed clear at this moment.

"Say it."

"Yes, it's clear." He eyed the seat of the stool and slowly lowered his chest until it made contact. He reached out and gripped both wooden legs. He closed his eyes and thought, maybe this won't be so bad. Anyway, it has to be better than getting arrested.

Donna stepped to his left side, retracted the doubled belt, and swung it forward with a flourish. It impacted the middle of his left cheek, producing a loud pop in the process. He grimaced. The pain was worse than he was expecting.

Two seconds later, she struck again, this time concentrating on the right cheek. Without any hesitation, she struck two more times, cracking the belt directly across the middle of his two cheeks. He couldn't believe how much the four strokes hurt. "Donna, that's enough!"

She huffed and slashed the belt across his upper thighs four times in rapid succession. "Shut up!" she shouted. "I'll tell you when you've had enough. Speak again and we'll be here all morning. Clear?"

He took a deep breath and nodded.

She chuckled. "You may answer."

"Clear."

"Good boy," she said. She reached out with her left hand and gently touched the red streaks she had produced so far. She nodded to herself. "Not bad," she said. "You're learning, but I believe we have a ways to go before the lesson becomes permanent."

With a sideways glance at the wall clock, she once again retracted the belt and then swung it forward until the hard leather met the soft flesh of the crease between his bottom and his upper thighs. He groaned and bit down on his tongue to keep from shouting out.

She struck four more times, attempting to hit every square centimeter of his quivering backside. After the fourth strike, she paused and assessed the damage. "Okay, Jeremy, let's finish it," she declared.

He wanted to scream. Pain was racing up and down his spine. He could feel a fire burning in his bottom. What do you want from me? he thought. But he held his tongue. He had endured this much; he could endure a little more.

Donna took two deep breaths, retracted the belt, and began swinging with reckless abandon - strike after strike after strike. His pain level escalated dramatically. Tears formed in his eyes and cascaded down his face. He gripped the legs of the stool so tightly that his fingers turned white.

And then she abruptly stopped and set the belt down on the counter. She touched his back. "All right, Jeremy, you may get up and face me."

He barely heard the instructions and remained where he was, attempting to process the pain. She touched him again. "Jeremy... I said get up."

The near harshness in her voice commanded his attention. Slowly, he loosened his vise-like grip on the stool legs and raised himself up into a standing position. Using the stool seat for balance, he carefully pivoted until he was face to face with his stepmother. She held out her arms.

"Come here," she said softly.

A part of him was angry at being so soundly whipped. But another part of him saw the genuine concern in her eyes. He needed comfort, and she was offering it to him. He took a step forward and nearly stumbled into her waiting embrace.

For several seconds, neither of them spoke. Then, Donna patted his back. "Jeremy, look at me," she said, taking a step back.

Jeremy raised his head. An occasional tear dripped from his eyes.

She smiled. "I won't apologize for what I just did," she said. "You deserved it. I just hope we don't have to do it again any time soon. What do you have to say about it?"

Jeremy wasn't sure he had anything to say. He had just been soundly whipped by his father's new wife, presumably acting as his father's surrogate. The pain from the whipping still rippled through his body; tears still clouded his eyes. What do you say after such an experience? He gazed at her and realized she expected an answer of some kind, at least an answer that would satisfy her sense of justice.

He gathered his breath. "I... uh... I'm sorry, Donna."

For a few seconds, she scowled. Then her face softened; she reached out and touched his trembling hand. "I have no doubt at this moment you feel sorry," she said. "You may even be sincere or at least believe you're being sincere." She paused; her face hardened again. "But, Jeremy, I warn you. Lose those hoodlum friends of yours. I don't know who all was here, but I have a strong feeling a couple of your party guests are on our radar at the DA's office. I can only protect you so far. Do I make myself clear?"

"How do you know the people who were here are hoodlums?"

"Jeremy, I'm not an idiot," she said. "Where did you get the illegal weed... or the beer, for that matter? You're still underage."

He wasn't sure he understood completely her concern. After all, practically everyone he knew at college drank and smoked marijuana. It was merely thought of as part of the college experience. Still, he didn't want to upset her any further and risk another whipping... or worse. "Okay. I get your point," he said. "I'll be careful in the future."

She huffed. "You'll do more than be careful, young man," she said. "If either I or your father catches you again drinking or smoking, I promise you I will whip you until you can't even look at another beer can or joint. Do you believe me?"

He had a sudden vision of being bent over the stool and belt-whipped until his flesh was burning off his backside. He glanced at his stepmother and saw the steely resolution in her eyes. At that moment, he knew she could do it, that she would do it. Yes, he believed her and believed that his father wouldn't protect him. He nodded. "Yes, I believe you."

"Good," she said. "Now, pull up your pants. We both have work to do."

"What about Lani?" he asked.

"What about her?"

"Well... is she on your radar screen?"

Donna shook her head. "I know both her parents," she said. "Lani's a nice girl, although I imagine that right at this moment, she may be getting a spanking of her own and her father probably isn't too happy with you. She may not be either after her spanking."

Jeremy swallowed hard. There was so much he hadn't thought of when he invited people over to the house, so many he probably hurt. Donna was right: It's all fun and games until you get caught. This time, maybe getting caught by his new stepmother was a good thing.


3. Teaching the Next Generation

Dora Lind sat on the crushed velvet sofa in the foyer of the Pink Lady Tea Room and looked at her phone. When she felt a presence next to her, she glanced up and saw a young woman dressed in a nurse uniform. Dora smiled. "Hi, Marisa. Thanks for coming."

The young woman smiled back. "Thanks for inviting me. I've never been here before."

Dora put her phone back in her Coach purse and stood up. "I think you'll like it," she said. "The tea and finger sandwiches are very good, and it's nice and quiet, especially this time of day."

A minute later, the two women were sitting at a small table in a corner of a private room. The table featured a white lace tablecloth, faux silver flatware, and white plates made of bone china. They were drinking tea from matching china tea cups.

For a few minutes, neither spoke. Then, Dora put her now half-empty cup on the saucer, leaned back slightly in her chair, and took a deep breath. "Marisa, Kevin tells me that your relationship is getting serious." She folded her hands and continued to gaze at her younger companion.

Marisa also put down her cup. "Well," she began, as though measuring her words carefully, "as you know, we've been dating for nearly a year and we seem to get along pretty well."

Dora smiled. "Honey, it's okay," she said. "I know my stepson very well. I believe he's fallen hard and is ready to settle down. And from what I've seen so far, he has chosen very wisely."

Marisa flushed slightly. "I... I'm not quite sure what to say to that."

Dora chuckled. "You don't need to say anything... except, when he asks you the big question - and I think he will very soon - how will you answer him?"

Marisa's flawless face clouded. "Mrs. Lind..."

"Call me Dora."

"Okay... Dora, I didn't know he was that serious. He hasn't said anything to me."

"Kevin's a bit slow sometimes. Occasionally, he needs prodding... which is one of the things I wanted to talk to you about. However, you still haven't answered my question."

"Oh, I love Kevin, and I think he would make a good husband and even maybe a good father."

"So, your answer would be yes?"

Marisa hesitated. "I think so," she said at last.

Dora's eyes widened; she shifted in her chair. "You don't sound too sure about it. Is there some kind of problem that makes you ambivalent?

Marisa took a sip of tea. "Look, Dora... no man is perfect. I know that. I mean, I've dated some real losers in the past, and Kevin definitely doesn't fall into that category."

Dora smiled. "That's good to hear," she said. "But... there's a problem, isn't there."

Once again, the younger woman hesitated.

"Marisa, I think I know what the problem is and I know what can be done about it. That's why I wanted to meet with you. But first, please tell me what you're thinking."

Marisa sighed. "Well, Kevin acts like a grown up most of the time. But, he has moments when he seems like a little boy... you know, immature. I try to overlook those moments, but I can't help wondering if they'll get worse if we're together all the time."

"I thought that might be a problem," Dora said. She reached across the table and gripped the ends of Marisa's fingers. "But, honey, I'm happy to say you can correct that problem."

"How?"

Dora smiled again. "I'm glad you asked that question." She paused and glanced around the small room. At the moment, they were the only two occupants. "Two words," she said, satisfied they were alone. "Corporal punishment."

Marisa's eyelids shot up. "Corporal punishment? Is that what you just said?"

Dora nodded.

"You have to be kidding."

"I'm not kidding," Dora said. "I would never kid about something like that. I know it sounds bizarre, but it can work, especially on the right man. Do you want to hear about it?"

"I think I need to hear about it."

Dora finished the tea and set the cup down again. "When I married Steve, Kevin's father, Kevin was a senior in high school. He was the quintessential underachiever and was disrespectful, both to me and to his father. I knew that if we were going to be a family, I needed to do something about his behavior. Steve was no real help. He was too caught up in his law firm and had let Kevin do pretty much whatever he wanted. I confronted Steve about it, and he told me to handle it any way I saw fit.

"Well, I took that literally. One day, after Kevin failed two important exams that threatened his ability to graduate, I decided he needed a good harsh spanking. That's how I was raised, and I know it can work. I called him into the bedroom and told him what I was going to do. Of course, he scoffed at the idea, and we argued for a few minutes. Finally, I told him that if he didn't submit to a spanking, I would take away his car, his phone, and his credit card. He called me a dirty name. I grabbed him by the ear - that's very effective, by the way - and pulled him down over the bed. I yanked down his pants and whacked him as hard as I could with my wooden hairbrush. I was very angry and let him know it in no uncertain terms. Believe me, he got the message." Once again, she paused and looked into Marisa's blue eyes. "Marisa, I don't know if you've ever been soundly spanked with a hairbrush, but in the right hands, it can be very effective as a tool to correct behavior."

Marisa sat back in her chair, her mouth gaping slightly as she listened to the story.

Dora smiled. "After that spanking, Kevin's grades and even his attitude improved. I told him how proud I was of him... but I also warned him that I was watching him very closely and if he appeared to be slipping back into his old ways, I would give him another spanking and I wouldn't hesitate or be too gentle about it.

"Since then, I have spanked him many times, using everything from a big wooden spoon to a heavy leather belt. Believe me, he gets the message very quickly and shapes up... at least for a while."

As she listened, Marisa struggled to keep her composure. Finally, she took a deep breath. "And he just goes along with it?" she managed to sputter. "I mean, he's not a small guy."

Dora pressed her hands together. "In the end, he knows what's good for him," she said. "He's seen the results. He's made it through law school, even though he initially resisted it - it took several very harsh spankings to get him to even consider it. And he's been successful, both at work and outside of work." She paused and touched Marisa's hand. "He managed to find a wonderful young woman."

Marisa shook her head. "This is all so bizarre. May I ask you a question?"

Dora nodded. "Honey, I'm sure you have lots of questions, so fire away."

"Uh... I'm not sure where to begin."

"Marisa, let me get a little personal," Dora said. "Who was the disciplinarian in your family when you were growing up?"

Marisa thought for a moment. "Well, my sister and I were pretty good kids," she said with a small smile. "But, I would probably say my mother. My parents split up when I was thirteen."

"Do you know why they split up?"

Marisa shook her head. "Not really, but we didn't see our father much after that."

"Were you ever spanked?"

The younger woman shook her head again. "No. Mom didn't believe in spanking."

Dora nodded. "This may come as a surprise to you, but I don't believe in spanking children either, except for maybe an occasional swat just to get their attention. But, obviously, I do believe in spanking adults because they have a choice. An adult can always walk away. However, usually they don't, because deep down, they know the spanker is trying to help them be a better person or overcome some deficiency they simply can't overcome on their own. They may not want to admit it and they may not even be consciously aware of it at the time, but they do know it. Just like Kevin knows it. I wouldn't take the time and effort to discipline him if I didn't love him and want the best for him."

"Dora, I guess I have to ask this question. Did you ever spank Kevin's father?"

Dora shifted her eyes toward a small window. She sighed. "Steve was a good man," she said in a soft voice. "And I know from our many conversations before we married that his first wife - Kevin's mother - kept him grounded. I don't think she ever actually spanked him, but she did apparently find ways to discipline him. When she died suddenly, that part of his world collapsed. I was his office manager at the time and I saw the change. Over time, I took the necessary steps to get him to stop feeling sorry for himself and start living again." She paused and the smile returned to her face. "And, yes, I did spank him a few times... by mutual consent. And, the discipline worked, I'm happy to say. When he passed away last year, the law firm was very successful, mostly due to his leadership." Her eyes shifted back to Marisa. "Any more questions?"

"I guess, I have to ask this question too:  I mean, do you... you know... enjoy spanking?"

"If you mean, do I get sexually aroused, not really," Dora replied. "I mean, I'm a manager. I've been a manager for twenty years. I have an MBA in human resource development. Part of my job, my orientation, if you will, is ensuring peak performance from the people I am responsible for. Occasionally, this requires the application of disciplinary measures. You work in a busy clinic. No doubt, your manager has the same responsibilities as I do."

"Yes, but as far as I know, she's never spanked any of the employees."

"And neither have I," Dora said quickly. "There are other ways to discipline, including termination, if necessary. But, Steve was my husband; Kevin is my stepson. I couldn't just terminate them. The application of corporal punishment proved to be a good alternative."

For a long moment, Marissa sat still with her eyes lowered.

Finally, it was Dora who broke the silence. "Marissa, let's get back to the original question. I am fairly certain Kevin is planning on asking you very soon. At least, I know he's gone to a few jewelry stores. Knowing what you do now, what are your thoughts? What are you going to tell him?"

The young nurse raised her eyes and sighed. "Dora... if I marry Kevin, will I have to do what you do?"

Dora smiled. "That's a good question," she said. "And one I can't really answer for you. Will Kevin require occasional discipline to keep him grounded and on the right path to a successful life? Probably. I guess the real question is: Could you provide that discipline, should it become necessary?"

"I don't know," Marissa said quickly. "I've never been in that position before. Do you think Kevin will expect me to assume that role in our relationship?"

"Well, we may be getting ahead of ourselves just a little," Dora said. "But I do know that Kevin has learned that the occasional application of discipline is something he needs. I don't see that changing just because he's married."

Marissa shook her head. "I... just don't know."

Dora took Marissa's hand again. "I think I have a solution," she said, her eyes lighting up. "Just this morning, Kevin forgot to clean up the bathroom after his shower, and it's the third time this month. I should punish him for that before it gets any worse." She tightened her grip on Marissa's hand. "Marissa, tell you what: You come home with me and watch what I do. Afterward, you and Kevin can go to dinner or something and talk about it. How does that sound?"

The young nurse shifted her eyes to the ceiling, then back to the table. "I suppose... that would be instructive," she said slowly. "But... it might be embarrassing or worse, if he knew I was watching."

"You may be right about that," Dora said. "We've never had a witness to any of his punishment sessions." She paused. After a few seconds, she snapped her fingers. "I have an idea that just might solve the problem. I generally spank him in the spare bedroom, bent over the bed. Perhaps you could come home with me and hide in the main bedroom until we're ready for the spanking. Then, you stand in the doorway and watch. When he's bent over the bed, he can't see the doorway. After the spanking, you come in the room and I'll explain why you're there. Once he's calmed down, I'll leave you two alone to talk... or whatever."

Marissa smiled at the whatever. "And you're sure this is necessary?"

Dora shook her head. "No, I can't honestly say it's necessary. You two could live together for the next fifty years without the need for discipline. But, it is a component in a successful relationship, and it wouldn't hurt for you to at least see it - and for Kevin to know that you understand it and are prepared to take up where I left off, if necessary." She looked deeply into Marissa's eyes. "Now, what do you say?"

Once again, Marissa let her eyes roam around the small room. Finally, she nodded. "All right," she said. "I'm always willing to learn new skills... and it might add a new dimension to our relationship."

Dora blushed, in spite of herself. "Yes, there is an added dimension - at least there was for Steve and me. And, I have to admit I miss that."

Marissa's eyes clouded. She reached over and gripped Dora's fingers. "I'm sorry, Dora. I guess I didn't realize how lonely you are."

"It's hard some days, but I'm adjusting." She managed a small smile. "Seeing you and Kevin together will help a lot."

"All right, then. Let's go get this done," Marissa said, pushing back her chair.

*  *  *

As Dora had hoped, when she and Marissa arrived at the large two-story colonial, the house was empty. "I don't think Kevin will be home before six," Dora said, as they made their way through the kitchen toward the stairs that led to the second floor.

They were almost to the stairs when Dora stopped and turned back toward the kitchen. "I could use a glass of wine. How about you?"

Marissa nodded. "A very good idea," she said, her eyes darting around the house.

Dora poured two glasses of white wine and handed one to Marissa. The two women touched glasses and drained the contents in three swallows. Dora was about to pour a second glass when they both heard the clanking sound of the garage door opening.

She stopped and nudged Marissa. "Let's get upstairs," she said, pivoting toward the staircase.

They stopped again when they reached the landing. "Okay, Marissa," Dora said, putting her hand gently on the younger woman's shoulder. "You go into my bedroom and wait. I'll go into the spare bedroom and get out the paddle."

"How will I know when to come out?" Marissa asked.

Dora chuckled. "I think you'll know. Just stay alert."

Marissa nodded and disappeared inside the large main bedroom. Dora went into the spare bedroom two doors down the hall. Once inside, she took a large school paddle out of the closet and set it down on the double bed. When she heard the sound of footsteps downstairs, she went to the doorway. "Kevin, is that you?" she called.

"Of course," came a male voice.

"Would you come up here, please?" She went back into the room and sat down in the white armchair.

A few seconds later, a tall, lanky man dressed in a navy blue suit appeared in the doorway. "You wanted to see me, Dora?" he asked in a low voice.

She raised her eyebrows as she gazed at her stepson. She realized he hadn't yet seen the paddle. "Yes, I did," she said. "You didn't clean up the bathroom after your shower this morning. And it was the third time this month."

Kevin remained where he was. He shook his head. "I thought I did," he said. "I guess I was in a hurry. Sorry."

She scowled. "Kevin, I know it doesn't seem like a big deal to you, but it can get serious in a hurry."

His eyes widened. "Point taken. I promise to do better in the future." He took a step backward.

Dora stood up. "Not so fast," she said. "It's been a while since your last punishment session. I think it's time for a renewal. Get in here, take down your pants, and bend over the bed."

Kevin's jaw dropped. "Dora... I hardly think..."

She waved a hand. "Don't even think about protesting," she said. "You know the rules. Any argument or delay will cost you extra. Don't make me repeat myself."

For several seconds, he remained locked in place, his eyes cast to the floor. Then, he nodded and entered the room. "You're right," he said. "Maybe I have been asking for it. Let's get this over with." He moved toward the bed, unbuckling his belt as he walked.

When he reached the bed, he pulled down his suit pants and briefs, spread his legs, and bent his upper body over the blue quilt.

Dora smiled to herself. She picked up the paddle and gripped the wooden handle with her right hand. She positioned herself on his left side. However, before she delivered the first strike, she glanced over her shoulder and saw Marissa cowering in the doorway, her eyes wide. Dora nodded at her and mouthed, "Watch and learn."

She turned back to the bare bottom displayed before her. "Okay, Kevin, I think ten for the bathroom and five for questioning my judgment." She didn't wait for a reply but simply retracted the paddle and swung it forward, landing a harsh stroke that impacted the center of his two muscular cheeks.

He groaned in response and shifted his body slightly to the right.

She put her left hand on his back to remind him to stay still and delivered the second shot, this one landing slightly below the first. Quickly, she followed up with strokes three and four. Then, she paused and touched his bottom to gauge the warmth. She stole a glance behind her. Marissa was still cowering in the doorway. Dora gave her a slight nod.

She shifted her eyes back to Kevin's bottom, already turning dull purple. "Eleven more to go."

Quickly, she struck three more times, concentrating the strokes on the crease between his cheeks and upper thighs. Once again, he groaned. His bottom swayed slightly from one side to the other. She smiled to herself when she watched his fingers clutch the quilt. She knew he was feeling every bit of what she was giving him.

Eight more to go, she thought, as she retracted the paddle. She had already determined not to go easy on him, as she sometimes did during a punishment session. She wanted her future daughter-in-law to see how much misery he could take before he broke.

With that goal in mind, she swung for the eighth time, impacting the flesh just below his coccyx. He started to rear up but apparently caught himself before his upper body moved more than an inch off the bed. Rearing up during a spanking generally resulted in more strokes.

After the tenth stroke, Dora paused again and wiped her forehead with the back of her left hand. She gazed at Kevin's bottom, now a mass of red-purple flesh. It always amazed her just how much damage a relatively small number of strokes could produce. When she had first started spanking him all those years ago, she had used a hairbrush and wooden spoon. It wasn't until two years ago that she discovered the school paddle and how much more effective this classic implement could be.

She shifted her eyes to Kevin's ruggedly handsome and clean-shaven face. His eyes were closed, but she could see small tears in the corners. This was one of the goals she was striving for. "Okay, Kevin, now the five strokes for arguing with me."

He opened his eyes and released a flood of tears. "Please, Dora, I've had enough," he said in a weak voice. "I'm sorry. Can't we just let that part go?"

She huffed. "I hardly think so," she said. "And if you say another word, young man, it will cost you extra."

As she watched, he closed his eyes and clamped his lips together. Works every time, she thought. I hope Marissa is learning from this. Very pleased with her progress so far, she retracted the paddle and administered the eleventh stroke to his quivering backside. He yelped like a wounded puppy.

Let's get this over with, she told herself, and, in rapid succession, delivered the last four strokes. When the echo of the fifteenth stroke died away, she set the paddle down and gently ran her hand across his scorched flesh. Then, she stepped back. "All right, Kevin, you may get up and stand with your face against the wall."

Slowly, he pushed himself up into a standing position. He gave a sideways glance at his stepmother before scurrying to the wall next to the closet.

"Don't move from that position until you have permission," she said, pivoting toward the doorway.

"Yes, ma'am," he said, his voice muffled by the wall.

Dora stepped toward the doorway. When she reached it, she found Marissa still cowering. She touched the younger woman's face, which was warm and red. "Let's go into my bedroom and talk for a minute."

Marissa nodded and followed Dora into a large master bedroom.

"I won't ask you what you thought of the session," Dora said, holding onto Marissa's hand. "I'm sure you thought it was bizarre. But, it was also effective. Kevin will be very contrite the rest of the evening."

"Is... is it always like that?" Marissa asked.

Dora shook her head. "No. I was probably harder on him than I needed to be. And that school paddle is very effective. It will be up to you how much punishment to inflict. I guess the main question is: Can you do it?"

Marissa thought for a second, then smiled. "Yes, I believe I can."

Dora returned her smile. "Good girl," she said, patting Marissa gently on the cheek. "Now, I want you to go into the spare room and offer him some comfort. I will be right behind you and explain why you're here. Okay?"

Marissa's smile widened. "Okay."

Side by side, they walked back to the spare bedroom. When they reached it, Dora nudged Marissa inside and gave her a small nod. Marissa nodded back. She approached Kevin and touched his back. "Kevin, turn around," she said in a near whisper.

He raised his head, which had been drooping. "Marissa?"

"Yes, it's me."

He turned to face his girlfriend and quickly wiped his eyes. "What are you doing here?"

She reached up and kissed him softly on the lips. She was about to answer, but Dora cut her off. "I asked her to be here," she said.

Kevin looked over at his stepmother. "You asked her? Why?"

"Very simple," Dora said. "I know how serious you're getting with this young woman, and I wanted her to see a punishment session."

Kevin drew in a deep breath. He shifted his eyes back and forth between Dora and Marissa. "My god, Dora, this is so embarrassing. You had no right..."

Dora waved a hand at him. "Look, you think that once you're married, you won't have any behavior lapses that need to be corrected? Keeping you on the straight and narrow will become your wife's responsibility. I just wanted to make sure Marissa understands that and can do it. She assures me that she can."

He drew in another deep breath. "But... I haven't even asked her to marry me."

Dora laughed. "That's a technicality, and you know it. I mean, how can you not want to marry and spend the rest of your life with this remarkable and lovely young woman?"

Marissa blushed. Kevin, for the moment, appeared to be speechless.

Dora chuckled again and pivoted toward the doorway. "Okay. I'm going to leave you two kids alone. I'm sure you have a lot to talk about. I think I'll treat myself to dinner so you can have the house to yourselves." She left the room without waiting for a reply.

But, seeing Marissa and Kevin together, watching her reach for his hands and give him a smile, she knew very well what would happen once she was out of the house. Mission accomplished, she thought, as she headed for the stairs.


4. The Antique Dealer

Adam Branson had been fascinated with history and historical artifacts for as long as he could remember. So, when his father courted and married Jane Spaulding, the local antique dealer, Adam was ecstatic. Not only was Jane a relatively attractive thirty-nine-year-old woman, she also scoured estate sales. Every room of her store was filled to capacity with interesting pieces of furniture and other items, each with its own story to tell.

A week after Jane and her new husband returned from their week-long wedding trip, she was back at her store, sorting and cleaning merchandise. Adam, who was home from college for the summer, volunteered to help out. At first, Jane was reluctant since Adam had no experience in the business and was a little shy and awkward. However, when she had the opportunity to assess the estate of a wealthy and eccentric local merchant, she thought he just might prove to be useful, especially if she needed help moving heavy furniture.

On a warm and sunny Monday morning in early June, Jane and Adam got into Jane's F-250 and drove to the five-acre estate of Curtis Aronosky, who had died suddenly the previous week at the age of eighty-one. His sole heir, a niece who was a friend of Jane's, invited Jane to tour the house and buy whatever she thought would sell.

While Jane drove, Adam began to ask questions. "Who was this guy anyway?"

Jane smiled at her new stepson. "You never heard of him?"

"No," Adam replied. "Should I have?"

"Well, maybe he was a bit before your time. He was a very successful entrepreneur. Somehow, when he was just out of the army, he made a lot of money... gambling, some say. Anyway, he used the money to buy up property, which he later sold at a sizable profit. After that, he opened up several convenient stores and a fast-food restaurant. About twenty years ago, he sort of retired and became something of a recluse, the local version of Howard Hughes. There were rumors that he was involved in some kind of cult. People, especially young women, were seen going in and out of his private driveway at all hours. Of course, these were just rumors. We'll never know the real truth. What I do know is that he was wealthy and bought a lot of stuff, especially custom furniture. We're lucky to get first crack at it."

Adam licked his lips and eased back in the seat. "Sounds very interesting."

Jane glanced over at her stepson as they approached a long tree-lined driveway. "I'm glad you're with me today, Adam."

He smiled at her. "So am I."

She turned the pickup into the winding concrete driveway. After a few seconds, they could see a structure in the distance. Through the trees that surrounded it, it appeared almost like a medieval castle. It was a long two-story building with high stone turrets on either end. The façade was probably concrete but was made to look like granite blocks. In the middle was a gigantic dark oak door.

"Wow," Adam said. "That is impressive."

Jane's eyes widened as she got closer. "I heard it was quite unique, but I didn't expect this."

She parked the truck in the front. Just as she and Adam got out, the front door opened and a middle-age woman wearing jeans and a sweatshirt emerged. "Hi, Jane," the woman said, smiling.

"Hi, Sylvie," Jane returned, approaching the woman with outstretched arms. "Thanks for inviting me. This is my stepson, Adam."

Sylvie embraced Jane and shook hands with Adam while giving him a casual once over with her eyes. "Well, thanks for coming on such short notice."

Jane's eyes surveyed the imposing house. "I wouldn't have missed this for the world."

Sylvie joined her in scanning the property. "Okay, here's the situation," she began. "I haven't really had a chance to see the entire inside... I just got here myself a few minutes ago. But, it's filled to capacity with junk. I already have a buyer lined up for the entire property. I think they want to use it for residential care or something like that. Anyway, they want it cleared out by next week. Go inside, take whatever you think you can use, and pay me whatever you think is fair. I've already lined up a junk dealer to haul away whatever you don't want."

"Sylvie, are you sure?" Jane asked. "I mean, there may be a lot of valuable stuff in there."

"Maybe. But I don't have time to inventory everything," Sylvie said. "I've already got his important documents and his jewelry. Of course, if you find a hidden stash of money or something, we'll talk about splitting it. Otherwise, I don't care what you take."

"All right," Jane said, nudging her stepson. "How much time do we have?"

"Junk dealers are due the day after tomorrow," Sylvie said. "And I have several appointments in town." She handed Jane a set of keys. "Spend the night, if you want to - all the utilities are still operational. Just lock up when you're finished." She turned and moved toward a BMW sedan.

Jane shifted her eyes back and forth between the house and her friend. "Thanks, Sylvie."

Once Sylvie was heading down the driveway toward the road, Jane moved toward the front door. "Well, you can't beat a deal like this. Let's see what we can scavenge."

She unlocked the door and they entered into a huge oak-paneled foyer. The light was dim and the air was stale and musty. Jane immediately began to assess the furniture she encountered, several old chairs and a sofa. It was obvious that the house had not been used or updated in many years.

"Jane, what do we look for?" Adam asked as he trailed his new stepmother.

"Well, most of this stuff is not very useful," she said. "Maybe a few pieces we can salvage. I know a furniture refinisher I can call. He might be interested in buying some of this stuff and restoring it. Keep your eye out for smaller objects, knick-knacks and the like. They're easier to transport and sell."

The pair moved quickly through the first floor of the house. When they reached the kitchen, they stopped. Jane opened all the cupboards and drawers where she found two sets of china and a set of sterling silver flatware. "These might be valuable," she said, making a note on her cell phone.

At the back of the kitchen, they encountered a small door. Adam tried the knob and found that the door was locked. "I wonder what's in here," he said. "Why would he keep the door locked in his own house?"

Jane's eyes brightened. "Good question," she said, fingering the set of keys Sylvie had given her. "Let's see if one of these keys opens the door."

She sorted through the keys until she found one that looked like it would fit the lock. She tried it. The key turned and the door opened. They were immediately confronted by the smell of disuse.

Jane felt around inside for a light switch. When she found it, she flipped it on. Immediately, the room was flooded with light from four large bulbs embedded in the ceiling, which was covered by thick acoustic tiles. Cautiously, she moved through the door.

The room appeared to be larger than she anticipated. It was probably the size of a small bedroom - too large for a pantry, as she assumed it would be being this close to the kitchen. It was windowless and had thick white carpet. But what caught her attention was what was in the room.

She stepped into the center of the room, her eyes widening. In one corner was a double bed with a wrought iron frame. Attached to each corner of the bed were what appeared to be restraints. In another corner was a six-drawer dresser made of heavy wood. A black leather recliner was in another corner.

In the center of the room was a wooden bench with a rectangular padded seat and four legs. It was about two-and-a-half feet high, ten inches wide, and a foot long. She fingered the seat, then shifted her eyes to the legs. Embedded in each leg was an eye bolt.

Adam followed her into the room and scanned it slowly. "My god, Jane, what was this room?"

Jane turned toward her stepson, a smile creeping across her unblemished face. "So... the rumors were true."

"What do you mean?"

She chuckled. "Look around you," she said. "Look at the furniture. What do you think they were used for?"

Adam did as he was told. He had a very good idea what the room had been used for, but he didn't want to say it. He looked at Jane and shrugged.

She shook her head. "Boy, you really are naïve, aren't you? I think we have stumbled into Mr. Aronosky's playroom... or his discipline chamber." She went to the bench and examined the eye bolts. She went over to the dresser and opened the top drawer. There she found a collection of locking padded wrist and ankle restraints along with three sets of handcuffs.

With trembling fingers, she opened the second drawer. Inside, she found two thin leather straps and a well-used razor strop. She closed the drawer and opened the third, in which she found a collection of paddles of various sizes.

In the fourth drawer, she found four thin dowel rods of various lengths and several wooden spoons. She glanced back at Adam. "Wow," she exclaimed. "This is an impressive collection."

Adam stood, nearly paralyzed, his mouth gaping slightly. In his nineteen years of life, he had never seen anything like this, although at times, he had imagined something similar. He gathered his breath. "Jane... what does all this mean?"

Jane huffed. "You have to be kidding," she said. Then, she thought for a second. "No, maybe the question makes sense to you. Maybe you'd like to find out what it all means with a demonstration. What do you think?"

Adam took a step backward toward the door. But, in truth, he was fascinated. "I... uh... don't know what you're talking about."

She laughed as she extracted four restraints from the top drawer. "Sure you do," she said. "I always suspected you had a... a submissive side to you. And there's nothing wrong with that. In fact, it's kind of an attractive trait in a young man." Her expression hardened. "Now, boy, bend over the bench and I'll give you a demonstration."

He took another step backward. "Uh... Jane, I don't know what you have in mind, but..."

In less than two seconds, she crossed to the door and closed it. She grabbed Adam's ear and pinched it. "If you're going to work for me, you need to do what I tell you. How can you explain a piece's function to a potential customer, if you don't know what it is?" With a firm grip on his ear, she pulled him toward the bench. "Now, get over the bench!"

Adam gasped in fear. He had never seen this side to his stepmother, never even suspected she had this side. With his limited experience, he couldn't imagine exactly what she had in mind. However, what he did know was that she was pulling his ear off and it hurt like crazy. Reluctantly, with her urging him, he bent his upper body over the padded seat of the bench.

"Don't move," she ordered.

Working with a swiftness he never would have guessed she had, Jane secured both his wrists and ankles to the eye bolts. He began to panic and shook his hands within the restraints. "Jane, what the hell..."

But he never got the chance to finish, as she snapped, "Adam, if you don't shut up, I'll gag you," she said. "I'm just going to give you a demonstration of what this room was used for." She glared at him, daring him to protest.

He took a deep breath; his eyes darted around the room. "But... Jane..."

She put a finger on his lips to silence him. "Hush, Adam," she said softly. "It'll be all right. Just imagine for the moment being in this room. Maybe you were one of the old guy's servants or a new member of his cult or whatever. You're bent over the bench, helpless. Maybe you're even blindfolded and gagged - I didn't look in the bottom drawer of the dresser." She paused and turned toward the dresser. She stopped short of checking the bottom drawer. "Anyway, you're in this position with your pants down... or you could even be completely naked. You're vulnerable and afraid, just like you are right now.

"You don't know what's going to happen, but you're sure it won't be pleasant, that it will involve some pain. You're completely at the mercy of the old guy. Now, that's history, Adam. And that's what this room is all about."

Adam's eyes never stopped moving. In his mind, he was beginning to realize exactly what his stepmother was saying; he was beginning to imagine other times and other people. The thoughts scared him. "Uh... Jane... I... uh... get the idea. You can let me up now."

She laughed demonically. "I hardly think so," she said, turning once again toward the dresser. "You need the full effect."

Reaching the dresser, she opened the bottom drawer. Just as she suspected, inside she found several black cloth hoods and three leather ball gags. She took one of the hoods and put it over Adam's head. "I won't gag you unless you make too much of a fuss."

She returned to the dresser, opened the second drawer and took out the razor strop. She ran it through her hands, feeling its heft and texture. "This has sure been used a lot," she said. "I've had several of these in my store over the years, but none this worn."

With the strop in her hand, she returned to Adam. Quickly, she unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. "Jane, what the hell are you doing?" he yelled.

She laughed again. "Adam, I can't whip you effectively over your jeans. But, don't worry, I won't take down your underpants." She hesitated. "But, it is a pity though. Still, I'm married to your father and it isn't right that I should see your bare butt."

Then, she stepped back. "Wait. I have a good idea," she said. "I can give you a whipping over your underpants, but I know someone who would love to administer harsh corporal punishment on your bare flesh."

Adam began to tremble. "Wait... who?"

She pulled her cell phone out of the side pocket of her jeans. "Sylvie Aronosky was a legend in our sorority and in the Greek community as a disciplinarian," she said. "She was a year ahead of me in college, taught me everything I know. She's not married... at least not anymore. She would love this."

Before Adam could issue another protest, Jane swiped a number on her phone. "Sylvie?" she said into the phone in response to a voice on the other end. "Are you busy right now?" She listened again. "Good. You'll never believe what we found." A pause. "There is a room just off the kitchen that your uncle used as either a playroom or a discipline room. Just your kind of room, I would imagine. If you've got a few minutes, come back to the house and try it out. I've got Adam over a spanking bench right now." Another short pause. "Great. I'll get him started. You can finish when you get here." She disconnected and put her phone back in her pocket.

She turned back to Adam. "Okay, Sylvie's going to be here in about fifteen minutes. As your stepmother and family disciplinarian, I get first dibs. But, she'll finish you off. She's a true master at punishment and reward."

Adam grimaced. "Jane... this has gone far enough... please."

Jane retracted the strop and snapped it forward, landing a hard strike directly across the center of both of his cloth-covered cheeks. "Boy, what is wrong with you?" she said. "I know and you know that you secretly like this. What I'm worried about is that you're going to like it a bit too much and will need some relief after your whipping. I can't accommodate that, but Sylvie can... and will probably want to, unless she's changed a lot. So, just keep your mouth shut and take what's coming to you." She punctuated this with another hard strike of the strop.

Adam tried to think, to get his brain to shift away from the now. He tried to imagine Sylvie without the sweatshirt and jeans. But as hard as he tried, he couldn't think past the pain and his total loss of control

But, was what Jane said about him really true? Did he have a submissive side that would be turned on by getting soundly punished by a couple of older women? As he felt the third and fourth strike from the strop, he realized that maybe his stepmother was right. Maybe she understood his true nature better than he did.

He thought for a second about issuing another protest, or at least another appeal for Jane to stop and let him up from the bench. But then, he felt a slight stirring between his legs and he began to realize the awful truth: This was turning him on.

Jane struck his bottom four more times, then delivered a fifth stroke that impacted his upper thighs, which were bare. The sudden escalation in pain caused him to cry out; the sound was muffled by the hood. He tried to move his hands and legs, but couldn't. Once again, he realized he was completely helpless. "Jane... please stop."

Jane huffed and struck yet one more time. "Boy, you sure have a low tolerance for pain," she said. She struck two more times across the center of his trembling cheeks. "We'll have to toughen you up a bit." She landed another harsh blow, then stopped. "Still, I want to leave something for Sylvie."

She patted his wounded backside, stepped back, and set the strop down on the bed. She opened the door and took a deep breath of fresh air. "I'll just go and open some windows," she said. "Adam, don't go anywhere." She laughed when she said this.

Adam shuddered as he realized she was going to leave him alone and secured to the bench." Jane... please... don't leave me alone."

She paused in the doorway. "I'll be back," she said. "Stop being such a wimp."

Adam listened to Jane's footsteps growing softer until they disappeared. In the distance, he thought he could hear the sound of windows opening. He tried to relax. The pain in his backside started to recede. He opened and closed his eyes several times, amazed that all he could see was darkness - the hood was very effective. He lowered his head and thought about how he had gotten into this situation. Probably not more than thirty minutes ago, he was a carefree kid, helping his stepmother go through an abandoned estate.

Now, he was secured to a bench with a hood over his head and a sore bottom, compliments of a whipping administered by that same stepmother, a woman he thought he knew but had obviously misjudged. What more did she have in store for him? He wasn't sure how much more he could take.

And then there was Sylvie Aronosky. Jane had described her as a master at administering punishment, a legend in the Greek community. Not being in a fraternity himself, Adam only knew from rumors what went on in the Greek community. He knew that if his experience today was in any way representative of what kinds of activities they engaged in, he would not be joining.

*  *  *

He was almost asleep when he heard voices coming from the kitchen. He recognized the voices as coming from Jane and, he thought, Sylvie. They were talking about him.

Then, the voices stopped and he felt a hand on his bottom. "Not bad, Jane," Sylvie said. "What did you use?"

"The razor strop," Jane replied.

Sylvie massaged his backside. "Adam, Jane has asked me to take care of you," she said, inclining her head toward his left ear. "You look like you have some potential and it's been a few months for me and I'm between relationships, so... what the hell. But these are the rules: I will do whatever I want to you and you will not say a word. If you do attempt to protest or say anything I don't like, I stop and walk away. Do you understand?"

Adam tried to process the words Sylvie was issuing, although he was hardly in a position to argue or say no to anything. "I... think so," he managed to say.

She slapped him hard on his already sore backside. "Think so is not an answer," she said. "The question is not that difficult. I do what I want; you keep your mouth shut. It's that simple. Now, do you understand?"

"Yes."

She slapped his bottom again. "While in this position, you will answer all questions with ma'am. Is that clear?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"See, Jane, how easy it is," Sylvie said. "Now, unless you want to be a part of this, I suggest you continue going through the house while I take care of your young stepson here."

"How much time should I give you?" Jane asked.

"I would say about an hour," Sylvie said. She patted Adam's bottom one more time. "I don't think the boy will last long."

"All right. I'll see what I can find," Jane said.

When Jane was gone, Sylvie hooked her fingers in the waistband of Adam's briefs. "Now, young man, let's see how much discipline you can take."

Adam braced himself. The memory of the strop was still fresh in his mind. He wanted to protest, to shout, but somehow he knew Sylvie was very serious and would only go harder on him if didn't obey her rules. Besides, didn't Jane say punishment and reward?

While he was contemplating his ultimate fate, Sylvie rolled his briefs down to below his thighs. The sudden exposure of his bare bottom to this new unrelated woman caused him to twitch. He could feel her looking at him, appraising him.

"Not too bad," she said after a minute or so. "Your stepmother did a pretty good job with that strop, but the marks, such as they are, are already beginning to fade." She pressed her fingers into his soft flesh. "I'll bet that doesn't even hurt anymore."

She was right, he realized. The intense pain he had felt earlier when Jane was whipping him had ebbed. He grimaced at the prospect of another round, perhaps an even harsher one.

She patted him again. "What was your name again? Adam, was it?"

It took him a few seconds before he realized she was asking him a question he needed to answer. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

"Okay, Adam... I think Jane probably already told you. But, in case she didn't, when it is my responsibility to administer discipline or punishment, I take it seriously. I'm not totally satisfied until the person I am disciplining is very contrite and repentant. And I am an expert on knowing when that is." She paused and removed the hood from his head. He was nearly blinded by the light.

"Okay, Adam," she began again. "Here's what we're going to do. I am going to spank you, probably with one of the paddles in the dresser, until your bottom is dark red and you feel like you're at your limit. If you protest or attempt to plead with me to stop, I will increase the intensity of the paddling. Then, after I'm satisfied that the paddle has done all it can do, I may administer a few strokes with something else I can find in the dresser. Is that clear?"

He could feel himself tremble all over. He had never been this anxious or scared in his life. He had to bite down on his tongue to keep from screaming. "Uh... yes, ma'am."

"Good. Then let's begin." Sylvie went to the dresser, opened two drawers, and found a paddle that resembled a school paddle. She caressed it like she would a baby or a new puppy. "I have to say my late uncle knew his wood," she said. "This should do nicely. It certainly brings back some good memories."

With her left hand, she gently rubbed the flesh of his bottom while her right hand gripped the long handle of the paddle. Then, she took three steps back and to his left, retracted the paddle, and snapped it forward. The hard wood struck his backside with a resounding thud. Pain raced up and down his spine. His brain quickly registered that the feel of the paddle would be vastly different than what he had felt with the strop. He grimaced again and bit his tongue.

Sylvie paused to assess the results of the one stroke she had administered. She smiled. "Like riding a bike," she declared. She retracted the paddle and struck again, this time hitting a spot just below the first.

But now she didn't pause to assess the results. Rather, she swung the paddle one more time, hitting the crease between his bottom and his upper thighs. He yipped with the sudden escalation in the pain.

And still, she didn't hesitate. Instead, she nodded to herself and began swinging the paddle with a steady rhythm, one right after another after another, staining his skin a beet red in the process. His feet moved up and down within the restraints. His hands balled into fists. The pain was rapidly approaching unbearable as she laid down stroke after stroke after stroke.

A purplish bruise sprouted on his right cheek. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his face. He had a thought that he should apologize, although he had no idea what for. His head sagged; the room swirled around him. A part of him felt completely humbled.

Finally, after nearly two minutes of steady spanking, she stopped. She set the paddle on the floor next to the bench and gently rubbed what was left of his flesh. "Well, that was pretty harsh, even by my standards," she said softly. "I see the tears in your eyes and believe you have been pretty thoroughly punished. How about it, Adam? Have you had enough?"

Adam tried to raise his head. It took him at least five seconds before he realized she had asked him a question. He gathered his breath. "Ye... yes... ma'am."

She smiled. "Yes, I'll bet you have. But... unfortunately, I'm not sure I have." She stepped back again, unbuttoned her jeans, and lowered them along with her white cotton panties to her knees. She stuck a finger between her legs. "Almost," she said. "Maybe a couple of strokes of the rod will do it."

Do what? Adam wondered. He didn't think he could take any more, but he knew enough not to say it. She was in total control. All he could do was hope and pray she would go easy on him.

She returned the paddle to the drawer, opened the next, and took out one of the thin dowel rods. She swished it through the air twice. "This should do," she said. She hadn't bothered to pull her jeans and panties back up.

She approached Adam, still secured over the bench. "All right, Adam. I'm going to give you five strokes with this dowel rod. If it turns me on as much as I think it will, I will stop punishing you. Then, I will secure you to the bed over there and ride you until I can't take any more. But, I must warn you, if you open your mouth or come before I do, we'll start all over again. Is that clear?"

Adam could feel his penis stir slightly. He thought he could endure five strokes for a chance to get some relief. He wasn't sure he could hold back very long. He hoped that she came fast. "Yes, ma'am."

She touched the rod to his already purplish flesh. "I really missed this," she said. "I'll have to thank your stepmother."

She took three steps back, retracted the rod, then snapped it forward with a flourish. The thin wood sung as it swished through the air just before impacting both his cheeks. He shrieked with the sharp pain - once again, a different sensation, but just as bad as the paddle and strop had been. "That's one," she said, studying the long red streak she had produced.

She retracted the rod and struck for the second time, producing another red streak just below the first. Adam practically danced in place. "Three more to go," she said. She paused and took a deep breath. "Wait... I have an idea. You will count the last three strokes. Okay?"

"Count?" he managed to blurt out. He wasn't sure he heard her right. He wasn't sure of anything except that his whole body hurt.

"Yes." She swung the rod for a third time, striking the crease between his bottom and his upper thighs.

He gasped, then remembered he was supposed to say three. "Uh... three," he said in a near whisper.

She scowled and stuck his upper thighs. "Adam, I took you for being smart," she said. "I shouldn't have to tell you to follow the number with ma'am, should I?"

He gasped again. This was getting crazy. Still, crazy or not, he needed to answer. "Uh... no, ma'am."

The smile returned to her sweating face. She stuck a finger between her legs. "I thought this would do it," she said, mostly to herself. "All right. Because I'm in a good mood, I won't give you an extra stroke for forgetting to say ma'am. But don't forget again."

She snapped the rod, nearly hitting his lower back, producing yet another angry red streak. He gathered his breath and unhinged his jaw. "Four... ma'am."

Very good," she said. "I just love contrite young men."

She delivered the last stroke with a flourish. The pain caused his body to shiver. "Five... ma'am," he shouted.

Sylvie set the rod down next to the bench and ran the fingers of her left hand over the streaks she had made on his bottom. "Not bad... for being out of practice," she said to herself. "Well, Adam, I would say we have both earned a reward."

But, instead of releasing him from the bench, as he expected her to, she went over to the bed and inspected the restraints and the quilt. "These will have to do," she said. She turned to Adam. "I don't suppose you have a condom in your wallet, do you?"

He felt his heart sink. What young man carries a condom in his wallet? Certainly not anyone in his generation. "No, ma'am."

She smiled at him. "Then it's a good thing I have one." She chuckled, reached into the Coach bag she carried, and brought out a foil packet. She held it up. "In this day and age, a girl has to be prepared to just about everything." She took off her white sneakers and stripped out of her jeans and panties, totally exposing the lower half of her body.

She moved over to the bench and released the restraints on his ankles. However, before releasing his arms, she stood up and faced him. "Adam, once I free you, you will go over to the bed, lie down, and spread your arms and legs. Don't try to run away. Believe me, you'll be very sorry if you do. Is that clear?"

Adam wasn't sure he could be sorrier than he was at this moment. He didn't want to find out. "Yes, ma'am."

She unbuckled the restraints, releasing him from the bench. Slowly and painfully he raised his upper body. He wanted to rub his backside but didn't when he saw her pointing toward the bed. He also caught a glimpse of her carefully trimmed pubic area. Not at all bad for an older woman, he thought.

Quickly, he moved to the bed and lay down. As instructed, he spread his arms and legs. Sylvie approached. First, she appraised him, then she stripped off his jeans and briefs. His penis sprang to attention immediately, causing her to grin widely.

She unwrapped the foil packet, extracted a condom, and rolled it over his erection. "I'm going to ride you for all you're worth," she declared. "Remember what I said about you coming before I'm ready. Don't disappoint me."

Adam had never had female-superior sex before, but the thought of it excited him. He began to breathe faster and deeper in anticipation.

Sylvie must have noted the change. "Adam, you don't look like you can hold out," she said. "Have you ever done cunnilingus? And... don't lie to me, boy, because if you do, I'll know it."

His experience was limited to two college girls, both short term relationships. However, one of the girls enjoyed oral sex. "Yes, ma'am," he said.

Sylvie moved fast and secured his four limbs to the bed. Then, she climbed up on the bed and inched her body closer to his mouth. "All right, lick me to orgasm."

She positioned her exposed clitoris directly over his mouth. It was already slick with natural lubricant. He extended his tongue and began to swirl it around her clitoris and vaginal lips. She closed her eyes and moaned. After a minute or so, she began to rock back and forth until she was finally overcome with a massive climax.

When her breathing had returned to normal, she patted his flushing cheek. "You are a real prize. Too bad Jane is married to your father." Keeping her knees bent, she rotated. "Now, let's see what you can do with your dick.

She crept down the length of his body with her body directed toward the door and away from him. When she reached his twitching penis, she lowered herself until she could feel the tip tickle her vaginal lips and clitoris. She lingered in this position for several seconds, teasing both him and her.

Finally, she impaled herself with a flourish, relishing the feel of the penis inside her. Then, she began to move up and down, her vagina becoming a cylinder to his piston. For Adam, the sensation was exquisite. But, remembering her threat, he tried to concentrate on anything but what was happening in the vicinity of his manhood.

He did note that the intense pain that once engulfed his backside was strangely gone completely. He closed his eyes, hoping to forget the sight of her bare bottom going up and down, up and down.

Thankfully, he didn't have long to hold out. Her movements became more vigorous, more frantic as she neared climax. She turned her head toward him. "All right, boy," she shouted in a voice that seemed otherworldly. "Do it!"

He understood what that meant. He tried to move his body to match her movements. In less than a minute, he flooded the condom with his ejaculate. She shrieked and collapsed onto him. In this position, they both panted and sweated.

Sometime later, she seemed to come to her senses and disengaged from his now flaccid penis. She rolled off him and stood up, staggering slightly. She flashed a gigantic smile. "Now that's an experience I won't forget for a while. Thank you."

She set about releasing his limbs from the restraints. But, now free, he found he could barely move. She laughed as she watched him struggle. "I hope Jane hasn't found any heavy furniture to move."

He hoped so too.

*  *  *

Later that evening, Adam sat with Jane and Sylvie at long oak table in Curtis Aronosky's dining room. They were eating pizza that Sylvie had bought for them and drinking beer. When the pizza was nearly gone, Sylvie stood, raised her beer glass, and smiled toward Adam. "Here's to you, Adam," she said.

Both Jane and Adam raised their glasses.

Sylvie set her glass on the table. "I've reached a decision," she said. "Adam, I don't know if Jane told you, but I'm an academic psychologist, which means I teach but don't practice I'm going to take the money from the sale of the estate along with the rest of my inheritance and write a book. I've always wanted to do that. In addition, I believe I'm going to settle in your town and help Jane out in the store. I have a feeling you're going to need a lot of supervision and discipline. What do you think?"

With the memory of the afternoon's experience still fresh in his mind, he could only nod and think how lucky he was to have a stepmother like Jane, especially one who had introduced him to a lifestyle he had shoved to the back of his imagination. He lowered his head, then looked up again, meeting her gaze and said, "Yes, ma'am. Thank you."


5. The Gym

Steve Gutman stood outside the side door of the Ninth Avenue Gym, allowing himself to be enveloped by a fine mist that moistened his face and short brown hair. After two years in a prison cell followed by a three-month stint in a confined rehab clinic, it felt good just to breathe free air, even if the air was cold and damp.

For at least a minute, he remained on the stoop, staring at the solid door, painted an auspicious shade of black. He took several deep breaths and extended his right hand toward a small button that activated the doorbell. He pulled his hand back and pivoted toward the alley.

He had never been inside the massive gym complex, his stepmother's dream come to fruition. He hadn't even seen Sofia for three years, not since before he went to prison for embezzling money so he could pay for his drug addiction.

In fact, he had only seen her a few times since he left home six years ago, glad to get away from her domineering demeanor and her strong belief in the power of corporal punishment. However, he had to admit that without that heavy-handed discipline, not only hadn't he prospered on his own, he made a thorough mess of his life. Now he had to start over with absolutely nothing to his name.

He took one more deep breath and extended his right hand. This time, he found the courage to push the button. Inside, a chime sounded. He stepped back to wait, trying to decide exactly what words he would use when he saw Sofia.

Of course, she knew he was coming. In fact, she had invited him to join her in her new venture. And for that, he was grateful. She could have very easily turned him away, told him he was no longer her responsibility, especially since his father died.

As he waited for the door to open, he began to shiver, partly from the cold drizzle and partly for other reasons, reasons that he understood only too well. At an age when his friends from high school and college were getting promoted, buying houses, starting families, he was standing in the rain on the threshold of his formerly estranged stepmother's successful business, about to beg for a second chance. In short, up to this moment, he was a miserable failure.

After a short wait, the door opened and he saw Sofia. He knew it was her, even though she barely resembled the mean stepmother he remembered. Here, framed by the doorway, she appeared stronger, younger, and much prettier than when he last saw her at his father's funeral. She was wearing a white tank top that fully exposed her muscular torso and full breasts, and black skin-tight yoga pants that accentuated every firm muscle in her lower half. Her angular face was totally unlined. Her blue eyes glistened. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back in one long ponytail.

As he looked at her, he was stunned by the transformation. He took a deep breath and tried to speak the words he had been practicing, but couldn't manage it.

She gave him a small smile. "Well, Steve, glad to see you found the place," she said in a voice that was both bold and inviting. "Let's get you in out of the rain. You look like a wet dog." She took a step back and opened the door to its full width.

Steve unglued his tongue from the roof of his mouth. "Thank you, Sofia," he managed to say in a voice that didn't match hers. He lifted the black duffel next to him and accepted her invitation to enter. She closed the door behind him.

Once inside, he could see that he was in a short corridor. All around him were an assortment of sounds: people talking and exercising, treadmills moving, cycles spinning. This was definitely a very busy gym.

Sofia pointed to a set of stairs set into the corridor. "Let's go up to office and talk for a while before I show you the whole building." She moved toward the stairs without waiting for a reply.

Steve followed with all senses primed. So far, what little he had seen of the building reminded him of the rehab facility he had just left.

A few seconds later, Sofia showed him into a large room set in the corner of the second floor. There were high windows on two sides. On the back wall, which was made up of weathered brick, were a large oak desk cluttered with papers and two laptops and a matching credenza. Three padded chairs occupied the carpeted area in front of the desk.

She sat down behind the desk and invited him to sit in one of the visitor chairs. For a moment, she simply gazed at him while he did everything he could to keep from fidgeting. Memories, some good, some not so good, swirled in his brain.

Finally, she shifted her eyes to some papers on the desk. "Okay, Steve, let's clear the air," she said. "We both know why you're here. We both know I could've refused and simply cut you loose from my life." She paused and gave him another hard look. "On the other hand, you didn't have to accept my offer. You could have written me off and started your life over somewhere else." She paused again.

Steve, desperately trying to hold back the swell of memories, said nothing.

Her lips curled upward and parted slightly, showing the edges of perfect teeth. "Well, no matter what the reasons, you're here now. Let's put the past behind us. Your slate is clean. However..." Her smile faded; her face hardened. "According to the parole board, you're now my responsibility. You have a job to do here. I will fully expect you to do what I tell you without any argument. You will stay clean and sober and out of any trouble. If I even suspect that you're backsliding or causing trouble of any kind, I will punish you severely. I haven't changed my attitude about that or altered my methods of applying discipline. I suspect you remember the sessions we had."

Steve nodded. He couldn't meet her eyes. "Yes, I remember them very well."

The smile returned to her face. "Let's clear the air on that too," she said. "You may disagree with me, but I never once spanked you when you didn't deserve it. And those spankings worked. Look at you now. As soon as you left home - in an attempt, I suspect, to escape the discipline - you made a mess of your life. So now you're back where you started, still in need of discipline. And I will provide it when necessary, and you will accept it, because, if you don't, I will contact your parole officer. Do you want to go back to prison?"

Somewhere, in the midst of the memories of all the spankings he had endured at the hands of his crusading stepmother, he heard the question. Did he want to go back to prison? Of course not. The question itself was ridiculous. "No, I don't."

Her smile widened. "Well, as long as we're clear on that." She pushed back her chair and stood up. "Let's take the tour. We'll start on the third floor. There is a small apartment vacated by the previous owner of the building. It has a bed and a few other pieces of furniture, as well as a bathroom and kitchenette. I have an apartment in the building across the alley, so the third-floor apartment is yours, if you want it."

He stood up. "Thank you. I do want it." He knew it had to be better than the stark two-bed room he had shared in the clinic with another recovering ex-con. Besides, he had nowhere else to go.

*  *  *

At ten-thirty that night, Steve sat in the only chair - an old relic of an armchair - in his new apartment. He was alone. He shifted his tired eyes back and forth between the only window overlooking the alley and the page-long job description Sofia had given him to study.

She had told him that the gym opened at six in the morning. He was expected to unlock the doors and greet the early morning patrons, usually young and middle-aged women on their way to work. Because they would need to shower after their workout, he needed to clean the locker room and stock it with fresh towels before they arrived.

Then, during the day, he was to maintain a low profile, emptying the trash when necessary and keeping the water stations well-stocked. He also needed to attend to any maintenance issues that might arise. After the gym closed at 9pm, he needed to clean up and secure the building for the night.

All-in-all, the list of duties, as well as the hours, was lengthy but not particularly challenging. And, as Sofia pointed out, it would help him stay out of trouble if he was busy most of the time.

The only problem period would be Sundays, when the gym was closed. She told him that he was free to attend church with her in the morning but that she usually had other plans for the afternoon and evening afterward.

He eased back in the chair and smiled for the first time in a long time. After nearly three terrible years, he had a home and a real job. True, the hours were long and the pay wasn't great - and he would have to answer to his stepmother for every miscue. But maybe even that wouldn't be so bad.

He closed his eyes and considered that for a moment. Memories flooded his brain. He remembered the first time she spanked him - six months after she married his father. He arrived home after a party the summer between high school and college. She met him at the door and sniffed his clothing. "Just as I suspected," she declared. "You reek of marijuana. Your father and I both told you many times to stay away from that stuff."

He remembered very well her lectures on the evils of drugs. She had lost her first husband to a drug overdose; likewise, her older brother and her cousin had succumbed to the power of drug addiction. As she put it, she wasn't about to lose her new husband's only child, not if she could help it. He had no argument for that, at least not one that she would accept.

That night, with his father out of town on one of his frequent business trips, she took him by the ear into the kitchen, bent him over a chair, peeled down his jeans, and spanked him as hard as she could with a big wooden spoon. He begged her to stop, but she didn't listen. She didn't stop until his bottom was dark red and he was sobbing.

Afterward, she cradled him in her strong arms until he was calm again. Then, she pushed him back and said that if she ever caught him again, the spanking would be much worse. And, as he discovered, she was true to her word - each subsequent spanking was harsher and longer - lasting.

He would have left home at nineteen. But, just like now, he had no money and no place to go. At least, at home, he had a room of his own, a small allowance, and his father paid for his college.

But, how he resented her, resented every one of her attempts to discipline the life out of him. He resented her even while he had occasional fantasies in which she was the central figure. And he resented his father as well, for turning a blind eye on what she was doing, for being away from home so much, and for bringing such an attractive - yet inaccessible - woman into the home.

As soon as he graduated from college, he got a job in a bank a thousand miles away. He would no longer have to endure any more of Sofia's harsh discipline in exchange for the security of his father's patronage. He was on his own; he could do whatever he pleased.

And within three months, he was addicted to cocaine. Even now, he was amazed at just how fast it happened - a party here, a party there, and he was hooked. He loved the way cocaine made him feel, made him view the world, made every woman attractive and accessible.

Of course, it didn't last. He didn't make enough money at his entry-level job to support his growing habit. So, he embezzled. At first, it was small amounts, perhaps fifty or a hundred dollars at a time - enough to buy him another gram or two. But, in time, he got bolder - too bold, as it turned out. All-in-all, he had embezzled nearly fifty thousand dollars by the time he was caught - perhaps not a huge amount, by the standards of the large banking concern, but enough to attract the attention of the auditors and, ultimately, the federal prosecutors.

He was sentenced to five years in federal prison, but was paroled after two, released first to the rehab clinic, and then to his stepmother. His life had come full circle. He had started with nothing, squandered what he earned, and now had nothing again, affirming what Sofia had always told him: He needed discipline, her discipline.

Now, in the apparent security of his new and decidedly less than luxurious apartment, he decided that he would, from this day forward, walk the straight and narrow path, make Sofia proud of him, make him proud of himself.

And with that thought in mind, he turned off the light, undressed, and slipped into his new double bed with the sheets that didn't smell like antiseptic.

*  *  *

For the next six days, Steve Gutman fully embraced the routine of his new job. He was out of bed by five in the morning. He ate a quick breakfast, dressed in casual workout clothes, and attended to the gym complex, including the massive women's locker room. During the day, he cleaned and stocked, trying to stay out of sight as much as possible. On two occasions, he was called on to fix plumbing issues. He also changed several light bulbs and checked the heating and cooling system.

On Sunday, he slept late, read the newspaper, and roamed the complex. Sofia told him he could use the computer at the front desk, which he did just to read the news. He no longer had a social media account or anyone he cared to keep up with. He also had access to the 60" HD television in the lounge. All-in-all, he lacked very little, except possibly companionship.

*  *  *

For the next three weeks, Steve stuck very close to his routine. Sofia even took the time to compliment him on the way he was doing his job. He felt good about himself for perhaps the first time in his life. And with his first paycheck - which contained more than he was expecting - he was able to stock his meager kitchen and buy a refurbished laptop computer.

Still, often he felt lonely, even while he was surrounded by gym patrons. He occasionally missed the cocaine, the way it made him feel powerful and attractive to members of the opposite sex. He never felt lonely or unloved when he was using.

So, as a way of compensating, he worked harder. He even used the equipment when the gym was closed, trying to build up his body and learn the routines, hoping one day, maybe, to earn enough of Sofia's trust that she would let him guide the patrons, help them use the gym's facilities. He thought that, in time, he might even attract the attention of one or two of the very attractive young women he saw on a daily basis.

Then, on a slow Tuesday evening about thirty minutes before closing, Sofia told him to check the toilets in the women's locker room - apparently two had been reported as overflowing. He gathered the equipment he thought he would need, opened the outer door a crack, and announced, "Maintenance... is anyone in here?" He paused and listened for a response.

After a few seconds, just as he decided it was safe to enter, he heard, "It's only me."

"Oh, I'm sorry," he said. "I'll come back later."

"No, you better come in now. There's a lot of water on the floor."

For an instant, he was paralyzed with indecision: should he go in or come back later when it was safer?

"Steve, come in. It's okay," came the same woman's voice.

Steve was taken aback. He didn't think any of the gym patrons knew his name. Sofia certainly hadn't formally introduced him to anyone except the four full-time employees. He more-or-less assumed that to just about everyone, he was the guy who cleaned and stocked. He took a deep breath and pushed the door open wider. "I'm coming in."

Slowly, Steve, dragging his equipment, entered the locker room, warily looking from side to side. In the distance, he could hear water dripping. When he reached the locker area, he stopped and gave it a quick scan. He was about to move on in the direction of the toilet stalls when he saw a woman standing in front of a locker. He recognized her as one of the patrons who came to the gym nearly every evening.

He could see immediately that she was naked except for a pair of light blue thong panties. He could also see that her body was trim and athletic; her full breasts clung to her chest. Her long dark hair was wet and hanging in strings around her face and neck. For an instant, he was stunned. It had been a long time since he had seen a woman in this state of undress. He had never seen a woman this attractive in the flesh - at least not sober.

While he was looking - or trying not to look - she turned toward him. But instead of the scowl or shout he was expecting, she gave him a small smile. "I think there's at least two overflowing," she said and turned back toward the locker. She made no attempt to cover herself.

He cast his eyes to the tile floor, reluctant to look at her for fear he would get accused of sexual imposition or worse. "Yes, ma'am," he managed to say. As he hustled toward the toilet stalls, he gave her one more sideways glance. I wonder who she is, he thought.

Then, when he saw the mass of water on the bathroom floor, he tried to put the mysterious near-naked woman out of his mind.

The actual plumbing job was easier than he was expecting - a few too many pieces of soiled toilet paper and other feminine products that clogged the old pipes. Cleaning up the water on the floor was a chore, requiring at least thirty minutes of steady mopping. By the time he was finished, it was nearly ten o'clock.

When he emerged from the locker room, dirty and tired, the building was very quiet. He quickly attended to his nightly close-down. He was about to turn out the lights when he noticed that the computer at the reception desk was still on. For a moment, he was gripped with a curiosity that bordered on paralyzing indecision.

He remembered seeing a pink gym bag next to the woman. Because he had been more interested in the woman than the bag, he had only given it a quick glance. However, now, as stood at the reception desk, he recalled the name Carmella stenciled on the side. Was that her first name?

The practical side of him said to turn away from the computer, to put her out of his mind completely. But the lonely side of him kept projecting the image of her near-naked body. What will it hurt just to find who she is? he told himself.

Looking on either side of him just to make sure he really was alone, he sat at the reception desk and clicked on the membership list. Slowly, he scrolled through the names until he saw the first name Carmella. The last name was Sandoval. Next to that was her date of birth and her address and phone number. Now he knew she was thirty years old and lived in an apartment on First Avenue.

Of course, he didn't write any of this down. Quickly, he scrolled through the remaining names, thinking there might be more than one Carmella. He was relieved to find that there wasn't - Carmella Sandoval, thirty years old on First Avenue was the woman he had seen. He shut down the computer and turned out the lights. Forget all about it, he told himself as he turned toward the stairs.

*  *  *

The following Friday afternoon, Sofia called Steve to her office. When he arrived, he saw that she was sitting behind her big desk. She didn't look up when he approached, nor did she invite him to sit. "Close the door," she said.

Steve swallowed hard and avoided her eyes. He had heard that flat tone in her voice before; it always meant he was in trouble, and trouble always meant punishment. He closed the door and waited with his hands folded piously in front of him. It was all he could do.

After an awkward thirty or forty seconds, Sofia looked up from the papers in front of her and gazed at her stepson. "Steve, I know we're both busy and have work to do, so I'll get right to the point." She paused, her eyes never leaving him. "Overall, I'm very pleased with the way you've handled your job here, especially the way you dealt with that plumbing issue the other night."

He dared a small smile. "Thank you," he said.

She didn't return his smile. "However..."

Here it comes, he thought.

"It has just come to my attention that you've been perhaps a bit more curious about some of our members than you should be."

Carmella, he thought, but didn't say it. Instead, he took a deep breath. "Sofia, I don't know what you mean."

Now she did smile, a sinister smile. "I think you know exactly what I mean," she said. "Late Tuesday night, somebody got into the reception computer and looked at the membership list. Steve, you're the only one in the building after we close, so it had to be you. Plus, I've watched you watch the patrons, especially the women. I assume you're interested in one of them in particular - possibly Ms. Sandoval. What do you say about it - and I strongly encourage you not to lie. You already know from unfortunate previous experience what lying gets you."

Yes, he knew that lying always resulted in additional punishment. And he remembered that she could somehow always tell when he was lying. He could never get away with anything. "Uh..." Come clean, he ordered himself, just don't get carried away with it. "Sofia, the computer was on and I was just... curious, that's all. I'm sorry if I caused a problem."

For another awkward moment, she glared at him as though assessing the veracity of his statement. "Well," she said at last, "perhaps you're telling the truth about that and I should let you off with a warning. But we both know that's not my way. When I agreed to supervise your parole, I assumed responsibility for your behavior. This gym is a very fragile, people-oriented business. Right now, I'm doing okay. But it wouldn't take much impropriety - or even the hint of impropriety - for the members to go elsewhere. I can't afford to take any chances. Since I opened eight months ago, I've already let two employees go." She paused again. Her face looked like tempered steel. "Now, you're still my stepson and I understand that termination would be tantamount to a parole violation, and that would send you back to prison. Obviously, I don't want to do that, so we're going to handle this the old-fashioned way. Drop your pants and bend over the desk."

For an instant, Steve didn't know whether to be relieved or indignant. Two images flashed inside his conscious brain. One was him as a nineteen-year-old getting soundly paddled, while the other was him in a prison cell. He didn't want to be paddled. But he most definitely didn't want to go back to prison. He dared to look at her eyes and determined at a glance that she was serious. Time to face it.

"All right," he said. "I guess I do deserve it." He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his gray work pants, and peeled them down to his knees. He approached the desk and bent his upper body over the surface, assuming a position he understood only too well.

Sofia removed a long black-leather paddle from the credenza behind the desk. She sidestepped the desk and, with the handle of the paddle clutched tightly in her right hand, approached his left side. "We'll call this a stern warning," she said. "Although it does seem like we're reliving some old times."

Steve rolled his eyes. Just get it over with, he wanted to scream but didn't. Rather, he clamped his mouth shut, not wanting to invite any additional trouble - and punishment. That was another road he had been down.

For several seconds, she studied his backside. Then she bunched the leg holes of his white briefs into his crack, exposing both trembling cheeks. "This is a new paddle," she said, "but I think about 25 or 30 whacks with it should constitute a sufficient warning."

He closed his eyes and planted his fingers into the wood surface of the desk. The first stroke took him by surprise. He barely heard the swish before he felt the searing pain spread evenly to both cheeks. He grimaced, as the sensation was different from any he had experienced in the past.

The last time Sofia had spanked him was nearly five years ago, and that had been with a wooden bath brush. But he still remembered it. At that time, he was two months from graduation and his new job a thousand miles away. Freedom had hung heavy on his mind. He came home from a party inebriated and called her at least two dirty names. She let him know just how much she didn't appreciate it.

With the image of the previous spanking dancing in his mind, she delivered a steady stream of harsh strokes, staining his once pristine bottom a dark red. By the twentieth stroke, he had forgotten that earlier spanking and was entirely focused on the present. His whole backside felt like the head of a match. He concluded that she was certainly correct about the effectiveness of the leather paddle. He was sorry he had ever laid eyes on Carmella Sandoval and vowed never to look at her - or any other female gym member - ever again.

Sofia paused after the twentieth stroke and felt his burning flesh. She nodded to herself. "Five more ought to do it," she said. "What do you think, Steve?"

He probably would have rolled his eyes again, if it had not been for the tears beginning to form. What a stupid question, he thought. But he knew he didn't dare say it. He gathered his breath. "I... think," he began in a near whisper, "that you're the boss."

She smiled and patted his bottom with her left hand. "A surprisingly good answer," she said. "And you better not forget it."

"No, ma'am."

"All right, let's get this over with." She retracted the paddle and swung it forward, impacting the crease between his cheeks and upper thighs.

It was the hardest stroke yet, and he nearly choked as the pain rippled through his body. With all senses primed, he waited for the next stroke, thinking that he could take four more. A second later, he heard the swish plainly this time. He tasted iron in his dry mouth. A stray tear trickled down his cheek.

"That's 22. Three more to go," she announced, as though he couldn't count.

Again, he wanted to scream for her to get it over with, but he wisely kept his mouth clamped shut. He had endured worse. He only hoped she wasn't particularly enjoying spanking him.

She administered the final three strokes in rapid succession, with the last one hitting his upper thighs with a force that caused his knees to nearly buckle. He had to increase his grip on the desk to keep from dropping to the floor.

The prescribed punishment concluded, Sofia set the paddle on the surface of the desk and stepped back. "Steve, you may get up," she said.

Slowly, he pushed himself up from the desk. His whole backside felt like a volcano about to erupt. Salty tears stained his face. Once he was fully erect, he turned toward his stepmother. She gave him a small smile, but didn't offer any additional comfort - but then she rarely did after a punishment session. "Okay, Steve," she said. "We won't discuss this any further... except to say that you need to be very careful in the future. I will not hesitate to paddle you again, if I believe it's necessary. Is that clear?"

He unglued his tongue from the roof of his mouth. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good. Now, pull up your pants and get back to work. That AC unit in the main gym is acting up again, and I have a spinning class to conduct in ten minutes."

Steve pulled up his pants and turned toward the door. "Yes, ma'am." He wiped his face with his handkerchief, opened the office, and quickly made his exit. He would feel the burn from the paddling for the next few hours.

*  *  *

For the next two weeks, Steve did his job as diligently and quietly as he could, avoiding, as much as much as possible, the women's locker room. The few times he actually saw Carmella, he quickly averted his eyes.

He also avoided the reception area where he now knew there were security cameras. In fact, he spent nearly all of his off-time in his tiny third-floor apartment. He was anxious not to incur any additional wrath from his stepmother.

Thus, he was a bit surprised when she knocked on his partially open door on a Sunday afternoon. He was even more surprised to see that Carmella Sandoval was behind her. Oh my god, what have I done? was his first reaction.

But, as he looked at the two women, he didn't think they appeared angry. He invited them in without more than a small, casual greeting.

Sofia sat on the bed while Carmella settled herself in the armchair. That left Steve the lone metal kitchen chair under the window.

Sofia spoke first. "Steve, you're not in trouble," she said. "And we're sorry to intrude on your off day, but we had to make sure there was no one around."

As he sunk into the chair, he was more confused than ever. He wanted to ask what this was all about, but he didn't want to risk spoiling the mood or saying something that got him into trouble. He shifted his eyes back and forth between the two women and said nothing.

Sofia gave a sideways glance to Carmella and gathered her breath. "Steve, we're going to tell you something that you cannot repeat. Is that clear?"

His eyes widened along with his curiosity. "Yes, ma'am."

Sofia smiled. "See, Carmella. I told you."

Carmella returned her smile. Neither smiled at Steve.

"Okay, Steve, here it is," Sofia continued. "Although my gym is a legitimate business, it is also a cover. Carmella is an agent for the DEA."

"Yes, that's true," Carmella said. "This neighborhood has a long history of drug dealing. I am undercover, tasked with discovering the network and helping to bring it down. Just last month, there were three reported overdoses four blocks from here; apparently one was an occasional gym patron. The problem is serious and apparently growing."

Now, he was suspicious. "Okay... what's this got to do with me? I've been clean for two-and-a-half years."

Carmella held up her hands in a conciliatory gesture. "We don't suspect you," she said.

"Then what do you want?" He was struggling to keep his composure.

"You are a former user. You have experience with drug dealers," Carmella said.

Steve leaned forward in his chair. He had heard more than he cared to. "So, it follows that I can spot a dealer. Is that it?"

"Watch your tone, young man," Sofia said.

"It's okay, Sofia," Carmella said. "Steve, how did you get your drugs when you were using?"

He swallowed hard. He was desperately trying to repress old memories. "Look, it wasn't any big deal," he said. "A guy I used to party with knew a guy who knew a guy. The feds pumped me for information when they arrested me for embezzling. They even offered me a deal. But, I really didn't have anything to tell them. I didn't even know the guy's name."

"Not even his name?" Carmella asked.

"Look, when you're addicted to cocaine, all you care about is getting the stuff. You don't particularly care who sells it to you or where it comes from. Besides, I wouldn't have talked even if I had known something. I wouldn't have lasted a month in prison if I'd ratted someone out."

The two women looked at each other. "Steve, I'm not asking you to go back to using," Carmella said. "I only want you to keep your eyes open and report to me anything that appears suspicious. You won't have to rat anyone out. Do you think you can do that?"

Steve shook his head. "Look... Ms. Sandoval, as you probably know better than I do, drug dealers are not stupid. How can I tell you things and not get spotted? Hell, you've probably been made already."

Carmella once again looked at Sofia, then shifted her dark eyes back to Steve. "Sofia will let it slip that you're just out of rehab for coke addiction. That information may pique the interest of a dealer."

Steve flushed. "Oh, hell no, lady," he yelled. "That could get me shunned - or worse. I'm trying to rebuild my life here."

"Steve," Sofia said sharply. "You need to calm down and listen."

But Steve was anything but calm. "So, Sofia, is this why you brought me here? To spy on your gym members, to risk my life and my freedom? Why didn't you tell me all this when I first got here?"

"I wasn't sure I could trust you enough to tell you about Carmella and the drugs."

"So, what makes you think you can trust me now?"

"We've been watching you closely," Carmella said.

"And testing," Sofia added.

Steve's mouth gaped. "So... this has all been a big set up? My god, I'll bet even the paddling you gave me the other day was part of the set up."

Sofia scowled. "Steve, you're getting totally out of control."

He shook his head again. "It's all so fucking clear now. You don't care about me. You just need me - or think you do," he said. He leaned back in the chair and gazed at Carmella. "And, if I do agree to this, this insanity, what's in it for me? What do I get out of it?"

"Well, you get the satisfaction of helping to put drug dealers out of business, to help your country," Carmella said.

"Is that some kind of joke?" Steve said. "If it is, I'm not laughing."

"It's no joke," Carmella said. "This is very serious."

He huffed. "Well, then I say, fuck you. You came to the wrong sucker."

Carmella's eyes widened and she stood up. "Sofia, I've heard enough."

Sofia also stood up. "Carmella, wait," she said. She turned toward her stepson. "Steve, perhaps we should have come clean when you first got here. But, that's no excuse for the language and disrespect you just poured out. Ms. Sandoval is an agent of the federal government, and she has a job to do. I am helping her do that job. You know how I feel about drugs." She paused and gave him a look so hard it made him shrink into his chair. "If you don't want to help, okay. But, this is my place of business and you're my stepson. I can't allow you to spew out that filth." She took a few steps toward the small kitchen counter and picked up a long wooden spoon. She turned back to Steve. "I think it's time for another lesson in respect and humility. Drop your pants and bend over the back of the chair." She struck the palm of her left hand with the bowl of the spoon. "Now!"

Steve tried to look up at his stepmother but couldn't meet her glare. "Look, Sofia, I was out of line and I'm sorry. It's just that you took me by surprise. I'll listen, I promise."

Sofia tapped her hand with the spoon one more time. "It's too late for that," she said. "You need to be punished for your behavior. Or would you rather go back to prison. After all, you're a convicted felon mouthing off to a DEA agent. I'm sure that would go over well with your PO."

Steve immediately recognized this as a serious threat. He cast a sideways glance at Carmella. An image of her in the locker room, wearing only her thong, flashed in his mind. Don't be a wimp, he ordered himself. Take your punishment.

Slowly, he stood up. "All right," he said. He peeled his gray sweat pants down to his knees and bent his upper body over the back of the chair. His sweating fingers gripped the edge of the seat.

"This is how it's done, Carmella," Sofia said as she stepped in behind Steve, the handle of the spoon clutched tightly in her right hand. "Believe me, when I'm finished, he'll be very contrite."

Carmella stood by the door and said nothing.

Sofia held up the spoon so Carmella could see it. "I won't say that Steve and the spoon are old friends, but they are old acquaintances. It doesn't quite have the immediate effect of the leather paddle, but that just means we have to work a little harder and longer to achieve the same effect."

As before, she approached the quivering backside and this time rolled his briefs down to below his upper thighs, exposing the tender flesh. She patted his bottom with her left hand. "I want Carmella to see exactly what we're doing and the result," she said.

Steve blushed slightly as he realized his bare bottom was now fully exposed to the two women. However, he also knew that in only a couple of minutes, he wouldn't care who saw his posterior anatomy. He closed his eyes to wait. He hated the wooden spoon. It had always been Sofia's implement of choice, and she was right: In her skilled hands, it was very effective.

Sofia took a step back, retracted the spoon, and launched it toward Steve's left cheek. It landed with a sharp thud. Immediately, she repeated the action, this time hitting the right cheek. He grimaced with both the stinging pain and the memories of previous spankings. He also knew only too well that two strokes would not even count as warm up.

Unfortunately, he was right. She delivered six more strokes at a slow, methodical pace, then stopped and admired the damage she had so far inflicted. She nodded to herself and turned slightly toward Carmella. "Now the real fun begins."

She followed up this declaration by simply cutting loose, delivering stroke after stroke after stroke. She moved so fast that her hand was a blur. The strokes came so fast that Steve could no longer feel the individual strokes, as one melded into the next. The pain escalated dramatically, threatening to turn his whole body into a quivering mass. He had to re-grip the chair seat to keep from sinking to the floor.

He lost all track of time and place. He was only aware of the swish-thud, swish-thud of the spoon. When he could manage a thought, he determined that this was probably the worst spanking she had ever administered and he had to try to stop it. He unglued his tongue from the top of his mouth. "Sofia... please... I... know... I... was out of line. I'm... sorry."

He clamped his mouth and waited for the fallout he was certain his tirade would provoke. But, by some miracle, Sofia stopped. He could hear her practically gasping for breath.

She turned her head toward Carmella. "Well, Carmella, are you satisfied?"

Please be satisfied, he thought as he struggled to keep any kind of composure. Tears were already burning his face all the way to his chin.

"Yes," Carmella said after what seemed like an eternity. "I think he's been punished enough."

"All right, Steve. You can get up," Sofia said.

He managed to push himself up from the chair. Pain raced through every corner of his body. He didn't turn to face the two women.

"Pull up your pants and face us," Sofia ordered.

He did what he was told. He wiped the tears out of his eyes.

"Well, Steve, are you going to help us?" Sofia asked.

He was about to answer when Carmella approached him. "Sofia, I want to talk to Steve. Could you leave us alone, please? I'll let you know what the answer is."

"All right," Sofia said. "Steve, you better behave yourself. I'm not kidding." She pivoted toward the door and left, closing the door behind her.

Once they were alone, Carmella gazed silently at Steve until he began to squirm. For his part, he couldn't meet her eyes. Finally, she gave him a small sympathetic smile. "Steve, I'm sorry that had to happen," she said in a low voice.

He shook his head. "Ms. Sandoval, what do really want from me?"

She sat in the armchair. "Steve, please sit down... if you can, that is."

He huffed and lowered himself onto the bed. "I've had worse."

She gave him another smile. "I understand," she said. "My mother died in childbirth when I was six. A year later, my father remarried. My new stepmother made Cinderella's stepmother look like Mother Teresa."

"Is that supposed to be funny?" he asked. "What's your point?"

Carmella remained calm. "A fair question," she said. "I have two points. The first is that no matter how cruel I thought my stepmother was, I and my three siblings all turned out well. We benefited from her harsh discipline. I think Sofia's done the same for you."

He chuckled humorlessly. "I'll have to remember to thank her for all the times she spanked me and for this latest humiliation." He dared to look at her. "Now, what's your second point?"

Carmella stood up. "I believe we could work well together, that we could even be partners."

"What makes you think that?"

"Let me finish," she said. "Maybe I'm flattering myself, but I saw the way you looked at me in the locker room the other day."

He flushed. "Look, I'm sorry about that. But, you did invite me into the locker room."

She smiled. "Yes, I did," she said. "I rarely do anything without a reason. In my position, I can't afford to." She paused and took three steps toward Steve. "So, when I say we can be partners, I mean that in every sense of the word. Are you following me?"

Steve's eyes widened. He once again flashed an image of Carmella standing by her locker, wearing only the thong. "I'm not sure," he said. "I was never very good at reading women. That's one of the reasons I got hooked on cocaine."

"Okay, let's see if I can make this simple for you." She pulled off her black tee shirt, exposing her breasts encased in a black sports bra. Then, she peeled down her black yoga pants. Underneath, she was wearing a black thong. "Are you getting the idea?"

He ran his hungry eyes up and down her taut and athletic body. "Ma'am, I hope you're not just teasing me. I don't take that too well."

She stepped out of her pants and sat down next to him on the bed. "I don't tease," she said, putting a hand on his crotch. "And I don't make the same offer twice. We can be full partners in this endeavor, or I can put my clothes back on and walk out. Your choice."

He licked his lips. This was almost more than he could process. But, in the end, it was a simple choice. He decided to test her. "Take off your bra and panties. I want to see the complete package."

She flashed a wide grin and stood up. Slowly, she wriggled out of her bra and shook her breasts at him. Then, she slipped off the thong and gave him a full frontal view of her carefully trimmed pubic area.

For a moment, he was nearly mesmerized by the sight. What man wouldn't want her for a partner? he thought. He held out his arms. She accepted his embrace, positioning her labia directly over his crotch. He kissed her gently on the cheek and forehead. "I believe we can be partners," he said. "What do we do now?"

She kissed him hard on the lips, slipping her tongue into his mouth. "Now we consummate the deal," she said. Then she pulled back slightly. "But... I am the one in charge. If you don't perform to my complete satisfaction, I will turn you over to your stepmother for further training. Can you live with that?"

What a stupid question, he thought. "Yes, ma'am. I can live with that."


6. Trouble on the Wagon Train

Jacob Springer stood on the platform at the St. Joseph railroad station and scanned the crowds of people. He was tired, and he felt hot and dirty. The nearly three-day journey from Cincinnati had been fatiguing, especially the last leg on the notoriously slow Hannibal and St. Joseph Railroad.

The air surrounding the platform was suffocating; the noise was deafening. He dropped the heavy leather valise he was carrying and pulled a silver flask out of the back pocket of his brown wool pants. He put the flask to his lips and took a quick swallow of the liquid contents. After a short burp, he replaced the flask in his pocket and resumed his scan.

It had been nearly three years since he'd actually seen Liza and his seventeen-year-old stepsister, Janie. They had come to St. Joseph from Terre Haute after his father closed his law office and were now waiting for him.

Isaac Springer had been a very prominent lawyer in Terre Haute prior to the onset of the American Civil War. However, when the 19th Indiana Infantry was formed in 1861, he was among the first to enlist. Jacob had been thirteen at the time and full of mischief since the death of his mother two years before.

Thinking it would help keep Jacob in line during his absence, Isaac courted and subsequently married Elizabeth 'Liza' Stewart, a thirty-year-old widow with a ten-year-old daughter. Unfortunately, for Jacob, his new stepmother was very religious and fervently believed the best way to control a child's behavior was with the frequent application of corporal punishment, which the young Jacob deeply resented.

Isaac was badly wounded on the first day of the Battle of Gettysburg when his regiment, part of the vaunted Iron Brigade, stormed McPherson's Woods. After a long stay in a field hospital, he returned to Terre Haute and saw firsthand how sad Jacob was and how untenable his son's relationship with his stepmother had become. That was when Isaac and Jacob made the decision to send Jacob to Cincinnati to work in his uncle's brewery and learn the business.

At first, Jacob detested the brewery - the smell and the intensity of the labor - and frequently butted heads with his uncle regarding the work ethic required to be successful. However, over the years, Jacob had come to respect his uncle and to enjoy the work, especially as he was progressing toward becoming a master brewer.

He would have preferred to remain in Cincinnati forever, forging a life for himself in the growing city. In fact, when his father first told Jacob of his plan to move the family to the Nebraska Territory and operate a store in the burgeoning city of North Platte, Jacob stated he wanted no part of it, that he was content to stay where he was.

All of that changed with Isaac's sudden death while they were on the way to St. Joseph to join a wagon train. Liza quickly telegraphed her stepson: "Father dead. Need you to come to St. Joseph immediately. Need a man on the wagon. Respond."

Jacob knew from his father's letters that their plans were firmly set. Isaac had sold everything in order to purchase the store and goods to sell. In addition, he had already secured the necessary wagons and livestock: a prairie schooner for the family and a Conestoga for the goods. Jacob also knew that Liza and Janie couldn't make the arduous journey to North Platte by themselves. So, he reluctantly agreed, with the provision that he would return to Cincinnati once they were established in their new location. Using his father's estimates, Jacob figured, with any luck, he would be back in Cincinnati in three months or less, depending on the reliability of the Union Pacific, now operating a full passenger service as far west as Omaha.

He continued his scan when he thought he heard his name above the din. He pivoted and saw a woman who resembled Liza approach. She was wearing an old and faded work dress with no bustle. Her hair was long and straight and uncovered. Her face was lean and tan. She didn't exactly look like the woman he remembered. That woman was always impeccably dressed in the latest style. It was obvious that she had already adjusted to life on the frontier. He wondered if Janie had also undergone the same transformation.

Time to face it, he thought. He gripped the worn handle of his valise. He wanted desperately to take another pull from the flask, but he resisted, remembering how Liza felt about alcohol. He settled for wiping the dirt from his face with a bandana. He gave her a little wave of recognition and took several steps toward her.

When they were within a few feet of each other, Liza reached out with ungloved and callused hands. Her blue eyes widened. "My goodness, I declare you've grown at least three inches since I last saw you."

He managed a small smile. He was no longer the scrawny sixteen-year-old boy who had cowered in her presence. Now he was a man. "Hello, Liza," he said. "Where's Janie?"

"Back at the wagon train," she replied. "We're due to leave day after tomorrow. No time to waste."

"What about my father?" He wasn't sure he really wanted to ask the question, but he felt he had to.

"Buried him in Springfield," she said. "Didn't have much time for a funeral. I'm sorry you weren't here."

He brushed a stray tear from his eye. "Couldn't be helped," he said. "Are you and Janie okay?"

"As much as we can be." She steered him off the platform and out of the bustling station. Once they were outside and into the cool fresh air of late April, she stopped and gazed at him. "Look, Jacob, I know we've had our differences. But that's in the past. This is your father's dream and his legacy. You may not have wanted to be a part of it, but you're here anyway. Isaac would have been proud of you." She touched his hand. "Now, we've got a long and difficult trip ahead of us, so let's make the best of it. Okay?"

What else can I do? he thought. "All right," he said.

Together, they walked through the busy town of St. Joseph. When they got to the Nave and McCord Mercantile Co., they stopped again. "I don't know what you brought with you, but if you need anything for the trail, you can get it here," Liza said.

Jacob shifted his eyes back and forth between the large store and what he was wearing. He realized he probably needed sturdier clothes for the trail. He glanced up at the sky to see the position of the sun. It was already late afternoon. "I could use some different clothes. Perhaps I could stop by in the morning."

"You'll need to start out at dawn," Liza said. "It's a two-mile walk from the encampment."

Great, he thought, but he didn't say it.

For the rest of the walk, Liza filled him in on the details of the journey they were about to undertake. She indicated that the great majority of the pilgrims would not be stopping in Nebraska but going on to Wyoming or even the West Coast. For them, the entire trip might take as long as six months.

In the distance, Jacob spotted the wide Missouri River, shimmering in the late afternoon sun. And in a plain before the river, he saw a sea of wagons and white canvas covers. He had never seen anything like it before, and, for a moment, he was awed: All of these people ready to undertake a difficult and treacherous journey in order to find a better life for themselves and their families. This will be an experience, he thought.

When they actually reached the encampment, Jacob could see people and animals everywhere. Some of the people were either sitting or standing by their wagons - prairie schooners, mostly. Others were walking around or checking on their livestock - hundreds of mules that needed both water and fodder.

The smell in the atmosphere was a combination of wood smoke, animal dung, and human sweat. As Liza explained, there was very little privacy and no place to bathe except the river, which was running high, definitely no place for swimmers. She also stated that there were probably close to fifty wagons in the train along with over two hundred pilgrims. Each wagon required teams of four to six mules.

Liza expertly steered him past several wagons until they came to large central campfire. Standing near the fire was a stocky man wearing buckskins. He had a grizzled face and hard features. His long hair was mostly gray. "Jacob, this is our wagon master, Mr. Solomon," Liza said as they approached.

Mr. Solomon looked up from some papers he was reading and flashed a small smile, showing that he was a missing a few teeth. "Ah, Mrs. Springer. Is this the son you spoke of?"

"Yes. Jacob is his name," Liza replied, not bothering to correct the slight inaccuracy. "Come all the way from Cincinnati."

Mr. Solomon gave Jacob a quick scan. "City slicker, huh," he said with no implied contempt in his voice. "Tell me something, son, have you ever handled a team before?"

Jacob returned Mr. Solomon's scan. He already disliked the older man intensely. He also thought about his own experience. Obviously, he had never been this far west before, but he had driven his uncle's beer wagons through the busy Cincinnati streets. "Yes."

Mr. Solomon didn't appear convinced. "Well, I'll be by your wagon later. I want to see you hitch the team and drive around a bit. See what you can do. No room for mistakes once we get rolling." He turned toward Liza before Jacob got a chance to respond to what he considered to be an insult. "Good seeing you, Mrs. Springer. Best to your daughter." He paused, then turned back to Jacob and held out his right hand. "Glad you could join us, Jacob."

Jacob shook the wagon master's hand, a hand that was as grizzled as his face but still strong.

Mr. Solomon released Jacob's hand; however, before he turned away completely, he gave the younger man one more look. "Oh, Jacob. One more thing. I don't allow any drinking once we get rolling. Remember that." He pivoted and strolled off.

Jacob flushed slightly as he remembered the flask in his back pocket. His dislike for the old wagon master and the entire undertaking increased another notch.

After a brisk walk past more wagons and people, they stopped in front of two apparently mismatched wagons. "These are ours," Liza said.

Jacob gave the wagons a quick scan. He recognized one as a prairie schooner. The other he knew from pictures was a Conestoga, and it was packed to the edge of the canvas cover with goods.

"Isaac hired Andy Butler to drive the Conestoga," Liza said. "I guess he drove wagons in the war and knows horses and mules. After we get to the store, we'll need a driver, so he'll hopefully stay with us. I imagine right now he's off looking after the mules."

Jacob nodded, grateful he wouldn't have to drive the larger and much heavier wagon.

"And this is ours, the one you're going to drive," she continued, indicating the prairie schooner.

He approached the wagon, noting its shape and the curve of the canvas cover. It was larger than he was expecting, larger than the beer wagons he had driven for his uncle. For an instant, he hoped he hadn't misrepresented his experience.

"We have twelve mules altogether," Liza said. "Andy has taught us how to hitch the team and how to drive a little, but we're still learning and getting our strength. We're counting on you."

Again, Jacob nodded, thinking this was going to be more difficult than he had originally imagined when he boarded the steamboat in Cincinnati three days ago. Then, another thought suddenly gripped him. "Liza, where do we sleep?"

She huffed. "Wherever you can," she said. "Not much room in the wagon. Most of the men sleep on the ground."

"What if it rains?"

Liza smiled. "Got some gum rubber covers and some extra blankets. If it rains, you sleep under the wagon."

Great, he thought. He had slept in a feather bed nearly all his life. This was a part of the adventure he definitely wasn't looking forward to. He smiled inwardly. Maybe I can squeeze into the wagon at night, he thought. Everyone probably sleeps in their clothes anyway. "Where's Janie?" he asked.

"A group of women are cooking up a huge pot of stew for the journey. I think she's helping with that."

That settles the issue of eating, he thought. Then, as if on cue, his stomach growled. "Liza, I haven't eaten since early this morning. Is there anything to eat?"

She touched his hand. "Oh, you poor boy. Got some biscuits and jerky. Not much else until the stew is ready. I think some of the men are fishing. Not much to hunt around here, and beef is too expensive."

Biscuits, jerky, and fish. Being the nephew of a prosperous businessman, he was used to regular meals featuring meat and potatoes, eggs and bacon at breakfast. His anger rose yet another notch, and he wished he had more to drink than water.

*  *  *

Jacob passed a very restless night attempting to get comfortable huddled in wool blankets on the cold, hard ground. During the evening, just before dark, he had met Andy Butler. Tomorrow, Jacob would learn to hitch the mules to the prairie schooner and the Conestoga, then practice driving each around the plain.

But first, he had to get up at dawn and walk to the mercantile for some new and sturdier clothes and a pair of leather gloves. Andy also advised Jacob to purchase a rifle and ammunition, if he could afford it. This suggestion made Jacob even angrier, although he made a valiant effort to conceal it. He had brought money with him, but hadn't really counted on paying his own expenses.

Just after sunrise, he extricated himself from the cocoon of his blankets and stumbled to the latrine that was set up near the river. He found a pilgrim who gave him a cup of bad coffee and a biscuit. This, he realized, would have to fortify him for the next several hours.

Back at the wagon, he said a hasty good-bye to Liza and Janie, who were emerging, fully clothed, from the prairie schooner. He pulled some money from his valise and began the walk into town.

At the Navy and McCord Mercantile, he obtained two sturdy pairs of heavy denim pants and three heavy flannel shirts. He also invested in a pair of boots. Finally, as he was about to leave, he saw a display of rifles and pistols, and thought about Andy's suggestion. Jacob had never shot a rifle before in his life. However, he had handled his father's military Colt enough times to feel comfortable with it. He settled on a used Colt revolver and a box of shells.

As he was leaving the mercantile, he passed a saloon which was just opening. He thought about his flask and remembered Mr. Solomon's admonition about drinking on the trail. What the hell, he thought. He went into the saloon and bought two bottles of whiskey. He was determined not to undertake this journey unprepared.

As he was about to leave the saloon, he noticed a couple of tired looking women sitting at a table near the stairs that led to the second floor. One of them gave him a small smile and beckoned for him to come over. He smiled back and shook his head. He was young but not naïve, having spent a considerable amount of time transporting beer to the many drinking establishments in Cincinnati. He understood completely who these women were and what they wanted.

Just as he was about to push open the saloon doors, he looked back and smiled again, wishing he had more time and more money. However, it was already mid-morning, and he needed to get back to the wagon train.

When he arrived at the prairie schooner, Andy Butler was waiting for him, holding the bridles of six sturdy mules. Jacob quickly stowed his new purchases in his valise but held out the pistol for Andy to see.

"I told you to get a rifle," the older man said.

Jacob flushed slightly. "I've never used a rifle before," he said defensively. "But I know how to use a Colt."

Andy huffed. "Perhaps," he said. "When we cross the river tomorrow, you can show me. Right now, put your gun away and hitch the mules."

For the next two hours, Jacob practiced hitching the mules, first to the prairie schooner, then to the Conestoga. He drove both wagons until Andy was satisfied that the young man knew what he was doing. "I think you're as ready as you're going to be," Andy said. "But the real test will come on the trail. You need to keep your eyes and ears open and be ready for anything."

"Sure," Jacob said. He was already tired and restless.

After Andy left with the mules, Jacob wandered around the encampment. In very little time, he found himself looking mainly at the women. Nearly all of them, like Liza and Janie, were wearing very drab work clothes - sturdy dresses or heavy leather skirts and wool tops. He had heard from a few sources that the women didn't bother with underwear while on the trail.

He considered this as he roamed. It excited him a little to think that under their skirts and dresses was nothing but bare skin. And it made sense to him as he envisioned the inherent difficulties associated with answering the call of nature while on the march through the wilderness. He knew the entire train couldn't simply stop every time someone needed to take care of business.

He smiled inwardly as he felt a primal tug. With all these women on the train, perhaps he could experience something he had yet to experience. He had never seen a woman raise the hem of her dress above her ankles. He thought about Liza, approaching forty but still comely even dressed as a pilgrim. He thought about Janie, now nearly eighteen and an attractive young woman. The opportunities were there for him to see what he had never before seen except in French postcards. All of a sudden, he was looking forward to the journey.

*  *  *

At dawn the following morning, Mr. Solomon and his two assistants rode up and down the vast collection of wagons and people. "Get your teams hitched and form a line," he called out. "Ferries are waiting. Want to get everyone across by noon."

The entire encampment came alive with activity. Men hitched mules to wagons while women and children doused campfires and stowed equipment and provisions. The journey for which they had meticulously planned and sacrificed was about to begin, with the first step being a bumpy ferry ride across the vast Missouri River.

Andy and Jacob hitched their teams to the prairie schooner and Conestoga. Andy smiled the entire time, recalling out loud the many campaigns in which he had participated as a trusted member of the Iron Brigade. "Like preparing for a battle," he said.

Jacob nodded as though he understood. But his only experience with battle came from the occasional stories his father told. From these stories, Jacob determined that armed conflict was not something he particularly cared to participate in.

Once the mules were hitched, Jacob climbed into the driver's seat and picked up the reins. Liza joined him while Janie climbed up next to Andy in the Conestoga. Then, with a flick of his wrist, they were off, rolling with dozens of other wagons, toward the river and the ferries. He could feel his heart accelerate, in spite of himself. Liza reached over and touched his gloved hand. "I'm glad you're with us, Jacob," she said.

He didn't return her sentiment or even look in her direction, preferring to keep his eyes on the mules and the back of the Conestoga, which was perhaps fifteen or twenty feet ahead.

*  *  *

By two o'clock that afternoon, everyone was across the river and on the trail, which was well-marked, having been traversed by thousands of similar wagons on their way west. Jacob had heard someone say that they expected to travel about ten miles the first day before stopping for the night. He wasn't sure how far ten miles was, but he was already hungry, thirsty, and tired.

And on they went, moving at a pace slower than a child could walk. As the sun began to set, Adam Skinner, one of Mr. Solomon's young assistants, rode by to inform them that they would be stopping when they reached the banks of the Little Blue River, which was only a mile or so ahead. Then they would follow the Little Blue all the way into Nebraska.

By the time the vast train did stop, Jacob was exhausted. But, as he immediately discovered, stopping for the night didn't necessarily mean rest. The mules needed to be unhitched, fed, watered, and secured, and the people needed food and water as well. Children went into the surrounding woods to gather fuel for the cooking fires. Some of the men went out to hunt, while others tried their luck fishing in the river.

Once the mules were secure, Jacob found himself watching the women as they scurried about the encampment preparing food and rearranging gear in the wagons. He also noted the ones that went off in small groups. In spite of his fatigue, he had visions of them raising their skirts and exposing their private areas. He had a sudden urge to join the men who were either hunting or fishing. He settled for sneaking a couple of swallows of the whiskey he had bought the day before.

Just as he was hiding the bottle in his valise, he heard a horse approaching. "Springer." It was the voice of Adam Skinner. "You need to help with the mules."

Jacob turned toward the young assistant, trying very hard not to flush. He looked up at Skinner, noting that the assistant was probably younger than he was. He was about to respond with some nasty comeback, but Skinner galloped off before he got the chance. Probably just as well, he thought. He remembered both Liza and Andy Butler telling him that there would be little time to rest on the trail.

However, he had spent a full day looking at the backsides of mules. Now, he wanted to see some human female backside. He wiped his brow with the back of his hand, reached into his valise, and took another swallow of the whiskey. There will be time, he thought, as he stowed the bottle away and moved off toward the mules.

*  *  *

The next morning dawned bright and sunny. Mr. Solomon and his assistants were up early, riding up and down the encampment, exhorting everyone to get moving. With the good weather, the wagon master thought they could make twenty miles by evening.

Jacob extricated himself from his makeshift bed just as Andy was approaching. Jacob watched him warily. It was only the second day, but already the old veteran's excitement was wearing on him.

When Andy saw that Jacob was awake, he backed up. "Come on, son, let's get the mules hitched."

Jacob nodded and stowed his gear. He was stiff, hungry, and thirsty. But when he saw Liza and Janie emerge from the prairie schooner and head off toward the river, their skirts raised almost to their knees, he grew slightly excited. "Be with you in a couple of minutes," he shouted after Andy. He pointed toward the woods.

Andy nodded. There was no avoiding the call of nature.

Maintaining a discrete distance, Jacob watched his stepmother and stepsister join some of the other women at the river's edge. From perhaps a hundred yards or so, he could see them raise their skirts to their waists. He thought about moving closer but knew he didn't dare. Still, he got enough of an eyeful of female flesh to give him a vision he could recall as he was watching the mules.

That day, the train traversed a little over twenty miles before they stopped for the night. As soon as they were stopped and the mules secured, Jacob pulled out his revolver and volunteered to scout the woods with a couple other men. In truth, he was hoping to scout the women who would be venturing in small groups near the woods line near the river in search of edible vegetation and privacy.

More than once during this excursion, John Bartleby, the other young assistant, yelled at him to keep his eyes open and quit looking in the direction of the river. After the last time, Jacob, who was drifting closer and closer to the river, had a sudden desire to pull his pistol and shoot the young assistant in the head, anything to shut him up.

*  *  *

After two more days of good weather, the fifth day on the trail dawned gloomy and cold with occasional light showers - just enough to make everything and everyone uncomfortably damp. Jacob huddled in a gum rubber cover and followed the Conestoga. The mules and the wagons had a difficult time getting through the mud, so progress was slow.

By early afternoon, Jacob was wet and exhausted, more than ready to quit this adventure altogether. During a stop to extricate the lead wagon from a large mud hole, he managed to get into his valise and find his whiskey bottle. In three swallows, he emptied the entire contents. The sudden surge of alcohol both warmed and emboldened him. He stood up on the seat of the prairie schooner and scanned the line, nearly losing his balance in the process.

"Springer, what the hell are you doing?" Adam Skinner yelled from his horse. "You need to look to your wagon. We're rolling again."

Jacob gazed at the assistant with glassy eyes and began to weave. "Yes, sir, master," he said, grinning like a fool.

Skinner rode closer. "Man, you're drunk," he declared after a few seconds.

Jacob laughed. "No, I'm not," he said. "Just warm and ready to move." He paused and looked around him, noting the position of the women. "Let's see some tail." His voice was loud enough to attract attention.

"Jacob, be quiet," Liza ordered from inside the wagon.

The voice of his stepmother brought back bad memories, and he did quiet for a few seconds. But then the combination of the alcohol, the anger, and the weariness gripped him. He looked back over his shoulder. "Shut up, Liza," he yelled. "I don't take orders from you or anyone."

Liza flushed a deep red. She glared at her stepson but didn't move. "Young Adam is right," she said in an eerily calm voice. "You're drunk... and in serious trouble."

"Like hell," he said, but with less conviction in his voice. He turned back toward the mules. He could see that no one was moving ahead of him. The long train was stalled again.

He was about to get down from the wagon when he spotted the approach of two riders. One was Adam Skinner; the other was Mr. Solomon. They were heading in his direction. Liza was right, he realized, he was in serious trouble.

"Springer, get down from the wagon," Mr. Solomon called when he was within about fifteen feet of the wagon.

Still feeling the effects of the alcohol, Jacob stood up, then nearly tumbled off the seat to the ground. When he had righted himself, he attempted to match the wagon master's harsh stare. "Yeah? Whadayawant?"

Mr. Solomon scowled. "Mr. Skinner is right. You are drunk. I warned you about that."

Liza emerged from the wagon and stood beside her stepson. "Mr. Solomon... he's new at this," she said. "What's the penalty for getting drunk on the trail?"

Mr. Solomon huffed. "Could be just a warning," he said. "But, besides being drunk, some of the women have reported that he stares at them. He needs to be taught a lesson if he - or you and your daughter - are to stay on this train."

"What do you mean, stay on this train?" Liza asked.

"I mean, we can't tolerate bad behavior that disrupts the harmony of the train. If the behavior persists, we'll have to leave you behind."

Liza shifted her eyes back and forth between Mr. Solomon and Jacob. "No," she said, "we have to move on. We can't be left behind."

"Then your son will have to be punished," the wagon master said. "The usual method when a man is a problem is to tie him to a wagon wheel and flog him. Otherwise, the men generally take care of their wives and the mothers take care of their children. It's the way we do things."

Jacob had a sudden vision of being secured to the spokes of the high wagon wheel, back bared. The vision sobered him quickly. "No, please, Mr. Solomon."

Mr. Solomon was about to say something, but Liza cut him off. "Mr. Solomon, as Jacob's mother, I will take care of the problem. I know what to do."

Mr. Solomon didn't appear convinced. "How?"

Liza went back to the wagon. When she reappeared, she was holding a three-foot thin rod. She held it out. "Janie's going to be the schoolteacher in North Platte when we get there," she said. "This is her disciplinary tool - along with the dunce cap, of course. I assure you, it can be quite effective."

Both the wagon master and the young assistant laughed when they saw the rod. "My old schoolmarm had a rod just like that one," Mr. Solomon said. "I remember that it hurt pretty bad. Okay, I'll give you one chance, but hurry up. We've almost got the lead wagons cleared and the rain has stopped. We'll roll in half an hour."

"Thank you," Liza said.

The two men rode off, leaving Liza alone with her stepson. "Now, Jacob," she said, turning to him. "We've got some issues to settle."

Jacob took a step backward, nearly stumbling against the wagon. "No, please, Liza. I'm sorry. You don't need that." He had visions of being disciplined before. He knew his stepmother could be relentless and harsh.

"Don't argue with me, young man," she said. "Would you rather deal with Mr. Solomon? I will not be put off this train, especially because of you." She paused and tapped his leg with the rod. "Now, we're wasting time. We can go off in the woods or we can stay right here and I can punish you in front of everybody - which is what you deserve."

Jacob looked around him. A few of the other pilgrims were beginning to notice the confrontation. In a minute or two, they would attract a crowd of curious and bored onlookers. He definitely didn't want that any more than he wanted to face Mr. Solomon and the lash. He thought for a moment. He had broken the rules and put his family - and the entire train, truth be told - in jeopardy. Time to face it. "All right," he said in a near whisper. "Let's go to the woods."

Liza nodded and pivoted in the direction of the woods line. She pushed Jacob in the back with the rod. Over her shoulder, she saw Janie approaching.

"Where are you going?" Janie asked. "Andy says we're rolling in a few minutes."

"Jacob and I have something to settle," Liza said.

Janie grinned. "About time," she said. "Can I watch?"

The last thing Jacob wanted was for his stepsister to see him being punished. "No, please."

Liza shook her head. "I think she deserves to see you get what's coming to you. After all, this concerns her too." She turned toward her daughter. "Okay, come along, but keep quiet."

Janie clapped her hands in delight. Jacob groaned. This was getting out of hand. He was now very sorry he had agreed to come on this trip.

After slogging through mud up to their ankles, the trio reached the tree line, effectively out of sight of the train. When they found a relatively dry spot, Liza stopped and pointed to a large birch tree. "Jacob, drop your pants and hug the tree."

Jacob flushed. "You... you want me to... to... bare myself... in front of Janie?"

"Do it now!" Liza glared at her stepson while gripping the end of the rod with her right hand.

Janie stood off to the side, a wide smile plastered on her tan face.

Jacob shifted his eyes from the tree to Liza to his stepsister, then to the ground. He wanted to continue to protest but knew from long experience that further protest would only result in additional punishment. After a few seconds, he nodded and unbuttoned his pants. He pushed them down to below his hips, along with his drawers.

"Put your arms against the tree," Liza ordered.

Again, he nodded and pivoted toward the tree. Reluctantly, he put his hands against the bark.

"Stick out your backside," Liza said, lifting the rod.

Jacob did what he was told.

Liza retracted the rod and swung it forward with a snap of her wrist. He heard the swish as the rod cut through the air, then he felt the sharp thud as the thin wood impacted the center of both cheeks. The pain was worse than he remembered.

Three seconds later, she struck again, this time landing the stroke a centimeter lower. "Jacob," she called, "from now on, you will keep your mouth shut and take your orders directly from me." She struck a third time, a solid stinger that hit the crease between his bottom and his upper thighs. "Is that clearly understood, young man?"

He nodded as the pain from the three harsh strokes raced through him.

She scowled and delivered a fourth stroke that hit squarely across his upper thighs, causing him to groan and dance in place. "I asked you a question."

He sucked in as much air as he could. "Yes, I understand."

The scowl never leaving her sweating face, she retracted the rod and delivered a thundering strike that crossed the marks she had already created on his flesh. "Also from now on, when I ask you a question or give you and order, you will answer with yes, ma'am or no ma'am. Is that clear?"

Jacob swallowed hard. For an instant, he wished he was back in Cincinnati working fourteen hours a day in the brewery. "Ye-yes, ma'am."

Liza smiled and nodded in the direction of her daughter. "Good," she said. "You better not forget it." She punctuated this with a sixth stroke. "Are you going to forget it?"

He knew the experience of this punishment would live in his memory for as long as he lived and possibly beyond. "No, ma'am."

"All right, then, let's finish this so we can get back to the train."

Jacob bit down on his tongue. He wanted to scream that six was more than enough, that he had clearly learned his lesson. But he knew his stepmother, knew her fire and her zealous conviction. She would determine just how many strokes of the rod were enough to impart the lesson. He would have no say in the matter. Inside his head, his brain was ordering the rest of his body to stay silent and take his punishment.

Another thing he knew about his stepmother was that she would no longer interrupt the punishment with a lecture. The strokes - however many she decided to deliver - would now come fast and furious. He locked his legs in place and dug his fingers into the first paper-thin layer of the birch bark.

He was correct in his prediction of what she was going to do. She wound up with the rod and over the next twenty seconds or so, she delivered fifteen harsh strokes, one right after the other, with the last two hitting his sensitive upper thighs.

The pain from these final two nearly broke him completely. Tears filled his eyes and rolled down his cheeks. He forgot where he was. He forgot that his stepsister was watching this painful humiliation and probably laughing about it.

The punishment now complete, Liza handed the rod to Janie. "Be careful with this," she said.

Janie took the rod. The smirk she had had on her face a few minutes earlier was now gone, replaced by wide eyes and pouting lips. "I will, Mama," she said.

Liza turned toward her stepson, still standing dutifully with his hands against the tree. "All right, Jacob. You may restore your attire and face me."

Jacob took several deep breaths to calm himself. He wiped the tears from his eyes and face. His entire backside felt like he had just sat on one of the campfires. For an instant, he wondered if he would be able to sit on the hard wagon seat and endure the bumpy ride. He wasn't even sure he wanted to cover the scorched flesh with the wool drawers.

But, in the end, he knew he had to. He obviously couldn't go back to the train with his pants down. He pulled up his drawers and pants, then turned toward Liza. She gave him a weak smile.

"I know I was hard on you," she said. "But your behavior did put all of us in jeopardy and had to be corrected. Besides, a few strokes of the rod had to be better than the whip."

Jacob thought about that and determined that she was, no doubt, right. Although his backside hurt and would probably continue to hurt, it couldn't be worse than being flogged on the bare back while tied to a wagon wheel. He blinked away a few stray tears. "Yes, ma'am."

"We're about to roll." The voice came from Andy Butler, who was standing about a hundred feet away.

"We're coming, Andy," Liza said.

"You need to hurry," Andy said and walked back toward the train.

Liza looked at Jacob. "Well, Jacob, are you ready to go back?"

He wiped another tear from his face. "Yes, ma'am."

Her smile widened, then faded. "Good. Let's go. But... remember what I said and always remember what just happened here. If there is a next time, it will be a lot worse. Understand?"

In his mind, he vowed to do exactly what he was told. He also vowed to empty the contents of the second whiskey bottle - no more drinking, at least until they got to North Platte. "Yes, ma'am."

As they walked back toward the train with Jacob in the middle between Liza and Janie, he actually felt better than he had since he boarded the steamboat more than a week earlier. The burden of worry had been lifted from his shoulders. He would do what his stepmother, Andy Butler, and Mr. Solomon told him to do - without question or delay. He would make as few decisions as possible. And, in the process, he would avoid doing anything that provoke additional punishment.

When they reached the prairie schooner, he took his place on the high seat and took up the reins. Mr. Solomon rode up to the wagon and stopped. He glanced up at Jacob. "Are you ready to roll, son?" he asked in a calm voice.

Jacob gave him a small smile. Liza, who was sitting next to him, patted his arm. "Yes, sir."

Mr. Solomon raised his right arm. "Wagons, roll." He waved to Jacob and Liza and rode off.

*  *  *

Three uneventful weeks later, the wagon train stopped at North Platte in the Nebraska Territory. Jacob, Liza, Janie, and Andy Butler steered their wagons away from the train and said good-bye to the pilgrims who were moving on. From his high perch on the wagon seat, Jacob looked out over the small town, just beginning to establish and identity. There is opportunity here, he thought.

He glanced over at Liza and Janie, who were now walking toward a boarded-up storefront. Lots of opportunity. Perhaps a brewery; perhaps a liaison with Janie. He decided then and there not to return to Cincinnati.
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Spanking Stepmothers by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

Double Trouble: The relatively innocent prank that Tyler and Jacob play on their stepmother backfires, and the two college boys are not too big to go over her lap for a painful spanking with a hefty hairbrush. Their stepmother is a recently retired middle school principal, a woman who stands no nonsense, a woman who knows how to spank!

Like Father, Like Son: After working abroad for a year, Jeremy returns home to live in a new house, with a new stepmother and a stepsister, as his father married Nancy while Jeremy was away. Jeremy witnesses Nancy spanking his father, and it isn't long before he gets the same treatment himself.

Punished Husbands - Book One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

I Almost Got Away with It: Nathan marries Katherine three months after meeting her at a wedding. He is fascinated as she takes charge in the bedroom, but her control extends to other areas of his life too, and she explains she is a firm believer in discipline. When Nathan lies about going to a club, Katherine welcomes him home with hairbrush in hand...

Andrew's Christmas to Remember: Andrew and Marian have high-ranking careers in the military and are used to long separations, but when they retire, life takes a different turn and Andrew embraces his submissive side, the part of him that has been suppressed for most of his life. Now, his wife is the one in charge.

Behind Every Great Man: Gretchen is married to the president of a prestigious college. Behind the scenes, it is Gretchen who is in charge. A master with the paddle, she knows just how to apply it for maximum effect to punish and motivate her husband.

Kensington: Patsy and Jake move into a lovely new house in a gated community where the wives make the rules and the men obey them... without question. Here, every rule violation is met with harsh punishment. Jake is reluctant at first, but soon learns to obey his wife.

Strict Ladies - Book Three by Peter Martin

Women in Charge: Ben is staying with his friend Harry over the holidays. The two eighteen-year-olds go out with Harry's Dad, Mike, but return home all covered in mud to be greeted by the three women of the house - Harry's Mother Alicia, and his sisters, Angela and Kelly. The men are in disgrace. They are ordered to shower and then all three of them are spanked across the women's laps. Ben is keen to establish a relationship with Harry's sister, the 18-year-old Angela, but this can only happen if he agrees to be spanked.  Ben learns to accept that in this house the women are firmly in charge, and as a result, the menfolk usually have sore bottoms.

Boys Will Be Boys: When Gemma discovers Jake and Matt are dressed as schoolboys so they can attend a spanking party, she offers to discipline the two 20-year-olds herself. This is fine for Matt, who fancies her and wants to be spanked, but Jake doesn't want to be spanked and caned by his sister. However, when Jake's mum appears, he ends up over her lap instead and gets a taste of her hairbrush. It's not going to be a one-off punishment either!

Bob's Assistant: Bob is Managing Director of a company, and his assistant is 18-year-old Alice. Alice catches him looking at spanking pictures on the internet, and ends up caning him, even though secretly she is the one who likes to be spanked. However, when Alice's mother, a strict headmistress finds out what's been going on, she disciplines Bob herself - and he loves it!

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

Derek is eighteen and a senior at Brentwood, a private boys academy. His planned attempt to seduce the lovely Maisie backfires as he is caught by Lauren Dour, the attractive young headmistress of Heatherly Hall school for girls. After some discussion between Miss Dour and Derek's headmaster, it is decided that Miss Dour will give the young man a good thrashing. This proves to be life-changing, and the first of many such experiences for Derek, introducing him to harsh physical punishment at the hands of the headmistress and her colleagues. Derek wrongly assumes he will get the slipper, but instead gets two dozen hard strokes of the cane. It is the first of many punishments, and over time Derek gains sexual enjoyment from being disciplined by beautiful women, and the harsher and more humiliating his treatment, the more exciting he finds it.

Jeremy and the Whipping Post by W. Arthur

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

Scott and the Woodshed by W. Arthur

Scott is no stranger to discipline as his bare bottom has regularly been on the receiving end of his mother's wooden spoon, but after his mother's death, Scott lacks focus and motivation. When an attractive woman (Valerie) walks into the bank where he works and asks for a loan, he tries to help her. He also lets his mind wander as he imagines being over her lap for a hard spanking. Little does he know that he is to form a special relationship with Valerie, a woman in the final stages of training to be a vet. She occupies his mother's former room for several weeks, and Scott loves her dominance and authority. When she mentions the woodshed on her mother's farm, Scott is curious and starts asking questions. He gets so much more than he bargained for, particularly when he visits the farm and finds out exactly what it's like to be taken to the woodshed for a hard strapping on his bare bottom. Disciplining male members of the family is part of the fabric of life here. Like her mother, Valerie has a strong right arm and knows just how to administer a whipping earned for slacking off or bad behaviour. Although Scott often has a sore bottom, he appears to thrive on it, and his relationship with Valerie blossoms...

Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Donald's Spanking Therapy: It takes Donald some time to pluck up the courage to see a therapist, but once he starts talking about his need to be disciplined by a woman, he feels liberated. His therapist even shows him some spanking implements and gives him a few playful whacks, but tells him if he wants the real thing he must use the services of a dominatrix. He would have wimped out were it not for finding a business card in a pub for Lady Elecktra, a woman who later gives Donald more than he bargained for!

Odd Job Joe: When Joe calls to do some work for the voluptuous Marion Hattersley, he gets far more than he ever expected. She manipulates the situation, making it impossible not to peek in through her bedroom door to discover what she's up to with her vibrato ... and Joe pays the price for his voyeurism on his bare bottom as Marion spanks him soundly with a hairbrush. Will he go back for more...?

Trevor's First Spanking: Married for six months, Jane finds Trevor's selfish attitude and behaviour increasingly irritating. He's untidy, doesn't help around the house, and expects Jane to do everything. A rebellious Jane goes round to see her friend Amy, but on arrival Jane is very surprised to see Amy's husband standing in the corner with a bare, freshly spanked bottom. Amy gives Jane a few tips on how to discipline Trevor... and it works a treat!

Going Over Mom's Knee: Anthology by Lewis Stone

This anthology of 25 domestic femdom stories all feature the common theme of men who regularly find themselves going over their mother's knee for a painful and humiliating bare bottom spanking. The reasons for their punishment may be many and varied but the results are always the same as their no-nonsense dominant moms put hair brush, bath brush, paddle and hand to good use. Occasionally, the sons' girlfriends are encouraged to take on the role of disciplinarian too. And sometimes it isn't just the sons on the receiving end of mother's hairbrush but their father as well!

Disciplined by the Librarian by Jack Crawford

Garrett MacQuillan has established a reputation for himself at university; the PhD student alleviates his often tedious historical research by sampling as many women as possible on campus. His rakish good looks have the ladies flocking - with the exception of Lillian Fouet, the newly appointed Head Librarian. Intrigued by the only woman who spurns his advances, Garrett sets out to ingratiate himself with the dark-haired beauty, leading to a steamy session in bed. But things don't quite go to plan, for the librarian is the one in charge, and as Garrett falls under her spell, he finds himself subject to her discipline. A relationship develops, in which Garrett begins to understand his submissive side as he slowly develops a taste for the librarian's special brand of painful discipline and the sex that follows. His bare bottom is regularly spanked with various implements including a fearsome hairbrush, and for the first time in his life, Garrett is firmly put in his place.
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