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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:

The Stepmother Cabal: Following his 4th divorce Brandon's dad sells up, does a deal with his ex wives, then flees the country. Brandon graduates from college and has no job and nowhere to live. Fortunately his stepmothers take him in, but they also take complete control of his life, and three strong-minded women are not to be trifled with. Brandon soon finds out how hard they can paddle! They also want something else from him, but can he possibly satisfy all three...?

Reviving a Birthday Tradition: Bradley is caught smoking dope by his stepmom, Tracy Lynn, who revives an old family tradition: Bradley gets a birthday spanking for his 18th birthday and finds out how much a wooden spoon can hurt. However, there is something extremely pleasurable to follow.

Pre-Game Ritual: Some time after the death of his father, Connor and his stepmother become embroiled in a physical relationship which extends to corporal punishment. Connor finds that being sated and having a freshly spanked bottom helps him win poker games!

Facing the Crucible: Shawn's stepmother visits him in prison, wanting to help him turn his life around. Once released, Shawn finds that redemption comes at a price as he experiences a fierce paddling, which is only the first step...

Spanked by the Spirit: Noah is having trouble coping with life and paying the bills on his meagre salary. In the past, a good hard spanking had helped to keep him focused and on track, but as his mother and stepmother have passed away, who will take the paddle to his bare bottom?

Not Letting Him Go: A defiant Tom runs away from the farm to enlist, but he is caught stealing a horse and returned. His stepmother takes him to the barn and administers an effective but unpleasant whipping with a strap.

Never Too Late: Alan has been in rehab five times. Lacking direction and discipline, there is only one thing that can get him out of his cycle of dependency - his stepmother's strap.
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1. The Stepmother Cabal

What's worse than having a stepmother? Having three stepmothers, especially when all three are both very attractive and very arrogant - among other questionable attributes. Then, add to that they somehow managed to bond together and form a partnership. And I somehow managed to fall directly into their cabal.

My father has always been a man who couldn't keep his penis in his pants. And as a very handsome and successful stockbroker, he never had any trouble attracting women to him. He was married to my mother, his first wife, for six years before she left him because she caught him cheating on her.

Less than six months after their divorce, Dad married Monica, the primary woman he'd been cheating with. Owing to a strange divorce settlement, I shuttled back and forth between two homes, quickly realizing that Monica had little use for me and, in fact, made it clear she didn't like kids at all and, thus, never presented me with a little half-sister or brother.

Apparently, after he married her, Dad had little use for Monica either. Even though I was pretty young, I knew he was cheating on her with at least three other women. When Monica found out, she, like my mother, left him but got a nice divorce settlement out of the deal. She went back to school and got a MBA in marketing.

Never the one to stay single for long, Dad married Susan three months after his divorce from Monica. Susan was a couple of years younger than Monica and very attractive - just the way Dad apparently liked his women. Although she didn't give me too much of a hard time, I don't think she liked me or kids any more than Monica did.

And, in spite of her obvious charm and good looks, Dad began to cheat on her after about six months or so. I guess some men just aren't meant to be monogamous. Anyway, Dad and Susan lasted three years before she too got a nice divorce settlement. Like Monica, she returned to college, enrolling in law school.

So now I had a stepmother who was a marketing director and another who was an attorney. By this time, my birth mother had remarried and written me off completely. Thus, I was basically a fifteen-year-old orphan, trying to make his own way in a complicated world.

For reasons I never completely understood, Dad seemed to think I needed some kind of mother. So, he married Morgan. Morgan was only twenty-six at the time and had been working as an office assistant in a large brokerage house. Neither her age nor her occupation qualified her to be any kind of mother to a rambunctious teenager.

I will, however, give her credit for trying. At first, she tried to counsel me. When that didn't work to put me on the straight and narrow, she tried discipline. Apparently, she had grown up in a rather strict religious household and knew from experience that corporal punishment could be effective in reining in teenage lust.

She spanked me several times with a wooden spoon because I didn't study hard enough in school or I went out on weekends without telling her. And I let her spank me because she threatened to tell my father what I was doing, and he threatened to cut me off completely if I didn't do what she told me to do.

Actually, looking back, I believe Morgan thoroughly enjoyed spanking me. Even though I was rather naïve about such things, I think she was a natural dominatrix. So, we went on like that for the next three years until I finished high school and went away to college. Not long after I left, Morgan divorced Dad and, like her two predecessors, returned to college and became an accountant.

After this fourth divorce, Dad became thoroughly overextended financially. He brokered a deal with my three stepmothers, giving them enough money to buy an exclusive women's clothing store and a large house together. Then, he got involved in some kind of crypto currency scheme and fled to South America, where I believe he still is today.

So, where does all this drama leave me? I managed to piddle away four years in college, graduating with a degree in English literature and ten thousand dollars in debt. I needed a job and a place to live, as my dad sold my childhood home to pay part of my tuition and fund his escape.

It was Morgan who first took pity on me. She contacted me two days after I graduated, telling me that she, Susan, and Monica were doing quite well with their store and business, and could use my help, if I wanted to work for them. She also said that I could live in the basement of their large house.

Being homeless and with my only job prospects involving fast food, I readily accepted without giving it much thought. I knew all three women, having lived with each of them. I knew they were all very intelligent and well-educated and that their commercial venture would succeed. I thought maybe I could ride their wave of success, that somehow they owed it to me. Besides, what could go wrong?

The following day, I moved what little I had into a spare room they had fixed up for me in the basement of their mini mansion. And almost immediately, I discovered what could possibly go wrong with this arrangement. From the first night on, these three very strong-willed women took complete control of me.

It began with a short conference in the family room. They sat me in the middle of a plush sofa and gathered around me, three pairs of eyes boring through me. Monica spoke first. "Brandon, we want you to know that we own you now."

I'm sure my eyes widened and my mouth gaped. "What do you mean?"

They all laughed at the same time, and I got the distinct impression they had been plotting this for a long time. "What Monica means," Susan said, "is that you belong to us. We will pay off your debt, have you work in the business, and let you live here. In exchange, you will do everything we tell you to do - everything."

Morgan leaned forward. "And if you don't do what we tell you or don't do it to our satisfaction, we will punish you - and not gently like I used to do to you, but harsh, very harsh."

I slumped on the sofa. This was a nightmare coming to life. I pushed myself up from the sofa, thinking I might be better off sleeping in the park and working at a fast-food restaurant for minimum wage. "You women are crazy if you think I'll go along with this."

Monica stood and shoved an index finger into my chest. "Sit down! We're not through with you yet."

I didn't sit. "No way am I going to stick around here."

Monica looked to either side of her. "Ladies."

Morgan and Susan also stood and moved to either side of me, ensuring that I would have to push past them to get away.

Monica flashed an evil smile. "Last chance, boy. Sit or face the consequences."

What were the consequences? I wasn't sure I wanted to find out. But the defiant male gene in me wouldn't allow me to comply with Monica's order.

"Don't say we didn't warn you," Monica said.

Morgan grabbed my left arm; Susan grabbed my right arm. I struggled to break free of their grip, but they were surprisingly strong. Apparently, they had spent more time in the weight room than I had. Monica produced a set of handcuffs that I hadn't seen before. She deftly snapped them on my wrists, securing my hands. Then, she put a tight set of leg cuffs on me. If I did somehow manage to break free, I would fall immediately.

Monica pushed me and I fell back onto the sofa. Morgan and Susan relaxed their grips. "Now you begin to understand," Monica said.

"We mean business," Susan said. "And are not to be trifled with."

Working together, they managed to lift the lower half of my body, turn me around, and strip down my pants and briefs. They pushed me onto the floor on my knees with my upper body resting on the sofa seat.

"Now you must face the consequences of not believing us," Morgan said. "We're going to relive some old times." She held up an evil-looking school paddle. "But no more wooden spoon. This time it's for real."

I began to tremble. "Please," I said. "I'll behave and go along with whatever you tell me." I had lost whatever vestige of manhood I may have had left.

All three huffed at the same time. "It's too late for that," Susan said. "You had your chance and you blew it - big time."

"It's time you found out just how serious we are," Monica said.

"You better brace yourself," Morgan said. "This is going to hurt a lot more than that stupid wooden spoon did." She turned to her two companions. "I'm going to enjoy this."

"Don't forget, Morgan. You need to leave some for us," Susan said.

I dared to glance up and watched Morgan smile at her two companions. "Don't worry. He can take it."

I wasn't so sure about that. But what choice did I have? I took a deep breath. "Please... this isn't necessary."

"Will somebody shut him up?" Monica said.

"I'm on it," Susan said.

Then, much to my horror and amazement, she reached under the dress she wore, removed her white satin panties, and shoved them in my mouth, effectively gagging me. I tried to spit them out but couldn't. I couldn't even move my tongue. Out of desperation, I tried to get up.

Susan planted her foot into the small of my back. "No, you don't," she said. "Try that again and you'll the sorriest jerk off that ever lived. Understand?" She pulled the panties out of my mouth.

I tried to wake myself up, hoping I was still sleeping in my little bed back in my dorm room. But, no, I was definitely awake. Did I understand what was happening? Absolutely not.

Morgan slammed the paddle into the center of my backside. "Susan asked you a question. You better answer her - and answer her in the right way."

What was the right way? Again, I tried to think through the static. I remembered a psych professor discussing cognitive dissonance. Now I thought I knew what she was talking about. "Uh... I understand."

Morgan slammed the paddle into the lower part of my backside. "Wrong way to answer."

"Wait a minute," I said. "What's the right way?"

Susan laughed. "Brandon, we are your stepmothers from Hell. But more than that, we are your mistresses. You will follow every answer with mistress. Got it?"

I swallowed hard. The three stepmothers from Hell. Thanks, Dad, for leaving me with them. "Yes, mistress."

Susan laughed again and shoved the panties back in my mouth. "I see your education wasn't totally wasted." She turned to Morgan. "Do it, Morgan."

"My pleasure," Morgan said.

I closed my eyes and lowered my head onto the sofa seat. I already knew what Morgan was capable of. I wriggled my hands and feet in the cuffs; they didn't budge.

First, I felt Morgan's surprisingly soft fingers massaging the sensitive skin on my bottom. For a brief instant, she actually touched my scrotum, inciting a shock of pleasure. Then, she launched an all-out assault on my bottom, landing stroke after stroke after stroke on my upturned flesh. She was right. The wooden spoon had been nothing compared to this paddle.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to protest, to beg for mercy, anything to get her to stop. But my words couldn't get past the panty gag. I thought about trying to rear up, maybe get on my feet and make a break for it. But I knew that would be impossible and only result in additional misery. I was completely at their mercy.

After maybe twenty or twenty-five harsh strokes that left me panting with pain, Morgan stopped. "I could keep doing this all night," she declared. "But I don't want to kill him, and I did promise I would leave some for you two. Besides, look at him. I think he's pretty close to being broken completely. What a wimp."

She was right about me being broken. That paddle had done its work very well. I tried to spit out the panties so I could beg for mercy. But they were stuck tight.

I opened my eyes and watched Morgan hand the paddle to Susan. She smiled and delivered five quick, hard strokes that landed in the crease between my upper thighs and bottom.

"You're right, Morg," she said. "This is kind of fun, and I have to admit it's made me just a little horny." She handed the paddle to Monica. "Your turn."

Monica took the paddle, aimed, and fired five harsh strokes directly across the center of what was left of my bottom. The pain shot through me like a cannonball. Tears flooded my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. I felt broken.

For at least a minute after Monica finished paddling me, no one spoke. I could hear them breathing and knew they were right behind me. I tried to relax but couldn't. My backside felt like a lava pit.

Finally, Susan reached down and pulled the saturated wad of panty cloth from my mouth, releasing a stream of saliva. "All right, Brandon. Get up and sit on the sofa."

I struggled to get my feet under me. But with the leg cuffs on, it was difficult. It took me at least a minute to stand, pivot, and sit on the rough cloth, igniting a small fire. Even with my hands cuffed, I managed to clear away a few stray tears so I could see my three stepmothers, who were now standing in a group not more than three feet away from me, their pretty faces glowing.

"So, Brandon, now you know," Monica said.

Know what? That my three stepmothers fit the stereotype of the evil stepmother? I said nothing.

Monica, obviously the spokesperson, took a deep breath. Her blue eyes bored through me. "First, although the store is legitimate, it is mostly a front for our primary business." She glanced at Susan.

"Our primary business is providing counseling and support for women who have been exploited by men like your father," Susan said.

"We are all certified life coaches," Morgan said. "And we serve a large client base that includes stepmothers like us."

"So, you can see we are not the poor, hapless women you may have thought we were," Monica said.

"It is a huge mistake to underestimate us," Susan said.

That I could see for myself. I swallowed hard and dared to look at them. "What do you want from me?"

"As we said before, we own you now. You will do exactly what we tell you to do," Susan said.

"You will stock inventory in the store, clean the store, our offices, and the house. You will learn to cook and prepare our meals," Morgan said.

"And occasionally, we may require you to provide other services as well," Monica said with a large smile on her face.

"You should know that one of the police captains is our client. If you try to escape, you will be arrested for embezzling," Morgan said.

"And the district attorney is also one of our clients," Susan said. "You will be successfully prosecuted. Believe me, if you think this is Hell, wait until you get to prison."

I closed and opened my eyes in a vain attempt to shrug off this nightmare. I was a slave to three determined and very well-connected hard-line feminists who were using me to get back at my father. But I could see no effective way out. Living in this nice house as a slave to three attractive women had to be better than living in a prison cell surrounded by convicted felons.

While I sat contemplating my fate, my three stepmothers looked at each other. "Are you guys thinking the same thing I'm thinking?" Monica said.

The other two smiled. "I am a little hot," Susan said.

"And horny," Morgan said.

"Want to do something about it?" Monica said.

All three looked at me and nodded at the same time. "Okay, boy," Susan said. "Get off the sofa and on your knees."

I wasn't about to argue after having been so soundly paddled. I scooted off the sofa onto the floor and rose up on my knees.

Then, much to my amazement, my three stepmothers stripped out of their clothes. They sat side by side on the sofa and spread their legs, exposing their labia. "All right, Brandon," Morgan said. "Get over here and bring us off, one by one. And if you don't do it right, you'll get another paddling. Understand?"

I understood. What's in it for me, I wondered. "Yes, mistress." I glanced up and nearly fainted at the sight these three women presented. Their carefully trimmed labia glistened; their small clits were erect. Even Monica, who was probably approaching fifty, was beautiful. If this was Hell, I didn't care if I ever saw Heaven.

Monica, who sat on the end and would be the first I approached, huffed. "Quit gawking and get to work."

Morgan, who sat next to Monica, laughed. "Boy, haven't you ever seen a woman up close before? I know you peeked at me whenever you could."

"Did he really do that, Morgan?" Susan asked.

"He sure did," Morgan said. "And I have to admit that sometimes I put on a show for him."

I blushed. Morgan was right, but I honestly thought I was being discreet. What a master manipulator.

Monica shifted her bottom closer to the edge of the sofa. "Doesn't matter," she said. "Do me first."

Feeling awkward in the cuffs, I managed to crawl to Monica. I stuck my head between her legs, extended my tongue, and found her clitoris and labia. I swirled my tongue until she moaned and groaned and became more and more animated. Finally, she put her hands on my head and shrieked, signaling her climax. She relaxed her grip on my head and slumped slightly against the back of the sofa.

"That... uh... wasn't bad," she managed to say. "I wouldn't mind you doing that again."

Morgan slapped Monica on the arm. "Maybe later you two can have a private session," she said. "But now it's my turn. Brandon, get over here."

I glanced up at Monica. She nodded. I shifted to Morgan and repeated the action. She tasted a little different than Monica, but her reaction was the same. She climaxed in a matter of three or four minutes, ending with a small scream while digging her fingers into my hair.

Morgan took a deep breath to relax herself. "You're right, Monica. The boy's a gem."

Susan gave me a gentle kick in the thigh. "Hey, it's my turn. And I advise you, it usually takes me longer to come because I like to savor it."

I nodded and scooted over to Susan, now sitting with her bottom over the edge of the sofa. Of the three sets of labia, hers was the most attractive - if that's even possible. I went to work immediately, remembering what she said about savoring the feeling. I swirled slowly and deliberately, alternating between her labia and clitoris and occasionally penetrating her vagina.

She moaned loudly and clamped her legs around my body, squeezing me tighter until she finally had the mother of all orgasms. She spat out a string of "Oh, god, oh god." She clutched my hair, then relaxed into the sofa seat.

I had never seen anything that even remotely resembled what I had just witnessed. Up to that point, I don't I could have even imagined it. And as I gazed at my three stepmothers basking the glow of their climaxes, I realized I had a gigantic erection.

Monica looked down at me. "I think our boy has a problem," she said.

Morgan nodded. "Think we should do something about it?"

"I don't know," Monica said. "After all, we are his stepmothers. I'm not sure it would be right."

Susan looked at her two companions, then down at me. "Well... we're not his birth mother, so I don't think it would be all that unnatural, especially considering what he just did for us."

Monica smiled. "I always admire your legal mind, Susan," she said. "But what should we do?"

"Maybe we could just uncuff him and let him take care of it himself," Morgan said.

"Well, that's an idea," Monica said. "But-" She paused and gazed at me. "It's been awhile for me. I guess I wouldn't mind feeling a man's dick inside me - providing he knows what to do with it."

"Do you think he knows what to do?" Susan asked.

"Probably not," Monica said. "But I'll bet we could teach him."

Morgan smiled. "And have some fun spanking him if he messes up."

Monica laughed. "You are quite the domme, aren't you?"

"We're all three dommes in our own way," Morgan said.

"Look you two," Susan said. "This isn't solving our problem - or his."

Monica pushed herself from the sofa. "I know what to do," she said. "Morgan and Susan, get up."

The two rose from their seats and towered over me.

Monica looked at me. "Brandon, do you want to fuck us?"

Of course, I did. But I wasn't quite sure how to answer the question without sounding too eager. "Uh... yes, mistress - if it pleases you."

Monica grinned. "He does show promise," she said. "Okay. Sit on the sofa with your arms over your head. We're going to sit on you one by one. If you dare to ejaculate before all three of us have had a turn, we will paddle you and start all over again. Clear?"

Now, that was a tall order. I was only twenty-two. How in the world would I be able to hold back? "Yes, mistress."

Monica clapped her hands. "Move!"

I pushed myself up to my feet and rotated to the sofa. I sat with my back against the sofa back. I put my cuffed hands over my head. My erection throbbed in anticipation. I willed myself to relax, to hold out for as long as possible.

My three stepmothers looked at each other. "Susan, you better go last," Monica said. "I mean, look at him. As long as you take, he'll never hold out so we can have a turn."

Susan smiled and nodded. "Alright," she said. Then, she looked hard me. "But, boy, you better have something left when I get my turn."

I closed my eyes. I hoped I had something left also.

I believe Monica went first. She straddled me and impaled herself on my penis. She moved up and down and from side to side, obviously in an attempt to bring herself off. I, on the other hand, thought about anything but the exquisite sensation of her tight vagina around my penis. I couldn't help but wonder why my father ever saw the need to cheat.

Thankfully, after only a few minutes, she shrieked and her vaginal walls contracted. It was all I could do to keep from spurting. Sweat formed on my face and dripped down my cheeks.

Monica disengaged and kissed me gently on my neck. "You are so much better than your father," she said.

I opened my eyes at the compliment. I had always thought my father was untouchable, a man much more handsome and successful than I could ever hope to be. I made eye contact with Monica. "Thank you," I said.

"My turn," Morgan said. With Monica now out of the way, she wasted no time impaling herself, just like her predecessor had done. Her technique may have been a little different, but it was no less effective. She climaxed within minutes, moaning and groaning as though in intense pain.

Once again, I managed to hold back. When she disengaged, she whispered in my ear: "Brandon, if I had known you were this good, I might have stayed or at least invited you to do more than peek at my naked body."

Susan pushed Morgan out of the way. "Alright. We all know how you feel. Now it's my turn - and I won't be so easy." She straddled me but held off impaling herself. "Brandon, I want to come, but I wouldn't mind paddling you again, then starting over again."

I realized as I gazed at her naked body that a part of me might not have minded starting over again either. The memory of the harsh paddling had already faded. "I'll do my best, mistress," I said in a near whisper.

She grinned and impaled herself. She moved up and down and side to side. She put an index finger on her clitoris and closed her eyes while I tried to remember everything I didn't learn in my college trigonometry class.

When I heard her breathing rate increase and felt her body become more animated, I dismissed sines and cosines from my mind and let go. I believe we came at roughly the same time and no doubt put on quite a show.

She slumped against my body and kissed my sweating cheeks. She took several deep breaths. "Boy, you are-" But she couldn't finish. She didn't need to. I could see the look of total satisfaction written on her face.

I withered and slipped out of her. Susan managed to get off me and onto her feet. She looked at her two companions. "I think this is going to work out just fine," she said. "What do you think, Brandon?"

I managed to straighten myself up. I gazed at my three stepmothers. When I lived with each of them, I never would have believed they would become lovers or that we would all end up living together. Still, as I thought about it more, I was their slave and could never leave this very weird love nest, even if I wanted to. "Whatever you say, mistress."

"I suppose we could take the cuffs off him," Monica said.

"I have an idea," Morgan said. "Let's take his clothes and make a rule that he has to be naked in the house at all times."

"I like the way you think," Monica said. She looked at me. "Alright, Brandon. We're going to take the cuffs off. You will strip out of your clothes and go naked at all times. Understood?"

So, escape would not be possible unless I wanted to be arrested for indecent exposure. "Yes, mistress."

They uncuffed me. I stripped out of my clothes. And that was it.

*  *  *

After two years with my stepmothers, I have learned dozens of new skills as I work both around the house and at their place of business. I cook, clean, and service them as they request, which is quite frequent. I have no complaints, especially about servicing them.

My average work week is about ninety to hundred hours. I rarely have any time to myself. I also get paddled frequently, as I am not perfect and all three of my stepmothers enjoy paddling me. My poor backside is always at least one shade of red.

But all-in-all, it's not a bad life. I have a nice place to live - I rarely sleep in my own space, as one of my stepmothers often wants me to sleep with her. They don't pay me anything directly, although Monica did say they were putting money into an account for me. But then, why would I need money anyway? I have everything I need right here.

Perhaps I have, in some way, sacrificed my masculinity. But I don't look at it that way. I have merely surrendered myself to the stronger will of the stepmother cabal.


2. Reviving a Birthday Tradition

Bradley Pearson leaned back on his bed and shrugged as he re-read the text on his cell phone. The text from his father was certainly clear enough: David Pearson wouldn't be able to make it home for his son's eighteenth birthday. David apologized but said it couldn't be helped.

Bradley had anticipated this. His father, a defense contractor, had been absent for many of his son's birthdays, along with other important milestones. Bradley knew that his father got frequently called to some hot spot in the world, often at a moment's notice. It simply went with the job. And, after all, his father had attended Bradley's graduation from high school just last month, so he couldn't complain too much. The world was a complex and dangerous place.

Bradley put his phone down and closed his eyes. In years past, his disappointment at his father's absences was tempered by the presence of his mother. Then, after his mother died suddenly three years ago, he had school and his many activities to keep him busy.

But now, he had two months before college started, two months of working a menial job and living with Tracy Lynn, his father's new wife. Bradley couldn't understand why his father abruptly married Tracy Lynn, who was only ten years older than Bradley.

David had explained that he met Tracy Lynn five years before when she served as a weapons specialist in the U. S. Army in Iraq. Apparently, they became friends, if not lovers. She resigned from the Army in order to marry David, expressing a strong interest in going to college, obtaining a degree in materials management, and joining David's company. Otherwise, the marriage seemed more one of convenience rather than love.

Although she had been friendly enough, to Bradley, Tracy Lynn was little more than an unwelcome and unnecessary presence in the house. He didn't think he needed a companion, and he certainly didn't need a stepmother to watch over him. And yet, that's exactly what she had become, often asking him about where he went and who his friends were, and not allowing him to smoke dope in the house or drink alcohol. She even objected to his blasting his heavy metal music.

He opened the drawer to his bedside table and extracted a rolled-up joint. He knew Tracy Lynn was in the basement doing whatever it was she did. He put the joint in his mouth, struck a match, and lit the end. He inhaled deeply and sighed. Nothing like a good buzz to tamp down the disappointment, he thought, as he took another hit.

He had the joint half smoked when he heard a loud knock on his bedroom door. Now slightly blitzed, he looked up and suppressed a laugh. "What d'ya want, Tracy?" he said in a bellowing voice.

The knock came again. "Bradley, I told you not to smoke that shit in the house."

Damn! Busted! She must have the nose of a bloodhound, he thought. "Go away, Tracy," he managed to say.

"No," she said. "Put out that joint and come out here. We need to talk."

He laughed. "We have nothing to talk about."

"Yes, we do," she said. "Either come out now or I'm coming in... after I contact your father."

Bradley's eyes narrowed as much as his blitz would allow. Contacting his father and reporting his behavior was a serious threat, even if his father was more than five thousand miles away. He took a deep breath. "All right. Don't get your underwear in an uproar. I'm coming out."

He eased himself off the bed and staggered toward the door. He opened the door a crack, just wide enough to see Tracy Lynn standing there, arms folded across her lean and muscular chest. She wore faded jeans and a green U. S. Army T shirt.

She gave him a quick scan and scowled. "Get a shirt on and join me in the kitchen." She pivoted away from him before he had the chance to respond.

He grimaced and pulled an old T shirt out of his dresser. He put it on and went slowly into the kitchen where he found Tracy Lynn sitting at the wooden table, a bottle of water in her hand. He gave her a mean look. "Okay, I'm here. What do you want?"

She pointed to the chair opposite to where she sat. "Sit so we can talk."

He pulled out the chair and slumped onto the seat. "Happy?"

She gazed at him with narrow eyes. "First, both your father and I told you not to smoke in the house. In fact, you shouldn't be smoking that shit at all."

He shook his head. "That's really none of your business, is it?"

She huffed. "Look, Bradley, with your father away, everything that goes on in this house is my business."

He pushed back his chair and prepared to stand. "Tracy Lynn, I'm almost eighteen. I don't need a fuckin' babysitter."

She leaned forward slightly. "And that's another thing. Don't use that word in my presence. I heard it more than enough when I was in the army."

He looked at her, noting that she was probably at least three inches shorter and twenty pounds lighter than he was. Certainly no match for him, if she decided to get physical. He sighed. "Okay, is that what you wanted to tell me?"

"Not entirely," she said. "Your birthday is tomorrow."

He smiled. "Thanks for reminding me."

"Your father said no party. He doesn't want your drunken friends in the house or you out all night getting wasted."

"Yes, I know," Bradley said. "He made that clear. But I'll go out if I feel like it. Are you going to stop me?"

She smiled. "Yes," she said. "Bradley, don't underestimate me. I was an MP before I trained to be a weapons specialist. I had to handle my share of wayward young men."

He suppressed a shudder. It suddenly occurred to him that he may not be a match for her if things got physical. Perhaps going out on your eighteenth birthday was overrated anyway. "Okay. How do we celebrate?"

Her smile widened. "I have something planned - the revival of an old birthday tradition," she said. "You behave yourself for the rest of the day and you'll find out tomorrow."

"Olay. Can I go now?"

She nodded. "But remember: Behave yourself or no celebration at all."

The revival of an old birthday tradition piqued his curiosity. He couldn't imagine what it was, but he could be good for a day in order to find out. "Is it okay if I go out for a little while today?"

"Okay," she said. "But no drinking or smoking. I'll know if you do either or both. Understand?"

He swallowed hard. "Yes." What a killjoy, he thought as he rose from the table and headed for his room.

*  *  *

Having stayed up for most of the night playing video games, Bradley didn't awaken until eleven in the morning. It was his birthday, a milestone birthday. But he didn't think about it until he staggered into the kitchen and saw the balloon bouquet. He managed a small smile and for an instant wondered where Tracy Lynn was.

He ate a quick bowl of cereal and drank a glass of grape juice. Just as he was finishing, Tracy Lynn appeared in the doorway. She wore a black, pleated skirt and a white blouse. She had brushed back her shoulder-length brown hair. He gaped at her. He had never seen her like this before. He almost couldn't believe she was the same woman he had sat across from yesterday.

She flashed a wide smile. "Happy birthday, Bradley," she said. She took a couple of steps into the kitchen.

He took a deep breath, not able to take his eyes off her. "Thank you," he said in a voice ringed with confusion.

She handed him his iPad. "Check your email."

He took the iPad and clicked on his email. The first email on his list was from his father. He clicked it on and read:

Hello Bradley, happy birthday. I'm sorry I can't be here to help you celebrate this milestone. Sadly, I'm tied up in a hot spot and probably won't be home until September, if then. However, I will keep in contact with you and Tracy Lynn.

It is my request and greatest wish that you and Tracy Lynn get closer and that you listen to her and learn from her. I know both of you will be lonely this summer. But I want you to know that I expect you to behave yourself. No smoking and no drinking. I also want you to know that Tracy Lynn is in charge. Whatever she says goes - no arguments. Finally, whatever you may do together is okay with me. I approve and understand.

Tracy Lynn has your gift from me, something I believe you will both enjoy with my compliments.

Dad.

Bradley read and reread the email three times before putting down the iPad. He glanced up at Tracy Lynn.

"I got a similar email from him," she said. "I have his permission to revive the birthday tradition I mentioned yesterday - among other things."

He leaned back in his chair. "Okay. I'm a little confused. What is this birthday tradition and what does Dad mean by saying he approves and understands?"

She took a step closer to the table. "Well, in my family, the person celebrating their birthday always got a spanking - two swats for every year."

Bradley's eyes widened. "Spanking? Is that what you said?"

"Yes, that's what I said."

He thought for a moment. He had heard of some people getting a few playful swats on their backsides on their birthday. Perhaps that's what she meant. "What kind of spanking are we talking about?"

"In my family, we didn't hold back," she said. "You had to earn your cake, ice cream, and presents."

He shook his head in disbelief. He couldn't think of anything to say.

"Well, you're speculating and fretting needlessly," she said. "Your father gave me ultimate authority, so I will administer a birthday spanking. Then, we'll move on to our own private party."

Bradley's eyes darted around the room wildly. He had anticipated a relatively boring day spent with his father's wife, certainly not a spanking followed by god-only-knows what. "Uh... what if I refuse to cooperate?"

Tracy Lynn huffed and took another step closer. "Bradley, it's just a spanking. Afterward, you'll get the present your father and I want you to have." She paused and gave him another hard look. "However, if you still refuse, I will drag you to the basement, handcuff you to your father's workbench, and leave you there until you are willing to cooperate. It's your choice."

What the hell, he thought. He looked into her eyes and noted the determination. "You have to be kidding. You couldn't do that. I won't let you."

She laughed, and in two quick steps, grabbed his ear and twisted it. "I said yesterday not to underestimate me. In four years as an MP, I never lost a prisoner or a fight."

He grimaced and tried to pry her arm away from his head, but she proved to be stronger and gave his ear a yank that made him see stars. "God, that hurts. Let go."

"Are you going to take your birthday spanking or do we go to the basement?"

"Tracy Lynn, please." A tear formed in his eye.

She scowled. "What a wimp," she said. "Bradley, there are guys your age enduring a lot worse thousands of miles away from home. You can't take a little spanking?"

Bradley slumped; the pain began to overwhelm him. Maybe she really could take him to the basement, cuff him, and leave him in the cold darkness. Maybe he really was a wimp who couldn't take a little pain. He sighed. "Okay, okay. What do you want me to do?"

Tracy Lynn smiled and released her grip on his ear. "I thought you might come around," she said. "Stand up, drop your pants and underpants, and bend over the back of the chair."

He shook his head. "You want me to... to drop my pants?"

"Bradley, don't go stupid on me," she said. "Is there something about your butt you don't want me to see?"

He sputtered and looked at her. "I... uh... just didn't think it would be... uh... appropriate, you being Dad's wife."

She laughed again and touched the side of his face with her long fingers. "Oh, I think it'll be appropriate. Now, get into position so we can get the birthday spanking over with."

He nodded, suddenly feeling totally defeated. Yes, he was no match for her, either physically or mentally. He rose from his chair and lowered his lounging pants. He hesitated.

"Bradley, we're wasting time," she said. "Get those underpants down."

He nodded again. He placed his fingers into the elastic waistband of his briefs and slowly rolled them down to below his thighs. He blushed.

"Now, over the back of the chair."

He bent his upper body over the back of the kitchen chair and closed his eyes. His mother had spanked him a few times in the kitchen, but never on the bare bottom.

He heard a drawer open and close. What was she getting? He soon found out. He heard a swish followed by the pain of impact as something slammed into his right cheek, something made out of wood. A second later, he felt another impact, this one on his left cheek. He wasn't sure but he thought she might be using a wooden spoon, the one with the big bowl and long handle.

"Okay, Bradley," she said. "You're eighteen, so that means thirty-six swats. You've already had two, so thirty-four more to go. Brace yourself and don't try to get up. If you do try to get up, I'll push you back down and we'll start the countdown all over again from thirty-six. Understand?"

He wasn't sure he understood anything at this point except that the spoon hurt like anything. He wasn't sure he could take another thirty-four strokes.

When he didn't answer immediately, she delivered two more hard strokes to his upper thighs. "I asked if you understand."

He grimaced again and took two deep breaths. "Yes."

She gave him two more quick shots. "You know, when I was an MP, I sometimes spanked young men your age when they got out of control. Many of them were away from home for the first time and used to their mothers being in charge. Of course, I wasn't nearly as old as their mothers, but I didn't mind acting as a surrogate." She gave him two more hard swats. "So, when I asked them a question, I expected them to answer immediately and to end with ma'am. I expect the same from you. Clear?"

He swallowed hard as the pain from the harsh swats raced through him. "Yes, ma'am."

Tracy Lynn smiled. "That's what I wanted to hear," she said. "Now, let's get back to business. God, I missed this. You still have thirty-four more swats to go."

Bradley's eyes widened. "Wait a minute. You just gave four-"

She cut him off with two more very hard shots that fell across his crack. "Those were penalty swats and don't count," she said. "Every time you whine or protest, you'll get more penalty swats that I don't mind administering. We could be here all day."

She's crazy, he thought. But he knew better than to say it. He clamped his mouth closed, determined to let this play out. So far, his birthday was turning into a nightmare.

While he gripped the chair as hard as he could, Tracy Lynn delivered more strokes of the wooden spoon, one after the other after the other, slowly and deliberately, counting each one as she went. She stopped when she had counted down to ten.

He took a deep breath. Ten more to go, and his backside already felt like it was on fire. He wanted to protest or beg for mercy, but he knew he didn't dare. Besides, a part of him was anxious to prove to his tougher-than-nails stepmother that he was no wimp, that he could take a little pain, endure whatever she cared to dish out.

He raised his head, glanced over his shoulder and said, "Tracy Lynn, do your worst."

She laughed. "I can't believe you just said that," she said. "You may make me and your father proud yet. Brace yourself."

He grimaced. He couldn't believe he had just said that either. Now, he was going to pay for it.

Tracy Lynn retracted the big wooden spoon and struck hard, impacting the crease between his right cheek and upper thigh. "Nine left," she said. She struck again and again and again in rapid succession. "Six left."

He closed his eyes and absorbed the pain. A tear formed in his eye. He let it roll down his cheek.

She struck again, this stroke bouncing off his wounded left cheek. "Five left." She paused and ran the fingers of her left hand over his scorched flesh.

Bradley wanted to scream, to exhort her to quit dragging this out and get it over with. He bit down on his tongue. She's in charge; she's in charge.

As if reading his mind, she took a step back. "All right. Let's get this over with so we can move on to the next activity."

What next activity? But he didn't ask.

Tracy Lynn retracted the spoon and launched it forward five times in rapid succession. These were the hardest strokes yet, and they very nearly broke him. He clenched his fingers and his teeth. He willed himself not to cry out.

The birthday spanking now completed, Tracy Lynn put the spoon on the table and felt what was left of his flesh. "Not bad," she said. "Get up."

Bradley carefully released his grip on the chair and pushed himself up.

"Turn around," she ordered.

He pivoted and faced her.

She held out her arms. "Come here."

He fell into her waiting arms, and she embraced him. His pants and briefs fell down to his ankles. A few tears rolled down his cheeks.

After a minute, she released him and stepped back. "Okay, Bradley, you took that pretty well," she said. "Now, it's time for your present."

He cupped his bottom with both hands, forgetting that the lower half of his body was on full display. "Uh... what present?"

Tracy Lynn smiled broadly and lifted the hem of her skirt to above her waist, exposing her pubic area. She wasn't wearing panties. "This is your present."

Bradley's eyes nearly bugged out of his head. The pain receded immediately. "I... I... don't... understand."

"What is there to understand?" she asked. "Do you like what you see?"

He liked what he saw. "Yes... but…"

"Would you like a closer look? Would you like to do more than look?"

"Yes, but…"

She scowled. "Then what don't you understand? You're a young man and I'm a woman. We're all alone." She glanced down and saw that he had an erection. "And from the looks of it, I would say you find me attractive."

He blushed. "But... you're my father's wife."

She huffed. "Bradley, you read your father's email. What part of approve and understand don't you get?"

He felt both confused and stimulated. "You mean, my father-"

She nodded. "Your father knows the score," she said. "He's more-or-less giving me to you. And from what I've seen, I'm giving myself to you as well - providing you behave yourself, listen to what I tell you, take a spanking when you fail to please me. Can you live with that?"

He licked his lips. His father had said he and Tracy Lynn had a present for him, but this exceeded anything he could've imagined. Still, what started out as a lousy birthday could end up being far beyond anything he could have hoped for.

She released her grip on her skirt, letting the hem drop, covering her fur-covered genitalia. "Bradley, I did ask you a question. The same rules apply as they did earlier. Do you want me or do you want another spanking?"

The prospect of both losing her and receiving another spanking shook him. He took a deep breath. "Uh... I want you," he said.

"Then show me."

He took a step toward her, nearly tripping over his pants. "What do you want me to do?"

She reached around and swatted him five times on his bare backside. "What do you think? Do whatever you want - it is your birthday after all. But bring me off first - and I don't much care how you do it as long as you get to it."

He tried to think. In reality, his experience with young women was limited to encounters at parties where everyone was stoned, including him. Of course, he knew what he wanted to do, what his penis was screaming at him to do. However, he also knew that simply jumping her would not bring her off. He would have to get creative.

He glanced at her and noted her natural beauty. Be assertive but gentle, he told himself. He stepped out of his pants. "Take off your clothes," he said in a soft voice.

She grinned. "Yes, sir." She quickly stripped off her skirt and top and cast them on the table.

Guided by instinct and impulse, he reached over, scooped her up in his arms, and managed to carry her to her bedroom. He lowered her onto the bed. "Spread your legs."

She gazed up at him. "Perhaps I underestimated you," she said as she complied with his request.

He had underestimated himself. But now he was making up for it. He got down on his knees, extended his tongue, and found her labia and clitoris. While she moaned and gripped his hair, he swirled his tongue all around, savoring the taste of her natural lubricant and drawing in her natural scent.

In less than five minutes, she scissored her legs and pulled his head into a vise-like grip. She shrieked. Her entire body tensed then relaxed. Her chest heaved.

After a minute or so, she released her grip on his head and slumped. "Bradley, that was pretty incredible," she declared. "Okay, I guess you've earned the right to do what you want."

He didn't need to be told twice. He was nearly beside himself with lust and need. He pried her legs open, climbed up onto her body, inserted himself inside her, and thrust hard and fast. He came in less than a minute, spurting all he had to give deep within her. He collapsed on top of her and gently kissed her sweating neck.

For several minutes, Tracy Lynn and Bradley lay where they were, recovering their breath. Then, she kissed him on the forehead. "Hope you liked your present."

He smiled and kissed her back. "Yes, thank you," he said. "I probably could've done without the spanking."

She laughed. "No, you couldn't," she said. "Spanking you got me pretty turned on. And I imagine turned on is the way you would like me. Am I right?"

That was a revelation that wouldn't have occurred to him two hours before. "Yes, you're right."

She rolled over on her side. "Cuddle me."

He rolled onto his back and pulled her into his arms. He kissed her again on the cheek. "I think I'm going to enjoy this summer."

She nodded, closed her eyes, and fell asleep.

Before he too fell asleep, he remembered the harsh spanking and the pain it produced. Could he live with that? Yes, he decided, he could live with it. Could he live with the knowledge that he was making love to his stepmother? That was another matter, but one better left for a different time.

Then, he stopped thinking about it altogether and fell asleep, enjoying the feel of Tracy Lynn's naked body close to his.


3. Pre-Game Ritual

Connor Singletary glanced at his wristwatch: 5:25, two-and-a-half hours before the big game and Jocelyn wasn't home yet. He went to the bathroom and checked his appearance. His black polo shirt (his 'lucky' shirt) fit perfectly, as did his black Dockers. His short, blonde hair glistened with anticipatory sweat. He stretched his fingers and listened to his knuckles crack. He declared himself ready except for one thing, the most important thing.

He left the bathroom and went into the living room of the two-storey house he shared with his stepmother, Jocelyn. He slumped into a wing chair and glanced at his watch again. He shook his head. Where could she be? He knew she had to work until five, but she was always home before five-thirty.

He pushed himself out of the chair and went to the picture window. He watched his next-door neighbor mow his lawn. He watched another neighbor come home from work. But he didn't see Jocelyn's blue Honda Accord approach from the street.

He turned away from the window and strolled to the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator and pulled out a can of Diet Pepsi. He popped the lid and took a long swallow, careful not to let any liquid drip onto his shirt. He set the can on the counter and looked at the digital clock on the microwave:  5:43. He huffed, then ordered himself to relax, told himself that he would be okay without the usual pre-game ritual.

He tried to smile but couldn't quite make his lips curl. He pulled out a chair at the kitchen table and sat. He closed his eyes and tried to remember the first time Jocelyn sent him to a game after the ritual. It hadn't been a ritual then, just an unintentional consequence that turned out to be very beneficial.

Connor had been nineteen and a student at the community college. It was six months after his father died and he was both angry and rebellious. On this particular day, he directed his anger toward Jocelyn, who had only been his father's wife for a year or so but had already asserted her authority over him.

He recalled that she thought he should be studying more and partying less, that he should concentrate on work instead of playing video and card games with his friends. He countered by informing her that, to him, poker was not a game but a way to make money. Then, he called her a few nasty names that she didn't appreciate.

She responded by grabbing his ear and literally dragging him to the kitchen. Once there, she ripped down his lounging pants and briefs, getting a wooden spoon out of the drawer, and spanking him so fast that he didn't have time to react.

With one arm pinned behind his back so he couldn't get away, she spanked him until he began to beg for mercy as the pain became overwhelming. And while she spanked him with his pants and underpants pooled around his ankles, he couldn't help noticing that her short work dress rode up on her thighs, occasionally exposing her panty-covered backside. So, much to his horror, when she finally stopped spanking him, he had a raging erection in spite of the intense pain that bounced around his body like a pinball.

He thought she might get angry all over again when she saw his erect penis. However, her reaction was totally unexpected. She set the spoon on the table and massaged his bruised bottom. "I'm sorry I had to do that, Connor," she said. "But we're both grieving and need to get along and respect each other."

She released his arm and helped him up into a standing position. Then, she held out her arms and pulled him into an embrace. She kissed his sweating forehead. He allowed a few tears to trickle down his cheeks. "I... I'm sorry, Jocelyn," he managed to say.

She smiled, reached down and wrapped the fingers of her right hand around his penis. "You know, your father used to react this way when I had to spank him."

Connor took a step back, still relishing the feel of Jocelyn's hand on his throbbing penis. "You used to spank my father?"

She laughed. "Not very often," she said. "But occasionally he would do something or say something that warranted a spanking - just like you did." She gazed into his brown eyes. "Do you want me to do something about your... uh... dilemma?"

He blushed deeply. "Oh god, I'm sorry."

"I'm not," she said. "I haven't had an experience like this since before your father died. I know you consider me your stepmother, but right now I wouldn't mind at all if you simply saw me as a woman in need."

She pulled away from him, bent her upper body over the kitchen table, and lifted the hem of her dress over her back. She spread her legs.

Connor gazed at her backside. The pain in his own backside disappeared completely. "Jocelyn, are you serious?"

She glanced over her shoulder and scowled. "Connor, don't be stupid and don't blow this chance for both of us."

He nodded, still not sure he believed what he was seeing. He moved closer and touched her bottom. She sighed. He stuck a finger into the crotch of her panties and felt her moist labia. She sighed again.

"Pull them down and get busy bringing me off," she ordered.

At that command, he wasted no time in peeling her white, cotton panties down to below her knees. Then, he slowly massaged her clitoris while simultaneously snaking two fingers into her vagina. She moaned and bucked on the table, obviously nearing climax.

She took several deep breaths and moaned louder, finally letting out a small shriek. When she was under control, she glanced over her shoulder. "Connor, fuck me, fuck me now!"

He directed his penis toward her vagina, inserted himself deep within her, and thrust for all he was worth. He finished in less than two minutes and slipped out of her. He wiped a few beads of sweat from his forehead and watched as a rivulet of semen trickled down her leg.

Slowly, she pushed herself up from the table. The hem of her dress fell back down, covering her bottom. She turned toward Connor and smiled. "God, I needed that. Thank you," she said. "I think we can be friends now."

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. He took a good look at her, thinking that for a woman in her late thirties, she was very attractive. He accepted that she was an excellent lover, certainly much better than the young college women he had sampled so far. He kissed her again. "I... was kind of hoping we could be more than friends."

She smiled again. "Connor, let's take this one step at a time. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Now, where did you say you were going tonight?"

"Uh... a bunch of guys are having a big poker game in a house near the college," he said. He paused and looked into her blue eyes. "I know what you're thinking, but I can play poker."

She huffed. "Perhaps," she said. "Okay. Tell you what I'm going to do, because I know I really can't stop you. When you get home, I want to see how much you either won or lost, and we'll go from there. Deal?"

To Connor, that sounded like a fair compromise. He actually wouldn't have minded skipping the big poker game and going another round or two with Jocelyn. However, he didn't think that was likely to happen. Besides, at the moment, he felt very lucky. "Okay," he said. "I can live with that."

"Then, go wash your face and straighten your clothes. I can't let you leave the house looking like you do."

He looked down at himself. His shirt was a mess of wrinkles. His pants lay at his feet. He quickly pulled them up and scurried off to his room. There he changed from a tee shirt to a black polo shirt. He traded his lounging pants for a pair of black Dockers. And a tradition was born.

That night at the poker game, he won hand after hand after hand. He ended the evening with a huge pile of chips, at least five times as many as he had ever had before. He went home with over a thousand dollars - not bad for a game with mostly poor college students.

He was pleased; Jocelyn was pleased. In fact, she was so pleased that she invited him to sleep with her that night. She also actually encouraged him to participate in a poker game scheduled for the following Saturday.

However, the next time he played, he mostly lost. It was after that game he realized she was his lucky charm. From then on, before any poker game, he asked her to spank him and then bend over for quick sex. He found that the experience of having a sore bottom and a satisfied penis relaxed him enough so that he could concentrate entirely on the game.

She was only too happy to accommodate, especially when he came home with money.

Connor smiled at the memory of that first spanking. He smiled at the memory of every spanking he had received since. He didn't particularly enjoy the pain; however, the sex afterward more than made up for it. And now, even after three years, the spanking and the sex made him feel lucky and seemed to give him an edge. Using this pre-game ritual, he had only lost money one time in more than a hundred games. He attributed that loss to his wearing a red polo shirt instead of the usual black.

He fidgeted and glanced at the clock once again. The time neared six. There would still be time, but he would have to hurry through the ritual, something he didn't really want to do. He took another sip from his Diet Pepsi and walked into the living room. He pulled out his cell phone and prepared to call Jocelyn when he heard the sound of the garage door opening. Thank god, he thought. He put his phone back into the belt holder.

A moment later, the door that led to the garage opened and Jocelyn appeared. "I'm sorry, Connor," she said. "We got swamped at the office, no time to even call." She scanned him and glanced at her watch. "Looks like you're mostly ready. I think this evening we'll use the cutting board. Get into position while I go to the bathroom. Okay?"

He flashed a tentative smile. He didn't like the cutting board, which sometimes left bruises, but he conceded that Jocelyn got to choose the implement. He watched her for a few seconds, noting how her body moved under the white dress she wore. He licked his lips and went into the kitchen to get ready.

He got the wooden cutting board-the one that looked like a paddle-and set it on the kitchen table. Then, he removed his black Dockers and his briefs, and bent his upper body over the back of a chair. Nothing to do now but wait.

He only had to wait a minute or so when he heard footsteps and a rustling behind him. He glanced over his shoulder and watched Jocelyn enter. She had exchanged her dress for a white, translucent gown. His eyes widened. She looked absolutely gorgeous; his penis stiffened immediately.

She approached. "My favorite cutting board," she said, smiling. She picked it up from the table and swished the air several times. "Yes, this will do nicely. I know this game tonight is big, lots of money at stake. We can't take any chances."

She gripped the handle of the cutting board in her right hand and swung it forward, striking the lower edge of his left cheek. He grimaced as the pain rippled through him. He wrapped his fingers around the chair supports and braced his feet. He knew this would be a relatively long ordeal.

Jocelyn wound up and struck again, this time impacting the center of the right cheek. She paused, took a deep breath, and resumed, landing stroke after stroke after stroke to his quivering bottom, reducing the once-pristine flesh to a mass of dark red.

As the escalating pain nearly overwhelmed him, Connor managed to raise his head. "Jocelyn, please... I'll... need to sit."

She laughed and struck five more times in rapid succession. "But not comfortably." She bounced three more strokes off his upper thighs, then stopped and set the cutting board on the table. She felt his burning backside. "I guess you've had enough." She looked down and saw that his penis was erect. "Okay. Get up and do what you do best."

She bent her upper body over the surface of the table and closed her eyes.

Connor managed to push himself up from the chair. He wiped a few stray tears from his eyes and cupped his wounded bottom with both hands. He knew that rubbing did little good, but he did it anyway. He turned toward Jocelyn. She had lifted the hem of the gown to above her waist, exposing her backside. She had already spread her legs.

As he looked at her bent over and ripe for the taking, the pain in his backside began to subside, replaced by a sense of urgency. He got down on his knees between her legs, lifted his head, extended his tongue, and swirled it around her clitoris. She responded immediately, moaning and groaning with pleasure. She climaxed within minutes, clamping her legs around his head.

When she had recovered, she looked over her shoulder. "Do it, Connor!"

Grateful, he got himself up from the floor and plunged into her with reckless abandon. He thrust; she met his thrusts with back thrusts of her own. They came at the same time. He pulled out of her, taking a strand of semen with him.

She pushed herself up from the table and embraced him, kissing him effusively on the cheeks and lips while simultaneously patting his bottom. "I sure do enjoy this ritual. I almost wish you had a poker game every night." She extricated herself from his arms and smoothed down her gown. "Now, wash your face and hands, fix your clothes, and go win us a lot of money."

He flashed a smile. "Yes, ma'am."

*  *  *

Later that evening, dressed in his customary black and feeling very lucky, Connor played poker like he made love to Jocelyn - with firmness, finesse, and purpose. He won nearly every hand he played, including drawing to an inside straight, giving him a coveted royal flush. He won five thousand dollars on that hand alone.

Although he didn't say it out loud, he gave all the credit to the pre-game ritual.


4. Facing the Crucible

Someone could've made a movie out of my childhood. In fact, I believe someone has, quite possibly more than one. My mother got pregnant with me at age seventeen when she was still in high school. Not long before I was born, she married my father, mostly because it was expected.

My father, Adam Mason, was twenty-five at the time and less than a year out of prison. Apparently, he had been caught dealing drugs and received a three-year sentence. Also apparently, he went back to dealing - among other illegal activities. Four years after I was born, he went down again, this time for twelve years, leaving me, my young mother, and two toddler siblings basically destitute.

My mother divorced my father and tried to rebuild her life. She found she could make a living through exotic dancing and eventually prostitution. This led to heavy alcohol consumption and illicit drug use. She died from a drug overdose when I was eighteen. My two siblings went to live with a foster family, ending any responsibility I may have felt for them.

My mother and siblings notwithstanding, I was pretty much on my own in a rundown neighborhood by the time I was ten or eleven. Naturally, I turned to street crime and got arrested more than once. Rather than learn from the arrests and occasional overnight incarceration, I became even more rebellious. I appeared to be following in my father's footsteps, the man I barely knew.

I managed to stay out of big trouble until I turned nineteen. That's when I got busted for transporting drugs and stolen goods across state lines. This conviction resulted in a five-and-a-half-year sentence in a maximum-security prison - the real thing, the 'big house,' as they say in the prison movies.

Actually, all things considered, my stay in prison wasn't as bad as people make it out to be. I pretty much kept to myself and didn't get hassled a lot. I also learned basic HVAC maintenance so that I would have a skill when I got released.

About six months before my release date, my father's wife, Carmella, paid me a surprise visit. Up to that point, I only knew he was out of prison. Needless to say, we didn't communicate much. I certainly didn't know he had remarried.

Anyway, Carmella seemed like a nice and caring person. She told me that she had been a social worker but gave it up when she inherited a large apartment complex. Managing the complex, she said, now occupied the majority of her time. She further said that my father - her husband - did the outside maintenance and had reformed and repented his criminal ways. Unfortunately, she said, he passed away from a sudden heart attack a month before she came to see me.

The news of his death didn't particularly sadden me; I mean, I barely knew him. But of course, I did ask her the big question. How could a man who had been a career criminal finally go straight?

She smiled and told me that, among other things, she was an ordained minister. Apparently, she had brought him to the church and to God.

I didn't necessarily scoff at that. In prison, I had known many a man who had found religion, especially those facing life sentences. But with everything I thought I knew about my father, I just couldn't imagine him 'finding the Lord', so again, I asked what she did.

And again, she smiled. "I'm here to ask if you want to find out and to keep a promise I made to your father."

I looked at her over the tabletop in the visitor room. "What do you mean?"

"Not long before he died, I made a promise to your father to help you adjust when you're released from prison. In the process, I will do for you what I did for him."

"And what was that?"

"I can't tell you here," she said. "All I can say now is that when you're released, I will assume responsibility for your supervision. You will come to work for me at the apartment complex and do exactly what I tell you to do when I tell you to do it." She paused and her expression softened a little. "Shawn, clearly we don't know each other, but I am your stepmother, and as such, I care about you. You're still young and can turn your life around. Are you interested?"

I looked at her again, noted the sincere expression on her face, and began to see what I assumed my father saw in her. I thought about what she said for a minute or so and realized I wouldn't likely get a better offer. In fact, I had more-or-less envisioned my future as one bleak, dead-end job after another until I inevitably returned to crime, which would then lead to my death at a young age or a much longer term of incarceration. Not much to look forward to when you're twenty-five.

At last, I nodded. "Yes, I'm interested," I said. "And I thank you for coming to see me. I don't get many visitors." In truth, I didn't get any visitors. My two younger siblings had written me off long ago.

Carmella released my hand and rose from her seat. "Let's keep in touch," she said. "And when your release date approaches, I will make the necessary arrangements and square the details with your parole officer." Then, she signaled the guard to let her out of the room.

I returned to my cell a bit confused but not unhappy. It appeared I may have a future after all.

*  *  *

The next six months passed quickly. I got my release date. True to her word, Carmella made the necessary arrangements for me to be in her charge for the next year. And when the big day came, she brought me a change of clothing and walked with me as I said goodbye to the warden, the guards, and the walls.

She drove me to her apartment complex, a seventy-unit wonder, with nearly all units currently occupied. She lived in a three-bedroom standalone townhouse adjacent to the main building and the rental office. This is where I would be staying for the time being - or at least, until I had proven I could be trusted. When that day came, she would let me rent one of the apartments.

Once we were in her living room, she sat in a wing chair and looked at me. "Shawn, sit and let's talk."

I sat, breathing in the sweet air of freedom. "Thank you for this, Carmella," I said.

She nodded. "You asked me what I did to get your father to go straight."

I flashed back to that conversation six months before. It seemed almost like another lifetime. "Yes."

Her lips lost their smile. Her eyes went hard. "The simple answer is that I made him face the crucible."

"The crucible?"

Her eyes bored through me. "Yes, the crucible. Do you know what a crucible is?"

I had heard the word but wasn't sure what it meant. I didn't think this was a good time to lie. "Not really."

"Among other things, a crucible is a difficult challenge, a test. You faced a crucible when you first went to prison. Now you're going to face another one that may prove to be more difficult."

At that moment, I assumed she was referring to the challenge of adjusting to life after prison. I had known men in prison who just couldn't meet that challenge upon their release and committed some kind of crime just so they could return to prison. I honestly didn't think that would be me. "I'll be all right, Carmella," I said. "You've given me hope."

"That's good to know," she said. "But I'm not talking about the challenge of post-prison life or recidivism."

Now, I was a little confused. "What are you talking about?"

She took a deep breath. Her eyes shifted toward the ceiling. Her fingers twitched slightly. "Shawn, I'm going to break you down. Then, when you're broken, we'll work together to put you back together again, and the person you will become will be much better than the one sitting in front of me."

Break me down? What the hell is she talking about? I began to feel a little nervous. All of a sudden, that job washing dishes at a greasy spoon restaurant didn't look so bad. I really didn't think I needed to be rebuilt. "I don't understand," I said. "How are you going to break me down?"

Now her eyes settled on me, fixing me in an unsettling stare. "I will do to you what I did to your father," she said. "Believe me, it is effective."

My fingers began to shake. I had a sudden urge to run. But where would I go? Carmella was my de facto parole officer as well as my stepmother. With one phone call, she could violate me back to prison. Listen up, fool, my practical side screamed. You've got it pretty good here; don't blow it. "Okay. What is this crucible and when do I face it?" I asked her.

She shifted forward in her chair. "The crucible is upstairs and you'll face it as soon as you're ready. The sooner you're broken, the sooner the rebuild can begin."

I tried to put what I thought she was telling me into some kind of context I could understand. And I realized that my entire life had been one crucible after another. I had faced them all and was still alive and functioning. How bad could this one be?

I also knew that freedom comes at a cost. My stepmother may have been some kind of deranged, religious zealot, but she was the one I had to pay for my freedom. Time to find out what the price was - not that it mattered, because I would pay it regardless. I looked at her and nodded. No point in wasting any more time. "I guess I'm ready."

She flashed a half-smile. "Good," she said. "But just so you know. You're putting yourself entirely in my hands. You will do exactly what I tell you, no matter how bizarre it may sound. You will ask no questions. And once we start, there'll be no backing out." She paused and gave me a look hard enough to break steel. "If at any point you protest or refuse to do what I tell you, I will contact the parole board and have you violated back to prison. Are we very clear on that?"

I swallowed hard. She was deadly serious. What could she possibly have in mind that would be so bad that I would rather go back to prison than face it? Only one way to find out. I tried to sit up straight in the chair. "What do you want me to do?"

She scowled. "First, are we clear on what I just told you?"

I nodded. "Yes."

"Shawn, during your period of probation, when I ask you a question, you will answer with ma'am. Clear?"

Just like prison but with a better view. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled. "Good," she said. Then, she rose from her chair and pivoted toward the stairs that went to the second floor. "Take off all your clothes and wait. When I call you, come upstairs."

This was totally unexpected. "What? Take off my-"

She cut me off with a clap of her hands. "Did you get hard of hearing in prison?"

"Uh... no, ma'am."

"Then, do what I just told you... without question. This is the beginning of the crucible. And from this moment on, you are not permitted to speak." She gave me another hard look, then disappeared up the stairs.

For a moment, I remained where I was, a little stunned. Why did she want me to take my clothes off and what awaited me upstairs? Maybe she wanted to use me for sex, I thought. That wouldn't be too bad, certainly not much of a crucible. Carmella was older than I by about fifteen years. But, while not a knockout, she was an attractive woman, especially to a heterosexual male who had just spent five-and-a-half years in a men's prison. If she wanted me to service her, I would do my best to accommodate.

With that in mind, I quickly stripped out of the clothes she had given me earlier in the day. I resumed my seat, my mind churning with possible upstairs scenarios and my ears listening intently for the summons.

The summons came about ten minutes later. "Shawn, come up. Third bedroom."

I had only been upstairs once so far, but I knew the first bedroom was hers, the owner's suite. The second bedroom, across the hall, would be mine. I had not actually seen the third bedroom. I almost answered her but stopped myself. She had ordered me not to speak.

I ascended the stairs and found the third bedroom. When I reached the doorway, I peered inside. The room was about the same size as the second bedroom, large enough to contain a queen-size bed with an iron-scroll frame, a wooden armoire, a small dresser, and a closet. The room also had a window with the shade pulled down.

I scanned the room and saw Carmella standing next to the armoire. She hadn't removed her clothing and didn't appear to be even remotely interested in sex. But what really attracted my attention was what was laid out on the bed. I saw an array of bondage items, including a set of shiny handcuffs. When I saw those, I nearly turned and ran away.

Carmella stopped me. "Shawn, it's not exactly what you think," she said with a reassuring smile on her face.

I wasn't so sure, especially when I saw the wooden school paddle next to the handcuffs. But I didn't run, and I clamped my mouth closed. No questions; no questions. Just go with it. What choice do you really have?

"Come in the room, Shawn," she said. "And face the crucible."

I took two or three tentative steps inside. I could feel my heart pound in my chest. I didn't know exactly what she had planned, but I didn't think I would like it. But then, I wasn't supposed to like it. It wouldn't have been much of a crucible if I liked it.

Still, to anyone who's ever been arrested, the prospect of being handcuffed or shackled is very frightening. I froze in place.

Carmella nodded. I believe she probably understood my reluctance. "Shawn, I know what you're thinking. But those aren't police handcuffs." She held them up for me to see. "They have a little safety rod. You'd struggle a little, but you can get them off yourself without a key." She opened the cuffs. "Now, bend your upper body over the end of the bed, extend your arms toward the headboard, and spread your legs."

I hesitated, still not sure about the cuffs.

She clapped her hands. "Now! And when you're in position, don't move no matter what I do."

Okay, time to face it. Face it or go back to prison. I looked at Carmella, then reluctantly assumed the position, stretching my upper body across the expanse of the cover quilt and spreading my legs.

Carmella quickly cuffed my outstretched hands and secured the connecting chain to a strap that she tied to the iron scrollwork at the head of the bed. Next, she wrapped my ankles in some kind of binders and attached these to a bar which prevented my legs from coming together. Although I couldn't see what she did, I believe she also connected the bar to the foot of the bed, rendering me virtually helpless.

I strained against the cuffs and the binders, I guess to convince myself that I really couldn't move from this position, even if I wanted to. I might have been able to open the cuffs if I could find the little lever, but that would have been a struggle.

But Carmella wasn't finished. She placed a blindfold over my eyes and a ball gag in my mouth. Now I was both mute and blind. I could feel myself begin to panic. Even in prison, I never felt this helpless.

She leaned down so close I could smell her body wash. "Now we begin," she said. "I'm going to paddle you until I don't think you can take any more. The escalating pain and the helplessness are the most important elements of the crucible."

My heart pounded in my chest. My hands balled into fists. I actually tried to speak but couldn't. Carmella was right when she said there would be no backing out. I was going to get whatever she thought I needed or deserved. There was nothing I could do to stop her.

For what seemed like an eternity, nothing happened. I listened intently and tried to move my legs to no avail. Then, I heard what sounded like a swish as some object cut through the air. Less than a second later, I felt something slam into my right cheek, causing a cascade of pain. I flinched and remembered the wooden school paddle I had seen on the bed.

A second later, I felt another hard impact, this one landing in the center of my left cheek, causing another shockwave of pain. My fingers dug into the quilt. I wanted to yell, but the plastic ball prevented it. A trickle of saliva ran out of both sides of my mouth.

Carmella struck again, this stroke hitting the crease between my left cheek and my left upper thigh. Pain rippled through me. I became aware that my toes had curled. Three strokes of the paddle and I was ready to beg for mercy. But I had a strong feeling she wouldn't stop at three, even if I had the ability to issue a protest. My stepmother was on a mission, and she seemed to know exactly what she was doing.

For an instant, I had a vision of my tougher-than-nails father in this same position, enduring god-only-knows-how-many strokes of the paddle. Obviously, enough to break him; enough to turn him from a life of crime to a dedicated and hard-working husband. Would Carmella have the same success with me? I already felt broken.

She delivered a flurry of hard strokes, one right after the other after the other, creating a cyclone of sharp pain that radiated from my backside to my brain and back down again. I strained against the cuffs and the ankle bindings, but I couldn't move more than an inch or so. I couldn't remember ever experiencing this level of panic and misery. I had been in my share of fights and experienced a sense of panic when the door to my cell slammed shut. But nothing like this.

I bit down on the plastic ball in a vain attempt to free my tongue so I could beg for mercy. My fingers clutched the quilt. My toes cramped. But nothing I did stopped or even slowed Carmella's relentless paddling, and I understood what she meant by facing the crucible. I began to think that prison might have been preferable to this. Of course, at this point, that hardly made any difference. I had made my choice, now I had to suffer it.

Finally, after god only knows how many strokes of that terrible paddle, she slowed down. By now, I had stopped straining. Tears rolled down my cheeks. I wasn't quite sure what it meant to be broken, but this had to be it.

I felt her rough hand on my bottom, apparently assessing the damage she had done. In my head I was saying, "Please, Lord, let this be the end of it."

Carmella slapped my bottom five times with her open palm, igniting another flame. "You're almost there," she said.

Almost? If I had been in the infamous interrogation room, I would've confessed to just about anything the police accused me of and more.

"I think five more very hard strokes should do it," she said. "Brace yourself."

I swallowed hard and took several deep breaths. This did not sound good, as I couldn't imagine strokes harder than the ones I had already endured.

I guess my imagination was defective, because a few seconds later, I felt a stroke that slammed into the center of both cheeks, shattering my pain threshold. She followed this up immediately with a second stroke of equal intensity. Then a third, a fourth, and finally the fifth.

If I hadn't been broken before, I was now. I experienced pain I hadn't before thought possible. Tears streamed down my cheeks and into the corners of my mouth, mixing with the saliva that had been trickling out.

Once again, I felt her hand massaging my scorched flesh. Then, she lifted the blindfold, flooding my eyes with light. I squinted but didn't see her face. I could barely lift my head.

"Shawn, I'm going to leave you like this for a few minutes," she said. "I'm sure you have a lot to think about."

I heard her footsteps fade away. I tried to move but I couldn't. I remembered what she had said about the handcuffs having a safety latch. But my hands were shaking so badly I couldn't find it, not that it would have made that much difference even if I had. I took a deep breath and let my head slump on the bed. I think I might've even dozed for a few minutes.

Sometime later, I heard footsteps approach. I saw Carmella's hands on the cuffs. "Okay, Shawn," she said. "I'm going to release you so we can talk."

She unlocked the handcuffs, freeing my hands. Then, she released my feet from the spreader bar. Finally, she removed the ball gag. I swallowed a large bolus of saliva, nearly choking.

"Shawn, if you can, sit on the edge of the bed and look at me," she said.

Slowly and painfully, I planted my feet and managed to push myself up. I rotated into a sitting position, oblivious to the fact that I was completely naked. My entire backside felt like a lava pit.

Carmella flashed a small smile and placed a blanket over my lap. Apparently, she wasn't interested in seeing my genitals. She gazed at me for a few seconds while I continued to swallow saliva and wipe stray tears from my blushing face.

At last, she took a deep breath. "Shawn, I know you're hurting, confused, and probably a little angry right now."

I said nothing. She was right.

She inhaled again. "You've been a bad man," she said. "But you've taken the first important step toward redemption." She paused and wiped a bead of sweat from her brow. "This was the first step, but there are others. By tomorrow, the bruises will begin to fade as will the memory of this experience."

I had my doubts about that, but kept it to myself.

"You will have the remainder of the day to relax in your new surroundings. Tomorrow, you will begin work. I have a lengthy list of jobs for you to do that should keep you busy for the next few weeks. And there's something else." Again, she paused and took a step toward me. "I believe in maintenance punishment. Therefore, for the next two weeks, I will spank you every day just to remind you who's in charge here. And if you refuse to obey an order or mess up in any way, I will give you an additional spanking. The daily maintenance spankings won't be too bad - certainly not at the same level as the one you just endured. However, if I have to spank you again that day, believe me, you will regret it. Are we clear so far?"

Crystal clear. This would be far worse than prison. I was tempted to tell her to send me back. "Yes, ma'am," I said. "But... what happens after two weeks?"

"Ah, yes," she said. "Good question. When the two weeks are up, if you've been good and obedient, I will stop the maintenance spanking. However, I will not hesitate to punish any disobedience or laziness. Clear?"

So, I was basically on severe probation for two weeks. I could handle that. "Yes, ma'am."

"All right. Go to your room, get some clothes on, and come downstairs at six for dinner." She leaned over and actually kissed me on the cheek, a good, motherly kiss. Then, she pivoted toward the door and disappeared into the corridor.

I got myself up and glanced at my bottom in the mirror over the dresser. The flesh was dark red with a few purplish splotches. It still hurt when I touched it. But even as I walked back to my room - my room, I liked the sound of that - I had a feeling she was right about the bruises and the memory fading by tomorrow.

*  *  *

The next two weeks were both hectic and very interesting. Yes, Carmella kept her word and spanked me every day. The routine was that when I arrived in the kitchen for breakfast, she would have me drop my pants and bend over the kitchen table. Then, she would give me maybe twenty or thirty quick whacks with a big, wooden spoon. As she said, these were not anywhere near as bad as what I experienced with the school paddle.

Also that first morning, I met her brother, Ken, who had been helping her with the maintenance. Ken was a year older than Carmella and had retired the year before after spending twenty-one years in the Air Force. For a person who had been a master sergeant in the military, Ken was easygoing and had a good sense of humor.

When he retired, he bought a rundown, ten-unit apartment building only a few miles from Carmella's seventy-unit complex. He now divided his time between his building, which he had fixed up, and Carmella's. He oriented me to the complex and appreciated my skill in repairing HVAC systems.

Not long after we started working together, he told me that Carmella had always been a no-nonsense, hardworking woman, just like their mother had been. He asked me if she had spanked me. I blushed and said yes. He smiled and patted me on the back. "Hang in there, kid," he said.

Apart from working six to seven days a week, I also went to church with Carmella and Ken on Sunday mornings. Having grown up the way I did, I don't remember ever having gone to church before. I admit I kind of liked it, especially the message of redemption embedded in the Gospels. For a guy like me, it offered hope.

After the two weeks were up, Carmella stopped the maintenance spankings, warning me that I would get severely punished if I did anything to cause trouble. I assured her that I was, indeed, a broken man and that my wayward past was behind me.

I worked hard and enjoyed my work, especially the time I spent outside tending to the grounds and the complex swimming pool. And it was there I got into trouble, although I didn't realize it at the time.

I discovered that several of the residents were young, single women. Often on weekends, many of these women would congregate at the pool to talk and show off their bodies. One warm Saturday afternoon, I paused my gardening to gaze at the female flesh so prominently displayed. I knew better than to approach any of the women, but I couldn't help looking.

Apparently, Carmella saw me and worried that the women would be offended. She called me to the house, told me in very strong terms that what I was doing was wrong, and then ordered me to remove my clothing and bend over the bed upstairs. She followed this up with a paddling with the school paddle that left me bruised and very repentant.

For the remainder of the summer, I made sure to be anywhere other than the pool on the weekends. I did manage to get a few glimpses of this bevy of young beauties, but I made sure I was very discreet about it.

Despite her moral leanings and strong personality, Carmella did have a soft side. I believe she understood that young men need some relief. Just before Thanksgiving, she had me sit in the living room for a discussion. At first, I felt very nervous, as her discussions generally ended with me getting a sore backside.

However, this time she sat opposite me and smiled. "Shawn, I'm very pleased with your progress," she said.

I returned her smile. "Thank you," I said. "I appreciate the opportunity you have given me."

"As you know, tomorrow we will host a Thanksgiving get-together in the community room. A number of female tenants will be there. Some of them are single and have expressed an interest in meeting you. I won't object or get in your way if you, you know, get together. I know you're lonely." She paused and lost her smile. "However, you are to behave like a gentleman at all times. If you don't, I will punish you more severely than I ever have. Are we clear on that?"

I suppressed a smile. "Yes, ma'am."

And that's how I met Madison, a twenty-nine-year-old middle school English teacher. She's not likely to win any beauty contests, but she is precious to me. She's probably the only woman who wasn't bothered by my past. In fact, she has the same aura of authority as Carmella and can wield a mean hairbrush.

We married six months after we met and moved into her one-bedroom apartment. In a few months, we will be moving into a three-bedroom apartment. Why? Because she's expecting our first child. I'm going to be a father. And with her guidance, I know I'll be a much better father than my own father was.


5. Spanked by the Spirit

Noah Bonforth sat at his father's old desk and leafed through a stack of bills. He grimaced, barely able to believe he could accumulate so much debt in such a short amount of time. He glanced up and saw the two framed photographs that had rested in the corners of the desk for the last two years. One was of his father and mother, taken when he was fifteen. The other was of his father and stepmother, Bonnie, taken when Noah was nineteen.

He leaned back in the desk chair and closed his eyes. He missed all three of them. His mother, Marian, went first, a victim of cancer. Noah had been seventeen at the time and still in high school.

His father, Mike, died next - a sudden heart attack when Noah had just turned twenty-one and was ready to begin his senior year at college. That death devastated both Noah and Bonnie, who had only been married to Mike for a year and a half.

Bonnie died less than nine months later - accidental overdose is what the coroner said, but Noah knew she really died of a broken heart.

This left Noah all alone in the world. He inherited the house and Bonnie's five-year-old SUV. He also inherited a tangle of bills that he was hard-pressed to pay off. Without the guidance of his mother, father, and stepmother, he felt lost and disoriented. He had managed to finish college and found a decent job working at a call center, but he had a lot of trouble stretching his rather meager paycheck.

He knew he needed help getting his act together, but he didn't know where to turn, as he had always counted on his three parents to get him back on track and keep him grounded. Although that help often came in the form of a harsh, bare-bottom spanking, he still missed it.

He opened his eyes. He realized that fretting and reminiscing didn't help his situation. But what would help? He thought about that for a moment. What would his mother or stepmother have done? He actually smiled as he knew the answer to that question very well. His mother would have taken him into her bedroom and spanked him with her big, wooden hairbrush. His stepmother would have taken him to the basement and spanked him with her sorority paddle.

He knew that both methods were effective in transforming his behavior. However, in comparing the two, he believed the sorority paddle hurt worse than the hairbrush, especially considering Bonnie had been a house disciplinarian when she'd been in college. Clearly, she hadn't lost any of her skill.

Of course, now both methods were gone, buried along with the women. He had kept both the hairbrush and the paddle but, short of hiring someone to use them on him, the implements were useless to him. He sighed and leaned back in his chair. A stray tear trickled down his cheek. "What am I supposed to do?" Noah asked the ceiling.

The ceiling didn't answer.

He put his hands together as if to pray - something he hadn't done since Bonnie's funeral. "Lord, please help me." He leaned back in anticipation of an answer or some kind of sign that someone was listening.

"Noah, close your eyes," came a soft, female voice in his ear.

He sat bolt upright. He turned his head from side to side. "Who? What?"

"Close your eyes," the voice said again.

He closed his eyes. "Bonnie?"

"Yes," the voice said.

"Bonnie, is that really you? Is my mother with you?" He wasn't sure why he asked either question. He wasn't sure of anything right now.

"I believe your mother is busy dealing with your Uncle Frank."

"Uncle Frank?" Noah had only met his mother's younger brother once, and that was when Noah was five or six. He barely remembered him.

"We'll get to that later," the voice of Bonnie said. "You've asked for help. And from the looks of things, it appears you need it. And I have to say I am a little disappointed in you."

Noah took a deep breath. "I'm sorry," he said. "I can't do this alone."

"Yes, you can," Bonnie said. "I will help you this time. But you need to be on your own."

"I don't know how."

"I will guide you. But first, you need to be punished for disappointing both me and your mother."

Noah grimaced, although he knew this was coming. He conceded that he did need to be punished. Still, he didn't want it to happen. Nor was he certain how it would happen. How could a disembodied voice spank him? Maybe he was dreaming all this. "What are you going to do?" he asked at last.

"Take off your clothes, go to the basement, leave the sorority paddle on the workbench, turn off the lights, and bend over the sawhorse."

"Then what?"

"You wait," Bonnie said.

For a long moment, Noah didn't move, as he was stuck in a cloud of disbelief.

"Noah, wake up and do what I told you," Bonnie said. "Unless you don't want help. Do you want help?"

Noah opened his eyes and looked all around him. He saw no-one. "Yes, ma'am, I want help."

"Then get your rear end out of that chair and do what I told you to do. Now!"

Noah almost smiled. He had no doubt that it was Bonnie's voice he heard. She had used the same words and the same tone many times in the past when he deserved a spanking. "Yes, ma'am."

He pushed himself up from the chair and stood before the desk. Once again, he scanned his surroundings. Once again, he saw no-one. He still couldn't figure out how the spirit of Bonnie - if that's what he heard - could spank him. But he always followed her orders. He knew from unfortunate experience that the punishment would be much worse if he didn't follow her orders or even delayed. Her regular paddlings were bad enough without an extra load of strokes being added on.

With unpleasant memories urging him on, Noah opened the basement door and descended the stairs. He went into what had been his father's workshop and nearly tripped over the old wooden sawhorse his father had used. Noah had unpleasant memories of the sawhorse, remembering how Bonnie had him bend over the crossbar and grip the legs so he wouldn't attempt to rear up during the paddling.

For an instant, he stood transfixed, gazing at the old sawhorse. Then, he remembered his orders: Remove your clothes, fetch the sorority paddle, lay it on the work table, turn out the lights, and bend over the sawhorse. Time to face it - just like he had so many times before when Bonnie was alive.

He quickly stripped out of his jeans and tee shirt. He peeled down his briefs and lay them on top of his jeans. Then, he removed the sorority paddle from its hook on the wall. He held it in his hands, a part of him wishing he hadn't kept it. He set it on the surface of the work table and turned out the lights, engulfing the basement in darkness. He made his way to the sawhorse and bent his upper body over the crossbar, as instructed. He gripped the legs with trembling fingers. Now in position, all he could do was wait.

He didn't have to wait long. Although he couldn't see anything because of the darkness, he thought he could hear the sound of the paddle scraping across the table top.

"You've been a very bad young man," Bonnie's voice said in his ear. "And you need to be punished severely."

A tear formed in his left eye. In some ways, Bonnie's words always hurt worse than the paddling. "I'm sorry," he said in a near whisper.

"I know," Bonnie said. "We didn't prepare you well enough to take care of yourself. After your paddling, we'll settle that. Are you ready?"

Was he ever ready for a severe paddling? Probably not. But he had to face it sooner or later. Might as well get it over with. "Yes, ma'am."

"Very well. Brace yourself."

Noah heard the swish as the paddle cut through the air. Then, he heard the dull thud as the paddle bit into the soft flesh of his left cheek. The pain rippled through him. He tightened his grip on the sawhorse. He had no idea how a spirit could wield a paddle with such force and efficiency. All he knew was that the spirit was doing it. Or maybe he was dreaming. No, the pain was too intense.

He gritted his teeth. The next swat came quickly, impacting his right cheek. This was followed by a harsh stroke that landed directly across the center of both cheeks. Bonnie seemed to be in true form.

He closed and opened his eyes. He could see nothing, not even the sawhorse. But he could feel the intense pain from the paddle strokes. He couldn't even begin to explain what was happening, but he knew it was.

And the strokes continued to land, one after the other after the other in rapid succession. The pain escalated until he reached his breaking point. Tears flooded his eyes and ran in a torrent down his cheeks and into the corners of his mouth. He took a deep breath. "Bonnie... please."

But at first there was no response except for a few well-placed paddle strokes to his upper thighs. Then, the paddling stopped. He once again heard the sound of the paddle scraping the tabletop.

"You may stand up but don't turn on the lights," Bonnie ordered.

Noah released his grip on the sawhorse and pushed himself up. He immediately cupped his wounded backside. He made no move to turn on the lights.

"Noah, listen carefully. You will be on your own from now on. Understand?"

He didn't like the sound of that, but he understood - he thought. "Yes, ma'am."

"You've been punished for not taking care of things the way you should have," Bonnie said. "But I am going to give you some help. First, look in the back of what used to be the closet I shared with your father. There's a small box with a jewelry collection. You can sell the pieces and probably make enough to get out of debt."

Noah tried to think, to fight through the pain in his bottom. Did she say a box in the back of the closet? Why hadn't he bothered to look there? "Okay."

"Second, your Uncle Frank, who you don't really know, will contact you, assuming your mother has persuaded him to do so."

"My Uncle Frank?"

"Yes. He has a very successful business on the West Coast. He has a partner but no children. You have some skills he could benefit from. Plus, he's a living relative. If he makes you an offer, you should take it. Sell the house and settle the debts. Start over. Put all this in the past."

"Are you sure?"

"Good-bye, Noah," Bonnie said.

He felt a cold hand on his bottom; warm lips kissed his sweating neck. Then, both were gone. "Bonnie, wait."

But he was now alone in the dark basement. He felt his way to the light switch and illuminated the basement. He glanced down at his naked body and felt the burning pain in his bottom. He had been severely spanked - there was no doubt about that. He may never be able to explain how it happened, but he knew it had.

He smiled. He no longer felt overwhelmed or lost. He was now cleansed, almost reborn. He retrieved his clothes and dressed, grimacing slightly as his briefs made contact with his seared flesh.

He headed for the stairs. He wondered if he really would hear from the mysterious Uncle Frank. He wondered if his mother had spanked her younger brother. He almost laughed at that. For an instant, Noah even wondered if his mother had spanked his father. Quite possible, he realized. David Bonforth had always seemed a bit timid, especially around his two wives.

Noah ascended the stairs to the kitchen. Whether or not Uncle Frank contacted him, he would find a way to settle his debts, maybe even look for another job. Then, he would set about finding a young woman, perhaps even a woman like his mother and stepmother.


6. Not Letting Him Go

Betsy Clevenger walked with head down toward the big farm wagon, determined not to cry, and not to let her emotions show in public. After all, she was not alone in her grief; so many had lost a loved one on a battlefield or in a field hospital.

Old Mr. Jenkins, the postmaster, had put his gnarled hand on her shoulder as he read from a telegram sent by a lieutenant from the 25th Ohio regiment: "Sorry to report Sgt. Clevenger lost a leg on July 2, died in the hospital July 4."

Mr. Jenkins shook his head as he apologized. "Some town in Pennsylvania - Gettysburg, I think they said. Thousands killed and wounded, they say. But Lee is on the run. I'm sorry, Betsy."

Betsy absorbed the news by covering her face with a linen handkerchief and thanking Mr. Jenkins for telling her. In spite of the loss of her husband, she still had a farm to run, children to raise. She still had to tell Bill's youngest son, Tom, that his father wouldn't be coming home.

Betsy climbed into the seat of the wagon and let a single tear trickle down her face. She felt very bad for herself; but she felt even worse for Tom. First, he had lost his oldest brother, Patrick - some place in central Virginia called Bull Run. Next, Jimmy fell at Chancellorsville just a couple of months ago.

She picked up the reins and signaled for Big Maud, the old mare, to start out. The wagon jerked forward. She clutched the reins lightly. She knew Old Maud could find the way home. She thought about her husband. They had only been married for five years when the war started. He had been a good man who was attempting to raise three sons on his own following the death of their mother. In spite of the nearly fifteen-year age difference, she had loved him unconditionally and given him two daughters.

Now away from the town, she allowed herself to cry. Bill would never see his daughters grow up, would never again pat her on the backside and tell her how much he loved her and appreciated her. She wiped away the tears and became angry with herself. Maybe she should've raised more of a fuss when he declared his intention to enlist in the newly-formed 25th Ohio regiment, claiming that he would surely be home in less than a year.

No, she told herself. Her love and her pleading would not keep him home. He believed in the cause and disliked farming. He yearned for the supposed glory that comes with battle. He argued that his three sons could manage the farm better than he could anyway.

But the two older sons joined their father six months after the regiment was formed. They didn't like farming either. That left only Tom, who was now just turning eighteen, to do the heavy work. She thought about Tom. He had borne his burden stoically, but she could tell he was restless and a little bitter, especially after they got word about Jimmy.

Betsy wrote to Bill about the situation. Bill wrote back from some place in northern Maryland, exhorting her to do whatever she deemed necessary to keep Tom home and away from the fighting, telling her that, after nearly two years, there was no glory left in the war, just misery.

After reading the letter and informing Tom, Betsy fell back on how she herself was raised: Any talk of abandoning the family for personal gain would be met with severe punishment, usually at the hands of her mother wielding a mean-looking strap or a switch. Betsy had seen her two brothers fall victim to a severe strapping more than once. And she knew it had been effective, as her brothers now operated the farm from which Betsy came.

The first time Tom mentioned enlisting in the 25th Ohio, a week or so after they got the news about Jimmy, Betsy took him into the barn and administered a severe whipping with an old plow strap. Afterward, she embraced him and told him how much she and his sisters needed him. She also told him that if he ever tried to run away to enlist, she would administer another strapping that would leave him bruised for a week. Through tears, he said he understood and hadn't mentioned enlisting since.

Betsy had her doubts, however, and kept a close eye on him. She had also alerted her neighbors, her brothers, and the local constable. Now, she had the duty to inform Tom that his father had fallen in some battle several hundred miles away. Tom had lost his father and two brothers at the hands of the enemy of the Union; he would want revenge.

When she arrived at the farm, she found Tom hoeing the vegetable garden along with his sisters, Sara and Emma. In spite of her misery, she smiled when she saw them working together. The sight also strengthened her resolve to not let Tom go. Not only did she need him to do the heavy farm work, he was the last male link to her husband. Silently, she cursed the war and the politicians that had created and promoted it.

When Tom and his sisters saw the wagon, they stopped their work and ran to greet Betsy. She tried to smile as she dismounted, but she couldn't control the tear that leaked down her face.

Tom approached and gazed at her. His rugged face - so much like his father's - lost the casual smile. "Any news in town?" he asked.

She took his callused hand in hers. "Sara and Emma, go get me a glass of water."

The two girls looked at their mother, then ran to the house.

Tom clutched her fingers tighter, apparently bracing himself. "You got news, don't you?"

Betsy brushed away another stray tear. Stay strong, stay strong, she ordered herself. "Tom, it's your pa." She couldn't finish, couldn't say the words.

"What happened?" he asked fearfully.

"Mr. Jenkins told me. Some big battle over in Pennsylvania - Gettysburg, he thought. Your pa... your pa lost a leg."

Tom looked almost relieved. "Pa lost a leg?"

Now, she allowed herself to cry, the tears cascading down her dirty face. "Tom, he died two days later."

Tom staggered backward, bumping into the wagon. "Pa's dead?"

She nodded. "That's what Mr. Jenkins said."

He straightened himself up. His eyes hardened. "Damn Rebels," he said. "First Patrick, then Jimmy, now Pa. I gotta -"

Betsy held up a hand to stop him. "No, you don't," she said. "Your pa wouldn't allow it. You're the last son, the last Clevenger. We need you here. The war will get along just fine without you getting yourself killed."

He took a deep breath and appeared as though he was going to respond. Then, he stopped; his body slumped against the wagon. "Alright, Betsy," he said. He never could bring himself to call her ma or mother. "Are you okay?"

She held out her arms, and they fell into an embrace, patting each other on the back and trading tears.

"Ma, are you okay?" Sara, the older of the two girls, asked. She and Emma walked over to Betsy and Tom. Each held a tin cup of water.

Betsy released Tom from the embrace and pivoted toward her daughters. "Just got some... some bad news is all."

Sara took her mother's hand. "Is it about Pa?"

Betsy took a sip of water. "Yes. He... he won't be coming home."

Sara nodded. At this moment, she appeared wise beyond her seven years. "Like Patrick, like Jimmy? Like Rachel's pa?"

So many, Betsy thought. So many had lost so many. If the war goes on, there won't be any men left in the entire region. "Yes, Sara. Just like Rachel's pa." She patted her daughters on their heads, thinking it isn't right that children their age should be that stoic about death.

Sara turned to Tom. "Tom, will you go?"

Tom tried to smile. "You just hush up, Sara. You and your sister help your ma with the wagon while I go back to hoeing the garden." He turned and strolled away.

Betsy watched him go, his walk so much like a man. She realized he hadn't really answered Sara's question, at least, he hadn't said no. This worried her. She knew he wouldn't lie to his sisters. She resolved to increase her vigilance, somehow alert the neighbors and the constable to keep on the lookout in case Tom decided to make a break for it.

*  *  *

A week later, just before dawn, Betsy awoke to the sound of a wagon outside. She peered out the window and could barely make out her brother Charles and her other brother John. Between them, struggling to break free, was Tom, his hands bound behind him.

She put on an old flannel robe and went outside to greet them. She carried a kerosene lantern.

Charles pointed to Tom. "Caught him in the barn stealing a horse."

John nodded. "Of course, he claimed he was just borrowing it, said he needed to get to Camp Chase."

"Why did you need to get to Camp Chase?" Betsy asked. She studied Tom's down turned face. "No, no need to tell me. You were running off to enlist when you said you weren't going to do that. And you were stealing a horse."

Tom raised his head. "I wasn't stealing it. I would've sent it back."

Betsy shook her head. She looked at her brothers. "Do you want to press charges?"

Charles shook his head. "No. There's no real harm done, leastways not on our end. But I reckon you want to do something about it."

"You're right about that," she said. "Take him into the barn and tie his hands to the crossbeam."

Both brothers smiled and pushed their prisoner toward the barn. "Boy, I reckon you're in for it now," John said. "Our sister learned from the best."

Tom struggled once more against the four burly arms that urged him along. But it was no use; he was no match for the two brothers. After a few anxious moments, he hung his head in defeat, apparently now resigned to his fate.

With Betsy right behind them carrying the lantern, Charles and John dragged Tom into the barn and secured his hands tightly to the first crossbeam. "Betsy, do you want us to stick around in case there's trouble?" Charles asked.

Betsy shook her head. "No, I can handle it," she said. She touched the cheeks of her two brothers. "Thanks for bringing him home, but with the sun coming up, I suspect you've got your own work to see to."

The brothers appeared a little disappointed. "We're proud of you, Bets," John said.

"Just like our mother would've done," Charles said.

They turned and left the barn. Betsy hung the lantern from a nail and approached her stepson. "Tom, I won't ask what you've got to say for yourself. I know you did what you think is right. You did what your pa and brothers did. But they're dead... and for no good reason. I can't afford to lose you too. This whole area can't afford to lose another promising young man. That's the long and short of it." She paused and found the discarded buggy strap she had used before. She swished it through the air twice. "I don't want to do this, but I made a promise to your pa as well as to myself. And if I have to tan your hide so you don't sit for a week, I'll do it."

Tom raised his head again. "Betsy, I -"

She cut him off. "Tom, don't bother. Your words and your promises don't mean a thing. I told you what would happen if you tried to run off. My promises do mean something."

He lowered his head and twisted his hands in the tight rope that secured him to the crossbeam.

She unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his wool pants, and lowered them to below his knees. Then, she pulled down his drawers, baring his backside. In spite of his fear and his anger, he blushed, knowing his bottom was exposed to his stepmother.

Holding the end of the strap in her right hand, she ran the rough leather across the palm of her left hand. She remembered the whipping she gave him just last month. She remembered the whippings her own mother used to administer. They were very unpleasant but ultimately very effective.

She retracted the strap and launched it forward with as much force as she could muster. She had a lesson to impart, one she hoped would save Tom's life and preserve the farm. The hard leather cut across the center of his two muscular cheeks, landing with a resounding thud that echoed through the massive barn.

He clamped his mouth closed, apparently resolved to take his punishment.

In the dim light cast by the lantern, Betsy assessed the damage caused by the single stroke. She shook her head. She would need to do a lot more if she was to break him. And with that in mind, she wound up and delivered a succession of strokes that covered every part of his quivering backside. His flesh quickly transitioned to dark red.

For the first ten or fifteen strokes, Tom remained silent. His fingers tightened and he strained against the rope. He began to breathe more heavily. Still, he had endured worse whippings than this in his eighteen years of life.

Betsy paused and ran her fingers over his wounded flesh. She looked at Tom's face. He appeared stoic, his mouth clamped shut, along with his eyes. "You're a brave and tough young man," she said. "No doubt the army would be glad to have you." She wound up and delivered ten hard shots across the crease between his upper thighs and bottom. "But they can't have you. They've used up too many young men already."

A tear formed in Tom's left eye and trickled down his cheek. His mouth and eyes remained closed.

Betsy gazed at the mass of scorched flesh, then shook her head. "Tom, I don't want to keep going, but I've got to break you like my brothers break young colts. Your loyalty needs to be to me, your sisters, and your community. Understand?"

He kept his mouth closed and never made a sound.

"Not broken yet," she said in a near whisper. "You are tough." She punctuated this with another volley of hard strokes, one after the other after the other. And as she delivered these strokes, the face of her husband dangled in front of her, reminding her that she made a promise to him, a promise she fully intended to keep.

He began to twist and move his feet. More tears streamed down his face.

Betsy struck ten more times, causing purplish bruises to sprout on his backside. "Just say the word, Tom," she said. "And I'll stop."

Now, he unclamped his mouth and took a deep breath. "Wha... what's the word?"

She struck five more times. "I shouldn't have to tell you." She struck three more times.

"Oh, god, Betsy... please."

She struck five more times, inflicting bruises upon bruises. "Tell me what I need to hear," she said. She struck two more times. "And you better sound sincere."

He took a succession of deep breaths. "I... I'm sorry."

She struck again, this one landing across his upper thighs. "What're you sorry for?"

"I... I let you down. I... did what I thought Pa would want me to do... but I was wrong."

She allowed herself to smile. She dropped the strap to the straw-covered floor. "Yes, you were wrong," she said. "Your pa made me promise not to let you go, and I aim to keep that promise."

He turned his head and tried to shake the tears from his face. "But all those men out there…"

She huffed. "All those men out there need food more than they need more recruits. That's your contribution, your part in this war. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"You best remember that," she said. She untied his hands and allowed him to slump to the floor. She looked down on him, sitting in a heap. "Tom, cover yourself."

He blushed, in spite of his agony. He rose to his feet and pulled up his drawers and pants.

She gave him a small smile. "I know this must be difficult for you," she said. "Your sisters and I aren't enough reason for you to stay here and break yourself on the farm." She paused; her smile widened. "But I think I have a remedy for that."

He wiped the tears from his face. "What?"

"I'm not making any promises, mind you. But if you'll not try to run off again until the end of the summer, I'll do my best to make it worth your while. Okay?"

Tom's red eyes widened. He cupped his bottom with both hands and rubbed. "Between you and your brothers, I don't think I'm going anywhere."

She reached up and kissed him on the cheek. "Good." She took the lantern off the nail and pivoted toward the door of the barn. The sun was rising in the eastern sky. "You best clean yourself up a bit. I'll get breakfast started. Your sisters will be getting up." She opened the door of the barn and walked out into the sunshine.

*  *  *

After Gettysburg and Vicksburg, the war didn't seem quite so bad, especially for the 25th Ohio regiment. By September, neither Tom nor Betsy paid much attention to the news. Tom, with the help of Betsy's two brothers, brought in a bumper harvest of corn, wheat, and soybeans, much of which would be sent south to feed the troops and the horses used in the war.

Then, on a sunny Sunday in mid-September after church, Betsy took Tom by the hand and walked him over to the Perkins family. "Tom, I believe you may know Liza Jane Perkins," she said, indicating a young woman in a blue gingham dress.

Tom blushed and nodded in the direction of the young woman.

A man wearing a Sunday suit approached Tom with his right hand extended. "Tom, Betsy says good things about you. And I know you got a good harvest in and are a hard worker."

"I try, sir," Tom said.

"Son, as you may know, my Jack was killed last year. Betsy and I... well, we were talking about combining our farms - a merger, so to speak."

Tom's eyes narrowed. "Sir?"

Mr. Perkins smiled. "Betsy says you're not going to run off and enlist. And if that's the case, you have my permission to marry my daughter. Not too many young men left around here, and Mrs. Perkins and I believe you would make a good husband."

Tom shifted his gaze back and forth between Mr. Perkins and Liza Jane. Liza Jane smiled at him, and he was immediately smitten. "Uh... thank you, sir," he said at last. "But what does Liza Jane say about it?"

The young woman walked over to Tom and put her small hand in his. "I say we'd be good together, providing you don't run off and get yourself killed."

Tom wrapped his fingers around Liza Jane's hand. "You don't think I'm a coward for not going to war?"

Liza Jane huffed. "I think you're very brave for not going. It's hard for a young man to stay at home where he's most needed." She paused and took a deep breath.

Mr. and Mrs. Perkins both nodded in her direction.

"I need you, Tom," she said. "We all need you."

Betsy flashed him a small smile. "And, Tom, I believe Liza Jane knows what it takes to keep a young man at home. I've seen her with a strap in her hands."

Tom blushed again. He nodded.

"Then it's settled," Mr. Perkins said. "We'll have the wedding next Saturday."

"Thank you, sir," Tom said. "Thank you, Liza Jane." He glanced over at Betsy. "And thank you, Betsy. You kept your promise. Now I'll keep mine."


7. Never Too Late

Anna Whitaker-Bush reached across the kitchen table and took her husband Steve's hand. She looked him in the eye and tried to smile but couldn't quite force her lips to curl up. "So, what did Alan say?" she asked.

Steve Bush clutched Anna's long fingers and took a deep breath. "Uh... he's due to be discharged on Saturday."

Anna opened her mouth to respond.

Steve cut her off with a wave of his hand. "I know, I know," he said. "I shouldn't enable him. But he's my only son and I made a promise to his mother before she died."

Anna released her husband's hand and leaned back in her chair. "Steve, honey, I know he's your only son. But he's forty-two and been in and out of rehab how many times now?"

Steve cast his eyes to the tabletop. "This is the fifth time."

Anna nodded. "And the last time, just after we married, you let him work in the store and he messed up, stole money, and went back on cocaine. What's going to happen this time?"

Steve shifted his eyes all around the kitchen, clearly not able to look at his wife. "Well, I thought maybe he could-"

"You thought what? That he could come to work for me?"

He huffed. "I don't know, Anna," he said. "I'm tired, very tired. I'm sorry that my son is what he is and that it affects you. But what can I do?"

For at least a minute, neither Steve nor Anna said a word. Then, Anna sat up straighter in her chair and sighed. "Steve, when I was on the force, I saw my share of young men like Alan," she said. "Most lacked discipline and direction."

"Anna, you don't have to remind me that I've been too easy on him over the years. I was never very good at discipline. Alan's mother was the disciplinarian in the household when he was growing up."

"I'm not really blaming you," Anna said. She paused and gave her husband a hard look. "Steve, do you trust me?"

"What do you mean?"

"I know what to do with Alan, but you'll have to trust me and not interfere. Can you do that?"

"What do you have in mind?"

"Something you should've done a long time ago," she said. "He won't like it, and you won't like seeing it. But I know it can be effective if you don't get in the way." She took another deep breath. "Steve, consider this an ultimatum. You either support me on this all the way or I leave. I love you but I simply can't watch you continue to kill yourself enabling your son. So, tell me now. My way or the highway."

Steve sighed and gazed at his wife of eighteen months. He had been widowed for more than twenty years when he met Anna, a retired police sergeant who had gone to law school and now had a successful law practice. He never thought he would find love again, but she captivated him. Now, except for Alan, they had built a good life together. He didn't want to lose that. He sighed again. "Obviously, I have failed my son," he said at last. "If you think you can get him out of this cycle of dependency, I promise I won't get in the way."

She smiled. "Thank you," she said. "But I'm going to hold you to that promise. Absolutely no interference no matter what. Are we clear on that?"

He nodded. "Clear."

"Good. Now, go make yourself useful getting the house ready. I've got a lot of work to do as well as some planning." She pushed back her chair, rose, and pivoted toward her home office, leaving her husband sitting at the table with his head in his hands.

*  *  *

On a crisp, clear Saturday morning in April, Steve and Anna Bush parked in front of the Kensington Rehab Facility. They went into the lobby and met with Dr. Peterson in his large office. The middle-age psychiatrist sat behind his monumental desk and folded his fingers. "In the four months Alan has been with us this time, he has made good progress," he said in an even voice.

Steve leaned forward in the visitor chair and cast a sideways glance at Anna. "Excuse me for saying this, Dr. Peterson, but we've heard that before."

Dr. Peterson unlocked his fingers. "Look, Mr. Bush, addiction and dependency are very difficult to overcome. There is no sure and direct path to success. All I can say is that Alan is now clean and has expressed a strong willingness to stay clean. What happens after he leaves here is up to him."

"And us," Anna said.

Dr. Peterson smiled. "And you, to the extent that you want to be involved."

"Is he ready to come home?" Steve asked.

Dr. Peterson nodded. He pushed a button on his phone. "Darryl, please bring Alan Bush to the lobby. Thank you." He pushed back his chair and rose. "Please accompany me to the lobby."

Steve and Anna also rose from their chairs and followed Dr. Peterson into the lobby.

A minute later, two men came through a door. One wore a white lab coat over a navy-blue scrub uniform. The other wore faded jeans and a black polo shirt, and carried a small leather valise. He appeared thin with long, dark hair and a three-day growth of beard. He smiled wearily as he entered the lobby.

Steve rushed to him and pulled him into a short hug. "Alan, are you okay? Are you ready to come home?"

Alan Bush took a step back and shifted his gaze to Anna. "I'm okay," he said. "And I'm ready to get out of here." He turned toward Dr. Peterson. "Thank you, Dr. Peterson."

Dr. Peterson smiled. "Let us know how you're doing, Alan."

Alan nodded and, valise in hand, rotated toward the main entrance.

"Got the car out front," Steve said. "Thank you, Dr. Peterson."

During the forty-minute drive home, barely a word was spoken. Alan rode in the backseat and looked out the window. Steve occupied the passenger seat while Anna drove. When they pulled into the driveway of the two-story colonial, Anna stopped the car.

Alan opened the door and started to slide out. Steve stopped him. "Alan, before you start to get settled, we need to tell you something."

With one foot on the pavement, Alan stopped and turned his head toward his father. He said nothing.

Steve glanced at Anna. She nodded. "Alan, we've fixed up a place for you in the basement," he said. "I... uh... won't be here this afternoon. I have to get to work. Anna will be discussing things with you."

Alan shifted back and forth between his father and his stepmother. "Anna?"

"Yes, Alan," Anna said. "Go on into the house, put your stuff in the basement, then meet me in my office."

Alan looked at his father. "Dad?"

"Anna's in charge. Do what she tells you." Without another word, Steve leaned over and kissed Anna on the cheek. "I'll be home for dinner." He opened his door, slid out, went into the garage, and got into a Honda Civic.

Alan's eyes widened as he watched his father. But a few seconds later, he got his valise, and exited the car.

Anna also exited the car, went up to the Civic, and kissed Steve again. "Don't worry," she said. "This won't be pleasant for either of us, but I can handle it."

"I know," Steve said. He started the engine and backed out of the garage and into the street.

Anna watched him for a few seconds, then went into the house and straight to her home office. She pulled out her desk chair and sat. While she was shuffling some papers, Alan appeared in the doorway. She gave him a thin smile. "Alan, please come in and sit."

Alan entered and plopped wearily into the padded visitor chair. He stared at Anna but said nothing.

Anna took a deep breath. "Alan, I know you don't much care for me."

His eyes narrowed. "I never said that."

She huffed. "You don't have to," she said. "And it's okay because I don't much care for you either. But I dearly love your father. Your continued irresponsible behavior is killing him."

Alan slumped in the chair but said nothing.

"You know he had to sell the business in order to finance your rehab. He should be retired, taking it easy, but he has to work at Home Depot to help us make ends meet."

Alan's blue eyes went cold. "Look, Anna, I'm sorry I am the way I am, but I'm clean now."

"Yeah, that's what you said the last time and the time before that," she said. "Your father and I have agreed that this is absolutely your last chance."

"What do you mean?"

"Exactly what I said. I assured your father I could keep you on the straight and narrow, and I fully intend to do it. And if we don't succeed together, we will cut you loose, with no more help of any kind. You will be entirely on your own. And I believe you know what that means."

He managed a half smile. "I... can handle it."

"No, you can't," Anna said quickly. "You had a small taste of life on the streets and you failed miserably. You need direction and you need discipline, and I intend to give you both. And if you don't trust me or don't want what I'm offering, say so now, put your stuff back in your valise, and get out." She gave him a hard stare.

He tried to match her stare, but eventually his eyes drifted to the window. "Well, let's see what Dad has to say about it."

She shook her head. "Your father is not involved in this. He has turned you over to me. Your fate lies completely in my hands."

Alan swallowed hard. "I... don't believe you."

"Alan, I don't much care what you believe," Anna said. "But your father's not here to ask, thanks to you. So, unless you want to hit the road now, I suggest you sit there with your mouth closed and hear me out. Okay?"

"Why are you being such a bitch?" he asked.

Anna leaned forward in her chair and clenched her fists. "Alan, you can think whatever you want, but don't ever use that word in my presence again. Are we clear on that?"

He nodded.

"Say it," she ordered. "Say it like you mean it."

"Clear."

Anna smiled and relaxed her hands. "Okay. Now, are you going to listen to me or are you going to run away?"

Alan sighed. "Okay I'll listen... for now."

"Let's talk direction first," she said. "As I said before, your father sold his store and business, so he can't give you a job. So, knowing that, I've arranged a job for you - a real job."

"What job?"

"I do legal work for a man who runs a large landscaping business. He's agreed to take you on as a crewmember. You start Monday morning at seven."

Alan rolled his eyes. "Landscaping?"

"Yes, landscaping. I believe you will be mowing lawns and trimming hedges. It's hard, hot work. You'll get your hands dirty, but it'll keep you out of trouble. Mike Ebberly is a retired cop, just like me. He knows how to keep an eye on you and will report your behavior to me. If you mess up at any time in any way, I'll know it and take action, action you won't appreciate very much."

Alan scowled. "Sounds like I'd be better off on the streets."

She chuckled. "Maybe you're right, if you'd rather sleep in a cardboard box and panhandle for drug money," she said. "Is that how you see your future?"

He hung his head. "I've never thought much about the future."

"And that's a lot of your problem. I'm offering you a direction. Mike will work you hard, but it's honest work and the promise of advancement. Are you in?"

"I... I'll try it."

"You'll do more than try," Anna said. "As I said before, this is your last chance as far as your father and I are concerned. You either take it or move on." She gazed at him for a few seconds, then took a deep breath. "And there's more. What I just told you is the direction. There's also the discipline."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, something your father should've done long ago, something I bet your mother did."

"You leave my mother out of this."

"Alright, that's fair enough," she said. "I believe in the redemptive power of corporal punishment. It's relatively easy to apply, takes little time, and can be very effective."

Alan's hands and feet began to twitch. "Corporal punishment? You have to be kidding. That's for kids."

"Hardly," Anna said. "I don't believe in spanking children. But I do believe in spanking wayward adults. When I was a patrol officer, I spanked more than one young adult who thought they could give me a hard time and get away with it. They never gave me a hard time again."

Alan leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms over his chest. "You must be out of your mind if you think I'll let you lay a hand on me."

Anna shook her head and smiled grimly. "You're right. I am out of my mind for even letting you come back here," she said. "But like I said, I dearly love your father, and I know he loves you, in spite of your destructive behavior. Still, I won't allow you to kill him or to come between him and me."

He uncrossed his arms. "Look, Anna, I promise I'll take your job, live in the basement, stay out of the way, and not cause trouble. Just leave me alone. Okay?"

"No, it's not okay," she said. "I'm not some naïve fool. I've seen the dark side and I've heard these same promises before from a lot of people. They're not worth the effort required to say them without the discipline."

Alan sighed and shifted his lean body forward in the chair. "Okay. I get it. Is that all you wanted to tell me?"

"Yes. I believe I've said all I needed to say."

He pushed himself up from the chair. "Then I'll get something to drink and go back to the basement."

"Not yet," Anna said in a sharp voice.

"What do you mean?"

"I'm not finished with you yet."

"But you just said-"

She rose from her chair. "I said I've said all I needed to say, but there's one more thing we need to do."

"What?"

Anna reached into the top drawer of the credenza and pulled out a long, black, leather strap. "You need to know from the start that I'm deadly serious about the discipline," she said. "Plus, you need to be punished for calling me a bitch. Pull down your pants and bend over the back of the chair."

Alan eyed the strap and shook his head. "You haven't lost your mind. You're crazy!"

Anna gripped the strap in her right hand and moved out from behind the desk. "I won't argue with you about my state of mind," she said. "But right now you have two choices. You can do what I told you and take a whipping, or you can pack up and move out. If you choose the latter, I'll give you a hundred dollars and a sleeping bag, and call you an Uber." She glanced at her watch. "You have ten seconds to decide, starting now."

He gazed at her with wide eyes. "You're serious, aren't you?"

She ran the length of the strap across her left palm. "Five seconds." She looked at her watch again. "Okay. Time's up." She turned toward her desk and picked up her cell phone. "Get your stuff. I'll have the money ready in a minute, and you can pick up the bag on your way out."

He held up his hands. "No, wait."

She put down the phone and rotated back to Alan. "Look, Alan, this is no game we're playing here. I'm tired of your bullshit, and so is your father. You've had your chance."

Alan appeared to be gripped with indecision. His eyes shifted back and forth between Anna's face and the strap. He took a step back, then righted himself. "Alright. What do you want me to do again?"

She rolled her eyes. "Alan, this stupid act won't work on me," she said. "Get your pants down and bend over the chair. Now!"

He nodded, unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and peeled them down to his knees. He looked at Anna. "Underpants?"

She flashed a half smile and shook her head. "I'm not interested in seeing your bare butt or what you've got between your legs. Leave them up."

He shuffled to the chair and bent his upper body over the back.

Anna approached his left side. The strap dangled from her right hand. "I don't know how your mother spanked you, but probably not with a strap. I guarantee this will hurt you more than it will hurt me. I also guarantee that if you mess up in any way - any way, no matter how trivial - your punishment will be much worse than this one. Clear?"

"Clear," he said through clenched teeth.

"One more thing, Alan. From now on, when I ask you a question, you will answer with ma'am. Are we clear on that?"

Alan took a deep breath. "Yes, ma'am."

Her smile widened. "Well, we know you can learn," she said. "I'll bet they coddled you at the rehab place - they should have for what it cost. But there'll be no coddling here." She paused and retracted the strap. "One more thing. Don't move from this position until I give you permission. If you do move or try to get up, I will handcuff you to the chair and double the punishment. Clear?"

He swallowed hard. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good. Then, let's begin." She launched the strap forward with a snap of her right wrist. The heavy leather bit into the center of Alan's two quivering cheeks, producing a loud crack. He shuddered.

She took a deep breath, retracted her right arm, and repeated the action of launching the strap. It impacted a space near the crease between his right upper thigh and his bottom. Once again, he shuddered. "God, that hurts," he screeched.

"Yes, I'm sure it does," she said. "But not nearly as bad as you've hurt your father and other people who've loved you. Now, shut up and take your punishment." She wound up and struck again, two times in rapid succession.

His feet danced in place. His fingers curled around the braces on the chair.

Anna struck five more times as fast as she could swing the strap. Her mature face was taut; her eyes were wide. She paused to take a breath and wipe her sweating forehead. Then, she struck again, bouncing the strap off his left upper thigh, eliciting a sharp groan.

Her eyes glowed with excitement. Her face reflected a demonic aura. "God, I've wanted to do this for a long time," she said. "The doctors and their meds and therapy may have their place, but I don't believe there is a therapy more effective than a good, old-fashioned strapping."

To emphasize her point, she struck again and again and again, eliciting several moans and groans. Alan let go of the chair and began to rise up. She pushed him back down again and struck five more times in rapid succession.

"I warned you about that," she said. "Hold onto the chair. If you let go again, I will cuff you - and believe me, that's something I know how to do."

Alan re-gripped the chair supports. "Please, Anna," he said in a voice filled with pain. "I've had enough. You made your point."

She struck five more times, concentrating on his upper thighs, causing his knees to buckle. "I doubt it," she said, striking three more times. "But we'll soon see. You need to know this is only a small sample of what you'll get if you do anything to mess up." She struck five more times. "No drinking, no smoking, no vaping, no drugs of any kind. Are we absolutely clear on that?"

Alan took a deep breath and glanced over his shoulder. "Please, no more."

She struck again and again. "I asked you a question."

He swallowed hard. "Yes, ma'am."

Anna set the strap on the desk. "Okay. You can get up. Put your pants back on and go to the basement. Dinner is seven-thirty. In the meantime, I don't want to see you, hear you, or smell you. Clear?"

He pushed himself up from the chair and slowly put his pants back on. "Yes, ma'am." With a sideways glance at his stepmother, he scurried to the office door.

"Alan, wait," she called.

He stopped and did a half turn. "Please, Anna. No more whipping."

She scowled. "I wasn't planning on it, but I will if you don't shut up."

He hung his head. "Yes, ma'am."

"Two things: First, we go to church on Sunday mornings. You will be coming with us. Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Second, all of your pay from your job will come to me."

He raised his head. His eyes widened. "But that's not-"

She held up a hand to stop him. "Shut up, Alan," she interrupted his protest. "As long as you're staying here, I decide what's fair and what's not fair. Besides, it's for your own protection. If you have no money, you can't get into trouble. Understand?"

He opened his mouth as if to answer, then seemed to think better of it. "Yes, ma'am. Is that all?"

She nodded. "Yes, that's all. You may go."

He pivoted toward the door and disappeared.

Anna wiped her forehead and sighed. She replaced the strap in the credenza, and resumed her seat at her desk. Mission accomplished, she thought.

*  *  *

For the next eight days, Alan Bush behaved himself. Anna took him to work every morning on her way to her downtown office. One of the landscape crewmembers brought him home, usually after six in the evening. Alan confined himself to his basement accommodations and rarely said anything to anyone. He even helped out around the house.

As they prepared for bed on the following Monday evening, Steve kissed Anna. "I have to admit your plan seems to be working. I didn't think it was possible. Maybe we have some hope after all."

Anna kissed her husband back. "So far so good," she said. "But it's still early yet. I suspect we'll have to smooth out a few rough edges before long."

Then, as if right on cue, the next evening, Anna received a phone call from Mike Ebberly. "Anna, I saw your boy smoking twice this afternoon. I think be must've bummed cigarettes from Chris. He's my only crewmember who smokes. Anyway, you wanted me to keep an eye on him and let you know if I saw him doing anything you prohibited."

Anna scowled. "Thanks, Mike," she said. "I'll deal with it. And please tell your crew not to give Alan any more cigarettes."

"Will do," Mike said and disconnected.

Immediately after dinner, Anna took Steve aside while Alan cleaned the dishes. "Mike caught Alan smoking today," she said. "I'm going to have to deal with it."

Steve looked at Anna. "What are you going to do?"

"I warned him I would punish him severely for even the most trivial rule violation. You might want to make yourself scarce for the next hour or so."

Steve's mouth gaped. "You... you're not going to whip him, are you?"

"Yes, I'm going to whip him," she said. "And if you complain or attempt to interfere, I will whip you right alongside him."

"You wouldn't."

She nodded. "Steve, you gave me absolute authority to act as I see fit, and so far my strategy is working. Don't interfere."

Steve took a step back and held out his hands, palms up. "Alright. I'll be upstairs." He paused and smiled. "I... uh... have to admit, I kind of like seeing this side of you."

She returned his smile. "Well, maybe you should get used to it," she said. "Go on upstairs. I'll be up when I finish with Alan."

He did a half turn toward the stairs. "Yes, ma'am."

Anna went into the kitchen and tapped Alan on the shoulder. "When you're finished in here, come to my office." She left the kitchen without waiting for a reply.

Ten minutes later, Alan appeared in the office doorway. "You wanted to see me?"

She folded her hands on her desk and gave him a hard stare. "Mike Ebberly called."

He swallowed hard. "What did he want?"

"He saw you smoking this afternoon."

Alan shook his head. "No, he didn't."

"Are you calling Mike Ebberly a liar?"

Alan fidgeted in place. "Well, uh, no. Just he was mistaken, that's all."

"I don't think so," Anna said. "I warned you not to smoke, didn't I?"

He hung his head. "Yes, ma'am."

She rose from her chair and got the strap from the credenza. "And you've been making such good progress. Your father and I are very pleased."

"I won't do it again. I promise."

She scowled. "After I've finished whipping you, I guarantee you won't do it again. Get your pants down and bend over the chair. Now!"

Alan shifted his eyes back and forth between Anna's taut face and the strap dangling from her right hand. "You don't have to whip me," he said. "I get the message."

She moved out from behind the desk. "Alan, don't make this harder than it has to be."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, lowering his eyes. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his work jeans, and peeled them down to below his knees. He bent over the back of the chair and gripped the chair supports.

Anna approached his left side. "This is going to be very harsh," she said. "But you need to learn that I'm serious."

She spoke no more after that, preferring to let the strap do the talking for her. With her left hand, she pulled the cloth of his two leg holes into his crack, effectively baring his bottom. "I need to see the damage," she said.

She retracted the strap and swung it forward, striking the center of his left cheek with a resounding thud. Then, without pausing, she struck again and again and again, staining his bottom a dark red in less than a minute.

He grimaced and groaned and yelped. His fingers turned white gripping the chair supports. Tears formed in the corners of his eyes and dripped down his face.

Anna stopped, took a deep breath, and felt his bottom with her left hand. She nodded. "I hope you're learning about the price of vice," she said. "Because, like inflation, it just keeps going up until you can't pay it anymore. I'm guessing you're almost to that point now. However, just to make absolutely sure, I'm going to up the price."

She hefted the strap and began again in earnest, striking over and over and over again, filling the room with the sound of leather meeting soft flesh. Alan's backside and upper thighs became a vast sea of purple-red misery.

His chest heaved with sobs. He mustered one deep breath. "Anna... for god's sake."

She smiled and lowered the strap. "I believe I've made my point about the price of vice," she said. "You may rise and pull up your pants."

Slowly and painfully, Alan released his grip on the chair supports. He pushed himself up but didn't fix his underpants or his jeans immediately.

She shook her head. "Alan, please fix yourself."

He blushed and pulled up his jeans.

She put the strap on the desk and touched his hand. "Alan, I know I was just very harsh. And you probably think I'm being very unfair. But I care about you, just like I care about your father. If I can do anything to prevent you from further self-destruction, I will do it."

Alan wiped his eyes and rubbed his backside. "I... uh... believe you," he said. "And I'm sorry I let you down. I really am."

She held out her arms. "Come here."

He practically fell into her arms. For at least a minute, she held him, occasionally massaging his back until he stopped crying. He extricated himself and managed a small smile. "Maybe... maybe this won't be too bad," he said. "I think I'll get it right this time. Thank you."

She returned his smile. "You're welcome," she said. She pointed to the strap. "Still, you're on strict probation until I'm completely satisfied, which may take a long time. I will not hesitate in the future. Can you live with that?"

He reached over and kissed her cheek. He nodded. "It may very well be the only way I can live."

"Now you're talking like a man who's learned something, both about himself and about how the world works. Welcome home. We're a family."

"Yes, we are," Steve said from the doorway. "And we're going to stay a family because, Alan, you're going to stay clean. Aren't you?"

Alan smiled at his father. "Yes, sir."

Steve entered the room. "Group hug," he said and pulled his wife and son into an embrace.

The strap remained on the desk, innocently waiting.
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Spanking Stepmothers 1 - 3 by W. Arthur

The 3-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

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!

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.

Our Stepmother Was a Nightmare: Jason and his brother find their lives spin out of control when their strict ex-Army stepmother takes control. Carla is deadly serious about corporal punishment, and demonstrates her technique with wooden spoon and paddle.

Strict Ladies - Books One to Three by Peter Martin

The 3-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

Hospital Appointment: Danny finds himself in big trouble for smacking Nurse James on the bottom. As punishment, he has to go over the attractive Nurse Hamilton's lap for a hairbrush spanking, witnessed by another pretty nurse.

Mrs Howard: 18-year-old Johnny makes sure he studies at home on cleaning day, which is the day Mrs Howard comes in to do the housework. She also offers disciplinary services, and her hairbrush and slipper are put to very good use.

Punished Husbands - Book One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 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.

Punished Husbands - Book Two by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

The Getting-It-Twice Rule: Cooper marries Jenna, an assistant principal at a local school. Jenna dictates the conditions of their marriage... she will always be in charge of the household and make all the major decisions. Jenna's sister, Sarah, gets Cooper a job, but when he misses deadlines, he learns there are painful consequences - a belt whipping from Sarah and a paddling from Jenna when he gets home!

Judge Henry: Judge Henry is the most feared man in the county and has a formidable reputation for showing no mercy to miscreants. However, once he is home, he is totally subservient to his wife, Joyce, who dispenses her own brand of justice. Forgetting to buy steaks and put the trash out earns the judge a hard paddling.

Mr. Subservient: Joy tells her husband Frank that the house has to be perfect as the Book Club will be meeting to discuss their latest book. Hesitating instead of obeying and getting on with the cleaning earns Frank a paddling, plus the indignity of serving the ladies with his spanked bottom on display.

Spanked by His Therapist by W. Arthur

Dr Sylvia Beltran is not only a highly respected psychologist, she is also a fully licensed therapist who treats her male patients in a somewhat unconventional manner... by meting out harsh discipline. Under her specialist motivational guidance, many males have been helped to see the error of their ways. Jason is a fine example of a man helped to overcome his faults by experiencing the feel of Sylvia's hard spanks on his bare bottom. At the start of the therapy he was filled with conceit and arrogance, but at the end of it, he has seen the light! After talking to Sylvia's husband, Tom, Jason begins to understand what is meant by giving up control to a strong, assertive woman. If only he can find such a woman for himself...

The Disciplined Male Anthology Two by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 18 femdom stories and includes the following:

To Catch a Panty Thief: After discovering that some of their panties were missing, room-mates Jill and Bethany go round to Stacey's apartment asking if their laundry has got muddled with hers. But when Stacey tells them she too is missing several pairs of panties, the three women decide to catch the panty thief in the act. They do exactly that, and the perpetrator of the crime is severely paddled with a hairbrush, given an enema, and shoved out of the apartment with a threat never to return.

An Evening at the Theater: The last thing college student Jason wants to do is see Hamlet with his mother and Aunt Susan. At the theatre his frequent flippant remarks threaten to ruin the experience for everyone until one of the actors suggests that his mother should do something about it. So, with his pants pulled down, his mother and aunt take turns to spank his bottom with a hairbrush, an act that results in wild applause from the transfixed audience.

Discipline Restored! by Michael Sharpe

Set during the Sixties at a time where a smacked bottom never did anyone any harm, this story revolves around a few main characters at a grammar school. In one short term, Lakeside Grammar School for Boys has slid into chaos and anarchy, ruled by rebellious, bullying schoolboys, such as Biffer Billings. The headmaster, Mr Robinson, is simply not cut out to dispense much needed corporal correction; fortunately he has his secretary, Miss Siddely, to do the necessary, aided by a feisty young lady called Janice. Janice is an older girl still at school but with clever makeup, pretends to be Miss Jugson from the local newsagents shop. Both ladies are very keen on dispensing CP, and school swot Skeffington, Biffer Billings, plus Ronnie and his best friend Simon all feel the might of hairbrush and slipper on their bottom. It is especially irritating for Ronnie as Janice is his older sister... who is also given disciplinary rights over him at home. And when schooldays are over for good, Janice and Miss Siddely still find male bottoms to spank...

The Spanking Secret by Ken Burke

Ken and Sarah enjoy a fulfilling marriage, even though it is Sarah who calls the shots. Sarah is the dominant one in the relationship, very much in charge. This is fine with Ken, who has a submissive nature and needs Sarah's discipline. He is spanked regularly by his wife, and this aspect of their relationship has been kept secret for many years. But gradually, things begin to change which have a huge impact on Ken. Sarah tells her friend Liz, and later her sister, Linda... and both end up firstly witnessing Ken's spankings, then spanking his bare bottom themselves. And it doesn't stop there, as Ken's bossy mother-in-law gets in on the act too. Ken has a sore bottom, and a face red with embarrassment, yet the situation in which he now finds himself in is a huge turn on. Well content with his lot, he wouldn't change a thing!

Punished by Miss Honeywell by Gary Kane

David's life changes drastically when his headmaster is replaced by Ms Jacobs, a formidable headmistress, skilled in caning bare bottoms. She demonstrates her prowess on the 18-year-old David for his persistent lateness, awarding extra strokes when it is discovered he has robbed Miss Honeywell's apples. Ms Jacobs orders David to apologise to Miss Honeywell and pick up every single apple in her garden. However, David gets far more than he bargained for... it appears Miss Honeywell is some sort of pervert! An attractive woman in her mid-thirties, she makes it clear how much she enjoys spanking a naughty young man's bare bottom, and proceeds to do so at regular intervals, with hand, hairbrush, and cane. In spite of a persistently sore backside, David is captivated by the deliciously deviant and assertive Miss Honeywell, and also by her friend Karen, who is later brought in to participate in their Saturday spanking sessions...

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.
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