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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:

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

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

Lost in the Wilderness: Kyle goes on a camping trip and wanders off, falls asleep and realizes he's lost in the forest. To his relief, his new stepmother tracks him down... but then she punishes his foolishness by preparing switches to use on his bare bottom. She gives him extra swats for moving out of position.

Memories of Mama Ivy: The narrator is horrified that his former school teacher, with the nickname of Miss Hickory Stick, is to become his new stepmother. Later, when he behaves inappropriately with his latest girlfriend, Mama Ivy gives him a fearsome belt whipping.

The Bridge Party: While Clemson's father is away, his stepmother Gretchen is in charge and asks Clemson to help out by serving food and drinks at her bridge party. He is rude and disrespectful and pays the price - a paddling with a wooden spoon.

Video Game Addict: Jackie is becoming more and more concerned over Andrew's addiction to video games. When he repeatedly ignores her, she shuts down the internet and spanks some sense into her stepson with a wooden spoon. When he disobeys her again, he gets a painful whipping with his father's belt.
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1. Double Trouble

Tyler Conway punched his brother in the arm for no reason.

"Dude!" Jacob Conway shouted, rubbing his left bicep. "What the fuck did you do that for?"

Tyler flashed his twin brother a sinister smile. "I felt like it."

"Well, don't do it again."

"Or else what?"

"Or else nothing," Jacob said. "Let's just say you'll be sorry."

Tyler laughed. "I've heard that shit before."

For the brothers, it was their third day home from college and they were bored already. Sitting side by side on the long sofa in the family room, they appeared identical, except that Tyler wore gray shorts with a white tee shirt while Jacob wore black shorts with a gray tee shirt. Tyler wore his brown hair in a buzz cut while Jacob's brown hair touched his ears and partially covered his forehead.

Although they went to separate colleges, they each were majoring in business administration. They both planned to work for their father's accounting firm when they graduated. They also had summer jobs working for a landscaping company, but weren't scheduled to start until the following Monday.

Tyler fingered the remote to the seventy inch HD television. He pushed buttons until a baseball game appeared on the screen.

"I don't want to watch baseball," Jacob said, reaching for the remote.

Tyler held it away from his brother. "Well, I do."

Jacob made a clumsy attempt to snatch the remote. Tyler blocked him with his right arm. Jacob grabbed the arm and both brothers tumbled off the sofa onto the floor. There they began a lively wrestling match, knocking over a table lamp in the process.

"Boys!" came a shrill female voice from the doorway.

The boys stopped their wrestling and sat up on the floor.

A middle-aged woman with short graying hair and wearing a yellow housedress entered the room and stared down at Jacob and Tyler. "What is this all about?" she asked in the same shrill voice.

The boys looked at her, then looked at each other.

She folded her arms in front of her and scowled. "Well, if you've got nothing better to do, I've got some work you can do that will keep you out of trouble."

Both boys groaned at the same time. "We're sorry, Carolyn," Jacob said, winking at his brother.

"Yeah," Tyler said.

Carolyn, their fifty-year-old stepmother, gave them a very hard stare. "I've heard that before," she said. "You two are bored. And when you get bored, you get into trouble. Jacob, you go outside and trim the hedges. Tyler, you clean out the garage."

The boys groaned again. While it was true they were bored and prone to trouble, they certainly didn't want to work around the house.

"But... we've got plans," Jacob protested.

"What plans?" she asked.

Jacob looked at Tyler, but his brother had a blank look on his face. "Uh... we were going to go to the mall."

"Yeah," Tyler added quickly.

Carolyn shook her head. "Well, you can forget that for now," she said. "I simply won't have you wrestling in the house, especially with your father away. Now, do what I told you to do."

Both boys stood up and hung their heads. Carolyn wasn't exactly a tyrant, but she was a no-nonsense person who expected others to toe the line. Since she had been their stepmother for the past eight years, Jacob and Tyler had excelled in school because she had demanded it, occasionally reinforcing her demands with punishments of various kinds.

"Yes, ma'am," Jacob said.

"All right," Tyler said.

They split up and went off to take on their assigned chores. Carolyn watched them go and smiled to herself.

Later that afternoon, after their chores were completed, Jacob and Tyler met in the backyard. Each held a can of Coors. Tyler looked over his shoulder as if to check for spies. "We can't let her get away with that shit," he said.

Jacob nodded and took a swallow from the can. "You said it, bro. But what can we do?"

"I don't know, but we've got to do something to get her back."

They both swallowed nearly half their beer, then put their heads together for a serious discussion on how to exact revenge on their stepmother. Neither twin was mean by nature and they definitely didn't want to risk doing something that would result in permanent damage, or anger their father, who had always been a strict disciplinarian.

They talked for nearly fifteen minutes, sometimes laughing at the various suggestions they floated back and forth. Finally, they agreed on a strategy and clinked their beer cans as though they were performing a fist bump.

Just then, Carolyn called out that dinner would be ready in thirty minutes. Both boys hurried into the house to clean up after their afternoon work.

After a dinner of spaghetti and meat sauce, Carolyn rose from the table in the large kitchen. "I'm going to leave you boys to clean up the dishes. I've got to take a bath and get ready for my bible study group."

"We'll take care of everything, Carolyn," Jacob said. "Then we're going to the mall. Okay?"

Carolyn shifted her gaze back and forth. "Okay. But I'll expect you home by ten."

"Yes, ma'am," the twins said at the same time.

Once their stepmother was gone, the boys rushed through the kitchen cleanup. They were finished in ten minutes, then went upstairs, listening for the sound of running water. When they heard it, they set about executing the plan they had formulated earlier in the day. Working quickly and quietly, they were finished before Carolyn was out of the bath.

They smiled and nodded to each other as they met in the garage. Then, after a brief scuffle over who was going to drive, they got into their father's older BMW and took off for the mall.

When they entered the house from the garage at five minutes before ten, the house was quiet. They jostled each other moving toward the family room; both Jacob and Tyler wanted to get to the remote first.

However, they were stopped by Carolyn's shrill voice. "Jacob, Tyler... come into the living room please."

The boys looked at each other. "Shit!" Tyler mouthed to his brother.

As they entered the formal living room, the first thing they noticed was that the heavy curtains were drawn completely over the picture window. The second thing they noticed was that Carolyn was sitting in the middle of the long sofa. On the coffee table in front of her were several items, including a car key, a cell phone, three library books, and a leather-bound bible. Last in line was a wooden hair brush with a large oval head and long handle.

The boys shuddered at the sight. They had seen all these items before, including the hairbrush.

For a long moment, Carolyn remained where she was, glaring at her stepsons. She took a deep breath. "Do you recognize the stuff on the table?"

"Of course," Jacob said, trying to look surprised at the question.

"And when did you see the stuff last?" she asked.

Tyler tried to effect an indignant, or at least indifferent, look. "How should we know? I think all that stuff came out of your bedroom."

She nodded. "Well, it should have," she said. "Because that's where it all was this morning. But when I got out of the bathroom, I couldn't find any of these things."

Both Jacob and Tyler swallowed hard but tried to maintain expressions of ignorance. "Well... sometimes things get misplaced," Tyler offered weakly.

She flashed them a sinister smile. "Yes, they do," she said. "And sometimes they have help getting misplaced. I searched for more than two hours before I found everything. The car key had somehow found its way into my underwear drawer. Now, how do you suppose that happened?"

"How should we know?" Jacob said.

She scowled again. "I had to miss my bible study class. I was supposed to be the class presenter this evening. I couldn't even call to tell them I wasn't coming because I couldn't find my phone. Ten people were counting on me and I had to let them down because of your stupid prank."

"But... Carolyn," Jacob started. "We didn't do anything."

Her brown eyes widened and flashed anger. "Don't lie to me, boy," she said. "You know you did it. I know you did it. God knows you did it. Now you need to be punished for it." She paused and fingered the hairbrush.

Realizing her intent, both boys shook their heads and began to back away.

She held up her hand. "No," she said. "You're not getting out of this. Now, we can settle this tonight or I can tell your father when he comes home tomorrow and he can settle it. Also, I can tell my brother. I'm sure he'll be happy to hear about it."

The twins looked at each other and recognized the magnitude of the threat. They both knew that their father would no doubt side with Carolyn and administer a punishment far worse than anything she could mete out. Plus, Carolyn's brother Phil owned the landscape company they were set to work for. They could lose their jobs or, at the very least, get the most miserable assignments if Phil found out what they did to his younger sister.

As Carolyn had said, there was no getting out of this. The relatively innocent prank that seemed so clever in the afternoon didn't seem nearly so clever now that they were faced with the consequences. They both stopped backing away.

Carolyn held up the hairbrush. "You know, this beauty belonged to my mother. She gave it to me when I married your father. As far as I know, she never used it on her hair, but that doesn't mean she never used it. Neither my two brothers nor I was the perfect child by any stretch of the imagination. But we all turned out pretty well, partly, I believe, because of our rather frequent encounters with this particular hairbrush." She stopped and looked at her stepsons. "Now, you both know I have spanked you before when you've needed it and your father wasn't around; but never with the hairbrush. Now, it's time we got serious."

Jacob shuffled his feet. "Look, Carolyn... we're sorry, okay," he said. "Hiding your stuff was a stupid thing to do."

"But," added Tyler. "I guess we were just mad you made us go out and work. We're sorry you missed your bible study class. We weren't thinking clearly."

"I have no doubt you're both sorry now that you're facing punishment," she said. "But you can't apologize your way out of a spanking." She gripped the handle of the brush tightly in her right hand and patted her lap. "Now, get your pants off and come over my lap. I don't care who goes first, but don't make me wait or repeat myself or the consequences will be much worse, I assure you."

The boys looked at each once again. As a recently retired middle school principal, their stepmother had an air of authority that couldn't be easily denied or ignored. The boys had learned that lesson the hard way years ago.

"I'll go first," Jacob said, unbuckling the belt on his jeans.

Tyler nudged his brother and shook his head. "No, I'll go first. It was mostly my idea."

Jacob pushed Tyler and continued stripping out of his jeans. "No... I'll go first."

Tyler grabbed his brother's arm and twisted it. Jacob grimaced and was about to hit his brother when Carolyn held up a hand. "Stop, both of you!" she shouted. "It's that kind of crap that gets you into trouble. My god, you can't even agree on who's going to get spanked first." She looked at each of them. "Do rock, paper, scissors. Whoever wins goes first. Do it now!"

They both nodded. They had used that particular game before to settle disputes. Tyler counted, "One, two, three, go."

Tyler made his right hand into a fist while Jacob held up two fingers in the form of scissors. "Ha!" Tyler said. "Rock beats scissors. I go first."

Jacob smiled. "Yes, you do."

Tyler finished stripping out of his jeans and looked over at his stepmother. "Oh... right," he said, not quite sure whether or not he had just won.

"Good. You got that settled," Carolyn said. She patted her lap. "Now, get over here. Jacob, don't you go anywhere. I'll get to you in a few minutes, believe me."

Slowly, Tyler took the five steps necessary to reach the sofa. Carolyn grasped his left wrist with her left hand and urged him down across her lap, covered by her housedress. She made an effort to position him so that his bottom was directly under her right arm. Then she bunched his briefs into his crack, exposing both muscular cheeks. "My goodness," she declared. "I hadn't fully appreciated how big you boys have gotten."

She raised her right arm high over her head, then brought it down fast, causing the flat side of the hairbrush to impact his right cheek. The sound of a thud resounded in the room, and he grimaced. A second later, she struck the left cheek with equal force. She paused and studied the pink flesh.

"We've got a ways to go, I think," she said. Immediately after making that declaration, she delivered another hard strike. This was followed by another and another and another, as she settled into a steady rhythm. At first, she alternated between cheeks, but after ten or so strokes, she simply spread the misery around, ensuring that every square centimeter of his once pristine bottom turned red.

Tyler squirmed and once tried to get up. She grabbed his left arm and, with surprising strength, pinned it behind his back. "That little maneuver will cost you extra," she said. She punctuated that statement with ten very hard strokes to his upper thighs. The increase in pain brought tears to his eyes.

"Carolyn, please stop," he said in a whining voice.

She actually laughed as she continued to spank him. "Boy, you should thank your lucky stars my mother isn't the one administering this spanking. Believe me, she would make you sorry you were ever born."

Tyler was already sorry. He didn't want to think about how bad Carolyn's mother would have spanked him. He clamped his mouth closed. More tears flooded his eyes as the hairbrush strokes continued. His bottom was quickly turning from pink to red to dark red.

From his position on the other side of the coffee table, Jacob watched the spanking, noting his brother's increasing agony. Finally, when he had seen enough, he took two steps forward. "Carolyn, that's enough," he shouted. "He's had enough."

Carolyn looked up and scowled. "Jacob, you should be more concerned about your own fate," she said.

However, the intrusion did cause her to break her rhythm and stop the spanking. She set the hairbrush down and ran her hand across Tyler's scorched backside. She looked at his face and saw the tears. "Well, I guess you've had enough." She released his left arm and pushed him off her lap. She pointed to a corner behind a wing chair. "Go stand in the corner and don't you dare turn around until I give you permission. Understand?"

Tyler crawled away from the sofa and got to his feet. "Yes, ma'am." Within seconds, he was in the designated corner with his tear-streaked face against the wall.

Carolyn turned to Jacob. "Okay, Jacob, it's your turn. Get your pants off and get over here."

Jacob glanced at his brother and saw the bruises beginning to sprout on Tyler's bottom. He wanted to run, but he knew he didn't dare. Besides, he told himself that anything his brother could endure, he could endure. Quickly, he stripped out of his jeans and stoically approached the sofa.

Immediately, Carolyn grasped his left wrist and pulled him down across her lap. She had him in position within a few seconds with his briefs bunched into his crack. "Even your bottoms look alike," she declared as she raised her right arm over her head. "But we'll see if we can create a slightly different pattern on your flesh."

Jacob closed his eyes. She's enjoying this, he thought. Then, as the first stoke impacted his left cheek, followed by another and another in rapid succession, he stopped thinking altogether.

He tried very hard not to squirm (he had learned that from watching Tyler's spanking) but as the evil kisses from that hairbrush began to take their toll on his pain tolerance, he couldn't help himself. He actually tried to push himself up.

She shook her head and pinned his left arm behind him. "Just like your brother," she said. "And you'll pay just like your brother." She punctuated this statement with ten strikes to the upper thighs that caused him to sob in agony.

For at least a minute or so, she spanked like a machine, her right arm going up and down, up and down like a piston in a cylinder until eventually he broke. Salty tears streamed down his face in torrents and he sobbed like a little boy.

She stopped the spanking and set the hairbrush on the table. She released his left arm and gently massaged the purplish flesh of his backside. "I guess you've had enough," she said and pushed him off her lap. "Now, go stand next to your brother. Don't turn around until I give you permission. Understand?"

Jacob painfully rose to his feet. "Yes, ma'am." He scurried to the wall and stood next to his brother.

Carolyn relaxed into the sofa, her eyes directed toward the sight of two flaming bottoms on full display. She glanced down at her wristwatch and saw that the time was now nearly ten thirty.

She sat quietly and waited for ten minutes before clapping her hands. "Okay, both of you. Turn and face me."

Jacob and Tyler did as they were told. Their tears had stopped flowing but their faces mirrored the pain they felt.

She stood up and approached them. "I know I was just hard on you," she said. "But what you did to me was mean-spirited and uncalled for. Believe it or not, I love you both very much. I know I'm not your biological mother, but that doesn't mean I can't love you and care about you as much as she would have done. I only want the best for you. Sometimes, you need to be reminded of that. I wouldn't have spanked you like that if I didn't love you." She held out her arms. "Now, please come here for a hug."

Both boys swallowed the remainder of their tears and their anger and accepted the embrace. For at least a minute, they remained locked together.

Then she released them. "Okay. The issue is settled. We'll keep this incident just between us. But don't ever try anything like that again."

Jacob and Tyler retrieved their jeans but didn't bother putting them on. "Yes, ma'am," they said simultaneously.

She turned and started for the stairs. "Please turn out the lights when you go to bed." She disappeared, leaving them standing in the middle of the living room, nursing sore bottoms.

They didn't say a word to each other. They didn't fight over the remote. They simply collected their jeans and went quietly to their rooms, remembering to turn out the lights as they went.

The following afternoon, Adam Conway arrived home from a four-day mission trip. He put down his suitcase and backpack, hugged and kissed his wife, and embraced his two sons. Once they were settled in the kitchen, he looked at each of them. "What's been happening around here since I've been gone?"

"Nothing exciting," Tyler said.

Jacob nodded.

Carolyn smiled. "The boys have got all their college stuff put away and have been a big help around the house and yard."

"So I see," Adam said. "So there haven't been any problems?"

"No sir," the boys said.

"Not a bit," Carolyn said.

"That's good to hear," Adam said. "I'm proud of all three of you."

Jacob and Tyler looked at each other. At the moment, they both felt a bit proud. But they knew that at some point this summer, they would probably get into trouble again. Sometimes, brothers - especially twin brothers - can't help themselves.


2. Like Father, Like Son

Jeremy Mellon was so anxious he had to consciously stop himself from fidgeting in his window seat as the 747 began its descent. He hadn't been home in a year, having spent the past twelve months living with the Moreno family in Callao, Peru, just outside of Lima. He had gone there as an exchange student, studying Spanish. However, he had also worked as an English teacher at one of the secondary schools.

While he was in Peru, he had tried to keep up with his father through frequent emails and an occasional conversation via Skype. However, he had been busy immersing himself in the local culture and taking side trips with the Moreno's two teenage sons, even going as far as Machu Picchu.

Thus, when his father told him via email that he had gotten married, Jeremy didn't think too much of it. After all, David Mellon had been widowed for three years and was dating Nancy Chaney even before Jeremy left for Peru. He had met Nancy a few times and thought, while she seemed a bit dominant (although Jeremy wasn't surprised at that since Nancy had been a police detective and now was an assistant DA), she was an attractive and independent older woman. She had been divorced for seven years and had a daughter who was two years older than Jeremy.

Besides, now that he was twenty-one and about to start his senior year at college, Jeremy figured that he would be leaving home soon and wouldn't really have to deal too often with either Nancy or Allison. Just stick it out until you can fly the nest, he told himself.

Still, as he watched the airport get closer and closer, he couldn't help being worried. Right after the wedding, his father and Nancy had sold their homes and purchased a new one together. So now, not only would he have to readjust to life back in the USA, he would have to acclimate himself to life in a new house and with a new stepmother and stepsister, as Allison would be living there too while she worked on a graduate degree. This wasn't what he had hoped to come home to.

The plane landed without incident and Jeremy collected his large L.L. Bean backpack from the overhead and joined the stream of passengers flowing toward the exit. After deplaning, he moved expeditiously along the concourse, barely looking at the throngs of travelers in the busy airport. As he walked steadily toward the baggage claim, he couldn't help wondering who be there to greet him. Would it just be his father? Or would it be the whole family? He shuddered at that prospect but saw it as a distinct possibility.

The first familiar face he saw when he reached the baggage conveyor for his flight was his father's. Jeremy felt a little relieved and waved. David waved back and rushed to embrace his son. "Good to see you made it home okay," David said. "We missed you."

Jeremy smiled and said, "I missed you too." But then he realized his father had said we missed you. His smile faded. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw two women approaching; one older and one younger. They were wearing nearly identical tops and jeans.

"Hi, Jeremy," the older woman said cheerfully. She pulled him into a hug.

"Hi, Nancy," Jeremy said, noting the smell of her body wash and her powerful arms. "And congratulations. Welcome to the family." He wasn't entirely sure he meant that but knew he should be at least diplomatic, especially when he saw the way his father looked at his new wife.

"Thank you," Nancy said. She stepped back and indicated the younger woman. "And this is your new stepsister, Allison."

Allison, who greatly resembled a younger version of her mother, smiled broadly and extended her right hand. "Does that welcome go for me too?"

A strange thing to ask, Jeremy thought, but he didn't say it. He remembered meeting Allison once two years before when Nancy and his father first started dating. Jeremy had thought at the time that Allison was an attractive young woman but definitely a no-nonsense type of person. "Of course, Allison," he said, grasping her hand. She had a very strong grip.

David rubbed his hands together and seemed to be beaming at his little family all together for the first time. "Well," he said, "let's collect your luggage and show you the new house."

Nancy briefly took his hand. "Yes, we have a room all fixed up for you. It has all your old stuff in it."

Jeremy nodded and turned toward the baggage carousel just as his two large suitcases appeared. Suddenly, he felt very tired, attributing it to jet lag or the aftermath of twelve hours of travel.

Ten minutes later, the four members of the newly-formed Chaney-Mellon family left the airport in Nancy's Escalade. Jeremy sat in the backseat next to Allison and listened to the casual conversation flowing around him. He noticed that Nancy and Allison did most of the talking, mostly about things and events of which he had little or no knowledge.

While he sat silently in his seat, gazing out the window and watching the scenery fly by, he almost felt like he was dreaming, or perhaps even hallucinating. Nothing seemed familiar, not the company, not the conversation, not the scenery. For an instant, he wished he was back in Peru, talking and joking in Spanish with Franco and Eduardo Moreno. He might even have preferred being with some of the native people he had met, conversing with them in their Quechuan dialect that he had learned.

The English he was hearing in the background seemed almost foreign to him, and he tuned it out until the SUV turned into a neighborhood of large new homes.

"This is our new street," David announced when they turned onto a street that ended in a cul-de-sac. The houses were two and three stories and sat on at least an acre of land surrounded by woods and green space. "Jefferson Court," he added.

Jeremy's eyes widened. It was a beautiful street but again, like everything else, it was completely unfamiliar. He began to feel disoriented.

Nancy piloted the SUV into the long and winding driveway of a massive house that sat at the arc of the cul-de-sac. "This is your new home, Jeremy," she said, raising the door on a three-car garage.

Jeremy scanned the inside of the garage, which was remarkably clean. There were two other cars parked. One was his father's familiar Ram 2500; the other was Jeremy's old Honda Civic, the one he bought when he was a senior in high school. He breathed a small sigh of relief. Everything else might be new, but at least they had kept his car.

Everyone got out of the SUV. Jeremy and David collected Jeremy's two suitcases and his backpack. They entered the house through a well-appointed and very clean mud room. As soon as they were inside, Jeremy sniffed the air and noted the faint aroma of fresh linen. Not bad, he thought, certainly better than the smell of sweat and fried food he had gotten used to in Peru.

Nancy smiled at him. "I'll bet you're anxious to see your new room and get acclimated. David, you and Jeremy take his stuff up to his room and show him around a little." She glanced at a large wall clock in the short corridor that led into an open kitchen. "I think we're all pretty hungry. Jeremy, I'm sure you are after your long flight. Allison and I will rustle us up some dinner."

Jeremy shifted his gaze back and forth between Nancy and his father. At that moment, there was absolutely no doubt in his mind that Nancy would be the head of this household. Okay, he thought, just go along with it.

Jeremy and his father carried the luggage through the kitchen into a long, well-appointed family room with a stone fireplace at one end and sliding glass doors along the back wall. Beyond the doors, he could see a massive wooden deck.

From the family room, they came to a long staircase that led to a second floor complete with an overlook. When they reached the top of the stairs, David turned to the left and said to Jeremy, "Your bedroom is the last door on the right, the back bedroom. We thought you would appreciate the quiet. Allison's bedroom is near yours. Sorry, but you'll have to share the Jack-and-Jill bathroom."

Jeremy rolled his eyes as they approached the last door. For a year, he had shared the one bathroom in the Moreno's house with five other people. Sharing it with one would be a breeze.

When they entered his room, he was pleasantly surprised. It was larger than he had expected - at least 140 square feet with a walk-in closet. One door led to the bathroom. The room had two large windows that overlooked woods and green space to the back of the house.

The room also had a queen-size bed under one of the windows, a high six-drawer dresser, a small desk and chair (the same desk he had used in the old house) and a brand new 42-inch television mounted on the wall opposite the bed

All in all, the room appeared to be very comfortable and, as his father had said, quiet. He set the luggage down on the bed.

David smiled. "Well, what do you think?"

"Very nice," Jeremy said. "Thank you."

David's smile faded a little. "Jeremy, I know this is a big change and you'll need some time to adjust, especially to having two women in the house. Give it a chance. Okay?"

"Sure, Dad," Jeremy said. "Part of me is still in Peru. But I think that part will catch up with me soon."

"It's good to have you home, son," David said. "Hopefully, you can just relax for the next couple of weeks until school starts up again. It's hard to believe you'll be finishing up your degree this year. Oh, did I tell you that Allison is in grad school? I think she's due to finish her master's in engineering."

Jeremy nodded. "Yes, you told me."

Just then, Nancy called them from downstairs. "Jeremy, David... food's ready."

David smiled again. "Well, we've been summoned. Let's eat. I'm hungry and I know you must be."

Jeremy nodded.

The four members of the family sat on padded benches at the granite-topped island that separated the kitchen from the family room. The women had prepared a dinner of pasta with meat sauce and mushrooms, along with a salad.

When they were finishing up, Nancy looked at Jeremy. "Jeremy, did your father tell you about his new project?"

"No," Jeremy said.

David looked around him. "They decided to rebuild the bridge over the Little Samuel River," he said. "My company got the contract."

Jeremy smiled at his father. But inside, he was groaning because he knew the project meant his father would be away from home for long periods of time, leaving Jeremy alone with his stepmother and stepsister. "When does the project start?" he asked.

"We're drawing up the plans now," David said. "We'll be on-site in a couple of days."

"That's great, Dad," Jeremy said. He knew and understood how much his father, a structural engineer, enjoyed his work. David had wanted to work on that bridge for years.

When Jeremy awoke the following morning, the house was empty. His father had left for work before seven in order to get to the new job site. Nancy had left for her office before eight. Even Allison was gone. She had told Jeremy the evening before that she was completing an internship at Bronson Laboratory.

Jeremy had been vaguely aware of the sound of a shower running in the bathroom they shared. Still, even though he knew everyone was gone, he got out of bed cautiously and listened for any sounds of life. He knocked on the bathroom door just before turning the knob.

When he entered the big bathroom, with a tub/shower combo along the back wall and double sinks, he noted that it was very neat. In the air was a faint smell of body lotion and shampoo.

As he looked around him, he noticed that Allison had concentrated her toothbrush, toothpaste, and other toiletries near one of the sinks, leaving the remaining counter space empty. That was very gracious of her, Jeremy thought. He knew he would have to return the favor.

After he finished his shower and got dressed, he decided to get some breakfast and explore the house a little more. It appeared to be a beautiful late summer day outside and he thought he might go for a walk around his new neighborhood as well.

Quickly, he ate a bowl of cereal while gazing out into the backyard and the green space beyond. It really was a very nice area. He could understand why his father and Nancy had chosen it for their new home.

He rinsed his bowl and spoon in the farmhouse sink and placed them in the dishwasher. Then he set about exploring the house. He had already seen the kitchen and the family room, so he went into the living room. Besides the formal living area, he also discovered a dining room and two smaller rooms side by side that were set up as offices - probably one for Nancy and one for his father, he surmised.

Finally, he came to a door near the mud room that he hadn't seen before. He opened it and discovered a stairway that obviously went down to a basement. He activated a light switch and descended the carpeted steps into a basement area that was totally finished with a bar, a pool table, two sofas, and a large screen television. There was also a sliding glass door that opened out to the backyard.

Wow, this is nice, he thought as he ran his fingers over the smooth felt surface of the pool table. He went further into the basement and discovered a full bathroom and a laundry room. Next to the laundry room was a closed door. He tried the knob and found that it was locked. He tried it again, but it wouldn't budge. "What's in there?" he said aloud. He couldn't imagine what was so secret that someone in the family felt compelled to lock the door.

After a few seconds, he shook his head and moved back to the pool table, resolved to ask his father about it later.

Later that evening, Jeremy had dinner with Nancy and Allison. His father wasn't home yet. Nancy asked him how his first day back went, and Jeremy described how he had mostly relaxed and explored the neighborhood. He had also started his car and drove it around the area. It had been a year since he had driven, and he needed to check his ability behind the wheel.

In turn, he asked Nancy a few questions about her job as an ADA and became quickly bored by her descriptions of her caseload. Allison also shared a few details about her activities at Bronson. Not being an engineer or any kind of scientist, Jeremy didn't understand a word of it.

After dinner, he went for a short walk around the cul-de-sac, then excused himself and went to his bedroom for the night. He was surprisingly tired and also needed to message the Moreno family that he had gotten home okay and update them on his new life in the US.

He was nearly asleep when he heard voices coming from downstairs. He checked his bedside clock and saw that it was five minutes after eleven. As he listened, he thought one of the voices belonged to his father. He had a thought that he should go downstairs and greet him, see how the new project was coming along.

With that in mind, he went to his door and opened it a crack. But he stopped when he heard Nancy say, "... And you couldn't call me? Was your phone broken?"

David said something in reply, but Jeremy couldn't quite make it out.

"Well," Nancy continued in a calm, even voice, "this thoughtlessness can't continue. I think you need a trip to the basement."

"No, Nancy, please," David said.

"Yes... and right now."

"Please... not with my son in the house."

"You should have thought of that," Nancy said. "Now, let's go. We all have to go to work in the morning."

"Yes, ma'am," David said.

Jeremy was riveted in place. He listened intently but heard only silence. Overcome by curiosity, he cautiously ventured out of his room and crept down the hall toward the overlook. When he reached it, he crouched down and peered over the top of the rail. He saw nothing and nobody.

He had no idea what his father and Nancy were going to do in the basement, but he had a strong feeling they weren't going for a game of pool. He glanced back over his shoulder and saw that Allison's door was closed. Probably already asleep, he thought.

He went to the stairs and slowly descended, keeping his ears finely tuned to the sound of voices. But it wasn't until he reached the living room that he heard the faint sound of a key turning in a lock, followed by Nancy saying, "Okay, get in there." Then he heard the sound of a door closing.

The locked room, he thought. He crept closer to the door that led to the basement. He just had to find out what was going on.

When he reached the basement steps, he didn't go down. Rather, he stayed at the top, listening. At first, he didn't hear anything. But after a minute or so, he was certain he heard the muffled sound of something hitting something else, something soft. Each strike was followed by a groan.

He put together what he was hearing with the snatches of conversation he had heard earlier and determined, much to his horror, that his father was getting a spanking. His eyes widened. He couldn't believe it. He turned and was about to go back upstairs when he heard his father say, "Nancy, that's enough. I'm sorry." This was followed by the sound of several more hard strikes.

"I'll tell you when you've had enough," Nancy said. "And keep your voice down. You'll wake Jeremy and Allison."

"I can't help it," David said. "You're going too hard."

Nancy laughed. "You're such a wimp," she said. "Now, take your spanking like a man and learn from it."

There was no more talk after that. Jeremy listened for another minute or so, listened until the spanking stopped. At that moment, he decided he better go back upstairs to his room. He certainly didn't want to get caught spying.

As quietly as he could, he crept back through the house and up the stairs to his room. Just as he reached the top of the stairs, he thought he saw Allison's door close. He froze. He didn't want Allison to see him either.

Once he was safely in his room with the door closed, he lay down on his bed. But he couldn't relax. He kept replaying what he heard in the basement over and over again. His new stepmother was actually spanking his father - for what he couldn't be certain. He thought about that for a long time. He thought about his father submitting to the stronger will. Did she seduce him? Did she have him in her evil clutches?

Then Jeremy shifted his thoughts to his mother, who had been a surgical nurse and died of breast cancer. Before she had been overcome by her illness, she had also been a strong-willed woman who had served as the family disciplinarian when necessary. She had spanked Jeremy more than once. Had she also spanked her husband?

Jeremy couldn't visualize that. But he couldn't reject the possibility of it either. In the months following Bonnie's death, David had seemed totally lost. Eventually, he straightened out and buried himself in his work. Sometimes, father and son would go several days without saying more than two words to each other.

Jeremy thought about how his father seemed now, what he had seen yesterday at the airport and in the evening. He had to admit that his father seemed more relaxed, actually possibly happy. Perhaps what David needed was the discipline that signaled love.

While Jeremy was reasoning all this out, he heard low voices coming up the steps. "I think we have some making up to do," he heard Nancy say.

'Yes, ma'am," David said.

Jeremy heard the sound of a door closing and surmised that his father and Nancy were in their large master bedroom with the marble ensuite. It wasn't hard for him to imagine what they would be doing once behind closed doors.

Once again, when Jeremy awoke the next morning, the house was quiet. As it was nine fifteen, he assumed that the other three members of the family were gone. Just like the day before, he showered, dressed, and went downstairs to get himself some cereal. While he was eating, he glanced outside and noted that the sky was overcast; it appeared as though rain was imminent. No neighborhood walk today, he told himself.

After breakfast, he went back to his room and surfed the internet on his laptop. He also got on social media and scrolled Facebook and twitter posts until he got bored and restless. He looked out his window and saw that it was now raining heavily, definitely not a good day to go outside. Briefly, he thought about his father at the job site. Did David also have a sore bottom?

That thought led back to what he had heard the night before, the definite sounds of a spanking coming from the locked room. He couldn't help wondering if perhaps today, by some miracle, the door would be unlocked. He told himself there was only one way to find out.

He shut down his computer and headed to the basement. When he reached it, he examined the large room more carefully, noting the vast collections of beer and wine behind the bar. He got himself a Bud Lite and approached the pool table. He had never seen his father play pool before and wondered if anyone actually used the table or if it had been left by the previous occupants. He himself had only played pool three times in his life, and that was when he was a junior in high school.

He found a rack and cue and arranged the balls in the wooden triangle. He was about to place the cue ball when his eyes fell on the closed door, stark white against the near darkness. He tried to shift his gaze back to the pool table, but he couldn't. The door simply called to him. He set the cue down on the table and moved toward the door.

When he reached it, he tried the knob. Much to his surprise, the knob turned in his hand. With his heart now galloping, he slowly and cautiously pushed the door open. The room beyond was dark. He stuck his hand inside, probing for a light switch. When he found it, he flipped the switch up.

Immediately, the room was filled with light. From the doorway, he could see that the room was in the shape of a small square, perhaps ten feet by ten feet. In the middle of the room was a four-legged bench about three feet high. The rectangular seat had a leather pad across its length. There was a leather cuff attached to each leg.

Even given Jeremy's relative inexperience, he understood the purpose of the bench, especially when he saw that behind the bench was a cabinet. The doors were opened to reveal a collection of paddles and straps. There was absolutely no doubt in his mind that this room was used exclusively for the administration of corporal punishment. He already knew his father had been on the receiving end of a spanking administered by Nancy. He couldn't help but wonder if Allison had some experience in the room as well.

After scanning the room with its sparse but functional accoutrements, he ventured inside. When he reached the bench, he examined the seat and the straps, trying to imagine what it would be like to be bent over the seat, hands and legs secured, bottom fully exposed and highly vulnerable. He looked over at the cabinet. When his mother spanked him, she had used mostly her hand. One time she had used a wooden spoon over his underpants. She had never used any of the implements he saw on display here.

He was about to take a closer look at the paddles and straps when he heard a noise behind him. Quickly, he turned toward the door and nearly fainted. In the doorway was Nancy, with Allison right behind her. They were both scowling.

"So..." Nancy began, "you discovered the punishment room. I guess I forgot to lock the door last night." She gave Jeremy a very hard stare. "Well, now that you've seen it, what do you think?"

Jeremy opened his mouth but couldn't produce any sound. His face was thoroughly flushed.

Nancy chuckled humorlessly. She nodded. "Allison and I had a feeling you heard your father and me last night and would be curious. Did you hear?"

Jeremy took a deep breath. "Well... uh..."

"Speak up, boy," Nancy said in a calm but insistent voice. "Did you hear or not? And I caution you not to lie to me because, believe me, I will know it."

Jeremy believed that. "I heard something last night. I wasn't sure what it was."

Nancy laughed. "You knew all right," she said. "Yes, I spank your father when he deserves it. He expects it and it keeps him in line. Although he hasn't admitted it, I imagine your mother spanked him too. Did she ever spank you?"

Jeremy tried to look at his stepmother but couldn't quite meet her gaze. "Uh... sometimes."

Nancy smiled. "I thought so," she said. She and her daughter moved into the room. Allison closed the door behind her and made a show of turning the lock.

Jeremy began to get scared, trapped in a small room with what appeared to be two crazy women. "Now... just a minute-"

Nancy held up a hand to stop him. "Jeremy, you got caught seeing something you weren't supposed to see. But since you have seen it, I might as well explain how we do things around here." She paused and rubbed her forehead. "As you might have surmised, this is a female-dominant house. I am the head of this household. My authority is beyond question. And I have enough experience as a police officer and prosecutor to know that if you're soft on minor offenses, you only encourage miscreants to commit larger offenses. Does that make sense to you?"

Jeremy was almost too stunned to speak. "Uh... I guess so."

Nancy gave him another very hard look. "There's no guessing about it, boy," she said. "When I ask you a question, I fully expect a proper answer. Is that clear?"

He suddenly remembered his father saying 'yes, ma'am' last night. The situation seemed bizarre, almost surreal. But he understood that it was really happening. "Yes, ma'am," he said.

Nancy smiled and looked at Allison. "See, honey. That's how it's done."

Allison returned her mother's smile. "You're the best, Mom."

Nancy turned back to Jeremy. "Now, what to do with you," she said, almost to herself.

Jeremy took another deep breath. "You don't need to do anything," he said. "I said I understood. I won't give you any trouble."

Nancy scowled. "See, that's what I'm talking about," she said, mostly to Allison. "Did you note the disrespect and impertinence in his voice?"

"Yes, I did," Allison said.

"Jeremy, I wasn't addressing you. In this room, you are permitted to speak only when I ask you a question or give you permission. Is that clear?"

Jeremy swallowed hard, realizing his mistake, especially at understanding the gravity of his situation. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good. Now, I can see that you're learning. But I think we need to reinforce the lesson to make absolutely sure there are no future slipups. Let's see if you can take a spanking as well as your father, see if it's true what they say: like father, like son."

He looked at Nancy, then at Allison. He looked past them to the door, wondering if he could actually get to the door and unlock it before they could stop him. But then, where would he go, even if he was successful? The next year of his life was in this house. No, there would be no escape.

Nancy pointed to the bench. "Okay, Jeremy, moment of truth. Get your pants down and bend over the bench. I know I'm not your mother. I'm not trying to be. But I do care about you, just as I do your father. I want to ensure that you toe the line and that you understand there are consequences for displaying inappropriate behaviors."

Before Jeremy could respond, Allison winked at her mother. Nancy nodded. Allison approached Jeremy and patted him gently on the cheek. She gave him a small smile. "You know what turns me on?"

He looked into his stepsister's eyes, but wasn't sure how to answer the totally unexpected question. He shook his head.

She patted him again. "Contrition," she said. "There's just something about seeing a man with tears in his eyes that gets me wet every time." She stepped back. "Take your spanking, Jeremy, and see what happens afterward."

He wondered what she meant by that, still not convinced that this whole scene wasn't part of a bad dream.

Nancy clapped her hands to get his attention. "Now, Jeremy!" she said. "Or, if you prefer, Allison and I will strip you and tie you over the bench. Of course, the punishment will be much worse if we have to do that."

This woke him up. Once more, he looked at mother and daughter and noted the determination on their faces. There would be no getting out of this. He nodded and pushed his sweat pants down below his hips, exposing his boxer shorts. "Uh... the boxers too?"

"Don't be stupid, boy," Nancy said. "Of course, the boxers. I need to see what I'm doing."

Slowly, he pushed his boxer shorts down to his knees and put his hand over his penis and scrotum. The pink on his face deepened to a bright crimson.

"Okay, now bend over the bench. Don't make me wait."

He wanted to run. He thought for a giddy instant that he could overpower both mother and daughter, perhaps even turn the tables on them. But as he looked at them, noted their very attractive but less-than-delicate physiques, he knew the effort would ultimately be futile and would, no doubt, result in worse punishment. Dutifully, he bent his upper body over the seat of the bench. When he was in position, Allison winked at him and flashed a sensuous smile that made his blush deepen.

"Jeremy, what did your mother use to spank you?" Nancy asked.

"Uh... her hand," he replied.

The stepmother huffed. "The hand? A hand spanking is hardly worth the effort."

"Well, she did use the wooden spoon once," he said.

Nancy chuckled. "Ah, yes," she said. "A good solid wooden spoon can be effective, if used properly. But there's nothing like a paddle." She turned to Allison. "Allison, which paddle would you use on Jeremy?"

Allison went to the cabinet and eyed the collection of paddles. "Well, considering we're only trying to teach Jeremy a lesson in contrition and factoring in his relative inexperience, I would start with the bamboo paddle."

Nancy beamed at her daughter. "A good choice," she said. "Light weight yet solid, imparts a lasting sting but no heavy bruising." She joined her daughter at the cabinet and selected a paddle made of bamboo. The paddle was a foot long, nearly three inches wide, and a quarter inch thick. She clutched the handle with her right fist and gently slapped her left palm with the end. She turned to Allison. "Okay, honey, watch and learn."

Nancy stepped in behind Jeremy. Allison stood about a foot behind her. "Okay, Jeremy, this will hurt. But it's for your own good. In fact, I wouldn't bother if I didn't care about you. Now, during the spanking, you will not speak or attempt to get up. If you do, you will be gagged and secured to the bench. Then I will substitute this wimpy bamboo paddle for one that is a lot worse. Do you understand that?"

Jeremy tried to think. Did he understand? No, he didn't understand anything at this moment except that he needed to answer the question. "Yes, ma'am."

"Mom," Allison started, as she watched her mother retract her arm. "How do you know when he's been spanked enough?"

Nancy delivered a hard shot to Jeremy's right cheek. "Good question," she said. "You tell me when he's had enough." She punctuated that statement with two more solid strikes, one to his left cheek and the other across the center of both cheeks.

Allison smiled and moved to where she could see both his bottom and his face. "Okay."

Jeremy grimaced. The pain wasn't too bad yet, although his stepmother had been right about the sting. Still, so far the spanking wasn't as bad as the one his mother had administered with the wooden spoon. However, he had a strong feeling that was about to change.

After the first three strikes, Nancy no longer hesitated. Rather, she delivered blow after blow after blow to his upturned bottom. Occasionally, she would glance over at Allison, but the daughter showed no indication that she felt he'd had enough.

After fifty or so strokes of the paddle, Jeremy was forced to concede that the pain was worse than anything he'd ever experienced before, that this 'wimpy' bamboo paddle was certainly harsher than his mother's wooden spoon. He wanted to protest, to scream that he'd had enough, beg Nancy to stop, beg Allison to tell her mother to stop.

But he bravely held his tongue. If his father could endure Nancy's harsh punishment, so could he. Tears began to well up in his eyes and leak out the sides. He lost track of how many times the paddle had graced his backside. He lost track of time completely. The spanking seemed to go on forever, even though it had probably been only a couple of minutes.

Then, just as he didn't think he could take any more. Just as he was about to break completely, Allison touched the side of his face and said, "Mom, I think he's had enough."

Nancy pulled her stroke and ran her left hand gently over Jeremy's scorched flesh. She looked at his face. "Allison, I think you're maybe even harder than I am. I would have stopped thirty seconds ago."

That didn't make Jeremy feel any better as he blinked his eyes to clear them of the copious tears. When his vision was better, he saw that Allison was smiling at him. She bent over his head and kissed him gently on his moist forehead. "Mom, is it okay now?"

Nancy laughed and stepped toward the cabinet. She put the paddle back in its slot and turned back to her daughter. "He's all yours, honey," she said. However, just before unlocking the door, she stopped and looked at her stepson. "Okay, Jeremy, you've been punished. I must admit that you took it pretty well. Let's not have any repeats. From this moment on, I fully expect you to respect my authority completely. And if I'm not here, Allison is in charge and is now authorized to administer punishment, if necessary."

"Thanks, Mom," Allison said.

"You're welcome," Nancy said. "Jeremy, if you obey the rules of the house and don't do anything stupid, we will all get along just fine. Just one nice loving family. Okay?"

Jeremy managed to clear his throat and take a deep breath. "Yes, ma'am."

Nancy gave him one last smile, turned the lock, opened the door, and disappeared into the room beyond.

Once Nancy was gone, Allison stroked Jeremy's tear-streaked face. Then she shifted her hand to his bottom. "I told you that contrition turns me on," she said. She stepped back. "Mom has to go back to work, but I don't. That puts me in charge. So, I order you to accompany me to my bedroom." She retracted her right hand and gave his wounded bottom a hard slap. "Now, get up and follow me. Okay?"

Slowly, he pushed himself up. He rubbed his bottom with both hands, not worrying that his front was still exposed. "Yes, ma'am."

She flashed another wide smile as she turned to the door. "I think I'm going to like having you for a brother. But I'm very glad we're not related by blood."


3. Lost in the Wilderness

For the first ten miles of the drive out of Eugene and the University of Oregon, Harrison Gilchrist engaged in small talk with his son, Kyle, "How was your spring semester? Have you decided on a major? Do you want to stay in the same dorm next fall?"

It wasn't until he had driven the new Escalade onto Interstate 5, headed north to Portland, that he turned to his nineteen-year-old son. "Kyle, I've been called away on business," he said.

Kyle twisted in the passenger seat. "Where?"

"I'm not sure yet," Harrison, a lawyer who specialized in international contract negotiations, said. "Most likely Germany. I'll be gone for at least a week."

Kyle scowled. He was counting on spending some time with his father and then going to work in his father's office for the summer, making some extra money and flirting with Mindy, the young file clerk. He definitely didn't want to come home and have to spend a week alone in the house with his father's new wife, Jean. "When do you have to go?"

"Tomorrow morning," Harrison said. He looked over at his only child and noted the expression of disappointment. "Look, I'm sorry. This just came up and it's something I have to do. But... and here's the thing... you won't be bored. Jean and Meghan Foster are taking a small group of girl scouts to a campsite near the North Fork Reservoir. You know, somewhere near where the Clackamas enters the Salmon Huckleberry Wilderness. You know that area, so I told Jean you would go along. I believe they are planning on camping for four or five days."

Kyle's scowl deepened. Spending four or five days camping in the woods with Jean and a bunch of girls, while not exactly his worst nightmare, was a dismal prospect. He had been hoping to reconnect with his old sometimes girlfriend, Maddie. "Dad, why do I have to go along on some stupid trip? I can manage at home by myself."

Harrison gave his son a small reassuring smile. "I'm sure you can," he said. "But they could use an extra hand and this will give you and Jean an opportunity to get to know each other better."

This got Kyle's attention. It was true that the marriage happened so fast he hadn't had a chance to connect with his father's new wife. All he really knew about Jean Adkins was that she was in her late thirties and a middle school science teacher. Kyle didn't even know if she had been married before. What difference did it make anyway? At least she didn't have kids of her own, so he wouldn't have to deal with any little stepbrothers or sisters.

He looked over at his father. "Dad, does Jean even want me to come along?"

"Yes," Harrison said. "She and I talked about it at length, and she feels the same way I do." He paused and his expression hardened slightly. "Now, there's no arguing or stewing about this. You're going. And, I expect you to behave yourself. I know you've camped in the wilderness before, but this is Jean's trip, so you will do what she tells you to do. Are we clear on that?"

Kyle hung his head. Ever since his mother's sudden death six years ago, his father had let him do pretty much whatever he wanted. However, when his father used that tone of voice, Kyle knew he better listen and take note. "Yes, sir."

Harrison nodded and changed the subject. Kyle spent the remainder of the nearly two hour drive in silence, brooding about his bad luck.

When they arrived at their large suburban home, Jean was waiting for them. She hugged and kissed Harrison and hugged Kyle. She was a pretty woman with a tall sturdy body. She wore wire rim glasses and had short dark hair. She used very little if any makeup. Kyle thought she looked every bit a science teacher and couldn't help but wonder what his father saw in her. However, he generally put that out of his mind. After all, he told himself, if she made his father happy, so be it. It was really none of his business, and he intended to keep it that way.

Jean smiled at them cheerfully. "I'll bet you boys are hungry," she said while she watched them bring in Kyle's many belongings.

"I could eat," Harrison said, kissing his wife on the cheek.

Kyle settled for nodding.

"Okay, you boys finish putting everything away, then come into the kitchen," Jean said.

Thirty minutes later, Kyle and Harrison sat on stools at the long granite-topped island in the large country kitchen. Jean placed plates of ham and potato salad in front of them, along with tall glasses of ice tea.

While they ate, she came and went, gathering small items she put in a cardboard box. Once the box was full, she sat down on a stool on the opposite side of the island and sipped ice tea. She glanced at Kyle. "Kyle, your father says you know the North Fork Reservoir pretty well and have camped in the Salmon Huckleberry Wilderness."

Kyle looked up from his plate. "Yes," he said in a near whisper. "I've even canoed the Clackamas."

Jean smiled. "Good," she said. "We could use an extra pair of eyes. You can't be too careful in the Wilderness."

"Very few people know that area as well as Jean," Harrison said.

Jean chuckled. "I don't know about that," she said. "But I did do a semester of field work in the Wilderness when I was in grad school. Almost got lost a few times and had to learn my way around the hard way."

Kyle didn't respond to that. Rather, for a moment, he reflected back on his own experience. When he was in high school, he belonged to an adventure club that, among other things, took a few trips along the Clackamas River. He learned how to set up a camp, build a fire, and paddle a canoe. He hadn't particularly enjoyed the experience. In truth, he had joined the club mostly because it was popular with a few senior girls that he admired and wanted to get closer to. He had met Maddie on one of the last trips. On the last day of that trip, she had let him sleep with her.

When they were finished eating, Jean collected their plates and put them in the dishwasher. She glanced at the clock. "Okay, we've all got a lot to do," she said. "Honey, I know you've got to pack for your trip tomorrow. And Kyle, you need to get settled and pack your gear. We leave at eight."

Kyle stood up and stifled a grimace. He remembered his father's directive to behave himself and thought about how Jean (he simply couldn't think of her as a stepmother) had just assumed that Kyle would be packed and ready to go first thing in the morning, the morning after he got home from college.

He spent the remainder of the late afternoon and evening in his room surfing his social media accounts and texting his friends, letting anyone who might care know that he would be mostly out of touch for a few days.

Around eleven, after he had put together a pile of old clothes and gear he would need for the trip, he settled on his bed. He closed his eyes but couldn't sleep. From downstairs, he could just make out the sound of his father and his new wife talking and laughing together. Then everything went quiet and Kyle imagined the newlyweds locked together, making love like a couple of teenagers. Quickly, he tried to put that out of his mind as ridiculous. After all, wasn't his father too old for that kind of foolishness? He fell asleep with that question unanswered.

At six-thirty the following morning, all three members of the Gilchrist household were up. Harrison put his heavy suitcase and attaché case in the back of the Escalade. Then he kissed Jean, hugged Kyle, and wished them good luck on their trip. He said that he would contact them when he could and hopefully see them in a week. Following a flurry of good-byes, he climbed into the SUV and disappeared down the driveway.

Jean turned to Kyle. "Are you all packed and ready to go?"

He nodded and pivoted away from her.

She grasped his arm. "Kyle, let's go into the kitchen and sit for a minute, have a glass of orange juice."

He stopped and looked at her, not knowing exactly what to think. One thing he did know, however, was that she had a subtle air of authority, probably the result of trying to manage classes of unruly middle schoolers.

Once they were in the kitchen and seated at the island, Jean gazed at her stepson. "Kyle, I know we haven't had time to get to know each other and that you probably think of me mostly as that bitch of a science teacher you were grateful you didn't have in eighth grade." She smiled when she said that.

Kyle said nothing, just waited for the other shoe to drop.

Her smile widened. "I know what kind of reputation I have," she said. "And it's mostly true. I make no apology for the way I am. My students are the best in the district because I make sure they toe the line."

Kyle rolled his eyes. He'd heard enough already. "Jean, what's your point, if you don't mind me asking?"

She reached over and touched his hand. "I'm more or less assuming you don't want to come on this trip. Am I right?"

Kyle thought for a moment. She was right, of course, but he didn't want to just blurt it out. "Well, it's probably not what I would have chosen to do the first week I was home... but it's okay."

"Well said. Look, this is an important trip. The girls are trying to earn merit badges and we are tasked with looking for a few endangered species of salamanders. Meghan and I have a very strict protocol we must follow in order to be successful in our mission. Since you know the area, I believe you can be very helpful. But I will need you to follow my instructions to the letter. Can you do that?"

"No worries," he said, consciously suppressing the urge to roll his eyes again. "My dad already gave me that order."

She scowled. "Look, Kyle, I'm hoping that you and I can use this trip to get to know each other better. Your father and I love each other very much and we're going to be together for a long time. You are very important to your father, so you're very important to me. Okay?"

"Sure," he said. He stood up. "I need to use the bathroom before we leave and bring my stuff down. Are we done for now?"

Jean also stood up. "Yes, we're done for now," she said. "I want us out the door and into the van by eight."

He felt like saluting. He settled for nodding.

At ten minutes before eight, Kyle helped Jean pack their camping gear: packs, boxes of food, tents, sleeping bags, and lanterns, along with some science gear, into the back of Jean's Odyssey. After Jean set the house alarm system, she climbed into the driver's seat and backed the minivan down the driveway. Kyle occupied the passenger seat and kept his face directed toward the door window.

A short drive later, Jean parked the minivan in the lot of the middle school. Almost simultaneously, three SUVs pulled into the lot and approached the Odyssey. Jean got out. From his vantage point in the passenger seat, Kyle could see that the SUVs each contained at least one adult and one or two teenage girls.

Jean tapped on his window. "Kyle, please help unload their gear."

He nodded and got out of the minivan.

Just at that moment, a small blue bus pulled into the lot. Jean waved. "That's Meghan Foster," she said to Kyle. "She teaches with me and is enrolled in grad school. She's also the troop leader."

While Jean was talking, the bus stopped and a tall middle-age woman stepped out. "Good morning, Jean," the woman said.

Kyle gazed at her. She was definitely older but also very stately. She filled out the jeans and tee shirt she was wearing very nicely. He also couldn't help noticing the plain gold band on the third finger of her left hand.

Jean turned to Kyle. "Kyle, this is Meghan," she said formally. "Meghan, this is my stepson, Kyle."

Meghan extended her right hand. "Nice to meet you, Kyle," she said. She beckoned to a teenage girl who had emerged from the bus. "This is my daughter, Anna."

Kyle briefly grasped Meghan's hand and nodded to Anna, noting that she resembled her mother but was obviously younger than fifteen. Jail bait, he thought to himself. And I will be stuck with a whole group of them for at least four days.

For the next several minutes, Kyle was introduced to six more girls, all members of the same girl scout troop and who had just completed the eighth grade. He helped transfer a small mountain of gear into the back of the bus, including an extra tent for Kyle and a portable gazebo for the science apparatus.

Once the gear was stored, three girls got into the back of the Odyssey, while Kyle resumed his place in the passenger seat. Four girls boarded the bus with Meghan. Jean got behind the wheel  "Everyone buckled in?" she asked.

"Yes, Ms. Adkins," the three girls said in a chorus.

Jean laughed as she started the engine. "Then we're off," she said. "And, by the way, it's Mrs. Gilchrist now."

Kyle stifled a grimace. In his mind, there was only one Mrs. Gilchrist and she was buried in Grandview Cemetery. He settled into his seat and kept his face against the window.

During the long drive, he tried not to listen to the banter coming from the back of the minivan. However, no matter how much he tried, he couldn't help hearing Rosa tell her two companions, Allison and Brooklyn (who would name their daughter after a city? he wondered. But then he realized that Maddie was a nickname for Madison) about how some high school sophomore boy (Tyler, he thought he heard) tried to pick her up as she walked home from school. This revelation prompted a chorus of boos and chuckles from her companions.

"You girls need to be very careful," Jean said.

Kyle closed his eyes and was nearly asleep when they passed Estacada. He opened his eyes and recognized the changing landscape that surrounded the north fork dam. Jean turned off the highway onto a gravel road. "We're going to set up camp near Fish Creek," she said.

In the near distance, he could see the summit of Goat Mountain. Some of the members of the adventure club had climbed Goat Mountain; however, he had missed that trip.

Fifteen minutes later, Jean stopped the minivan in a large clearing that bordered a creek, a tributary of the Clackamas River. Meghan, driving the bus, stopped behind the minivan. "Okay, everyone out," Jean instructed.

Kyle glanced at his watch. It was nearly ten thirty in the morning. The sky was clear and the air was warm. There was a slight breeze through the massive trees that surrounded the clearing. He exited the minivan along with the three girls and Jean and began to unload the gear.

With everyone helping, they established an impressive camp in less than two hours. Five three-person nylon tents circled a large fire pit. To the side of the circle was a gazebo that held the science gear. Behind that was what had been designated the kitchen area, complete with two folding tables and several folding chairs. Several coolers and a portable pantry were set up under the nylon canopy.

It was obvious to Kyle that the organizers had thought of everything, including a small canvas tent that was designated the latrine. They had even brought several fishing poles and nets, along with two small axes for cutting firewood.

Once the camp was established, Jean clapped her hands. "Everyone gather around," she called from the kitchen.

Within a few seconds the girls and Meghan were standing in a small circle around Jean. Meghan stepped forward. "Okay, nice job getting the camp set up," she said. "Before we get started, let's get some lunch. We're going to share cooking and cleanup duties on a rotating basis. For lunch, Destiny and Carmella will get everything ready. Brittany and Anna will clean up. Then, this evening, Brittany and Anna will cook and Brooklyn and Allison will clean up. Okay?"

"Yes, Mrs. Foster," all seven girls said.

Kyle stepped forward slightly. "How about if I gather some firewood?"

"Good idea," Meghan said. "But... be very careful. Don't stray too far from the camp."

Kyle nodded and turned away. As he was heading for a deer trail at the back of the clearing, he heard Meghan say, "It's a pretty warm day so after lunch we'll change into our bathing suits and explore the creek. Everyone remember to wear your water shoes."

When Kyle returned with an arm load of dry limbs and branches, Destiny and Carmella had set up one of the tables with lunch meat and bread, along with a pitcher of Kool-Aid. Kyle put his load of firewood next to the fire pit and got in line for the food.

After lunch and clean up, everyone went into their tents to change, including Kyle. When the girls and women emerged, he was treated to the sight of seven teenage girls and two middle-aged women displaying most of their flesh. His eyes nearly bugged out of his head, noting that both Jean and Meghan, in spite of their age, were very attractive in their two-piece bathing suits.

Then he grimaced and turned away from the sight, realizing that he was here caught between two demographics, both of which were definitely off limits to him. The girls were too young and the two women were married and old enough to be his mother. In fact, he realized, they probably thought of him as a boy and not a man. Sadly, he realized that this was going to be a long four days.

The cool refreshing water of the creek did little to improve his mood as the long afternoon slowly gave way to evening. Every glimpse of the girls frolicking in the water, along with the two middle-aged married women shamelessly flaunting their nicely-toned bodies reminded Kyle of what he didn't have, what he couldn't have, what he didn't dare even touch. He actually started to worry that he would go crazy over the next day or so, especially as he realized that most of the work they came to do would be in and around the creek, meaning more and more time spent in bathing suits.

When nightfall came and they changed into jeans and sweatshirts, he was grateful. But, as they sat around a roaring fire feasting on s'mores, he knew the damage was done - he would retreat to his lonely tent with the afternoon's images firmly in his head. He tried to remember what it had been like sharing a sleeping bag with Maddie, tried to remember her naked body as she reached for him. But he couldn't conjure the image

Around nine o'clock, just as darkness was settling over the camp and the surrounding forest of tall and imposing confers, he excused himself and went to his tent. He tried to use his cell, but the signal was spotty at best. He settled for looking at pictures in his gallery until he curled up in his sleeping bag, closed his eyes, and drifted off to sleep.

He awoke the next morning just as the sun was beginning to announce itself over the tree line. He stepped out of the tent and listened carefully. It appeared he was the first one up. He put on a light jacket and headed for the deer trail that led away from the creek. He needed to go to the bathroom but didn't want to use the latrine the other campers had set up.

Perhaps a hundred yards away from the camp, he found a secluded spot and did what he needed to do. Again, he listened for any sound coming from the camp, but heard only the sounds of the forest waking up. Having no real desire to go back to the camp and wait for the others to emerge, he thought he might follow the trail, see where it led - anything to get his mind off the prospect of seeing nine untouchable females in the flesh.

He glanced at his watch, noting that it was now six-fifteen. He told himself that he would walk for another thirty or forty minutes, then head back, assuming that everyone would be up and dressed by then. He knew that as long as he stuck to the trail and took note of where he was, he wouldn't get lost.

With that thought in mind, he walked, going deeper and deeper into the forest to where eventually the deer trail ended at an outcropping of rocks. He looked up at what he could see of the sky but couldn't quite make out the direction of the sun. Because he had only been walking for twenty minutes, he decided to explore the outcropping, keeping one eye out for signs of unfriendly wildlife.

On the other side of the outcropping, he found yet another trail that led to a small pond. As he looked around him, he felt like he was the only human left on earth. It wasn't necessarily a bad feeling, at least he didn't have to look at nine scantily dressed females, none of whom gave him a second glance.

Now sensing the rising heat of the morning and his own heat generated from walking briskly, he approached the pond and tested the water. It was cool. He splashed a few drops on his sweating face and tasted the water. Satisfied that the water was pure, he bent down and drank greedily.

Once his thirst was taken care of, he stood up and surveyed his surroundings. All he could see were tall trees and several narrow paths. He settled on one path that led away from the rock outcropping. He walked for a few minutes, then, feeling tired, sat down on a bed of pine needles and leaned against a thick conifer. He closed his eyes and fell asleep.

He awoke with a start, not completely oriented. Quickly, he glanced at his watch. It was nearly a quarter after nine. He had slept for more than two hours. He stood up and tried to get his bearings, but the sun was not where it had been when he sat down. Which direction is the pond? he wondered. He could feel himself begin to panic. He was lost in the middle of nowhere. No one in the camp knew where he was, although by now they certainly knew he was missing.

He tried to reason out what he should do next. Should he try to find his way back to camp? Or should he remain where he was and hope someone found him? Were there really grizzly bears lurking in the forest, bears who would slice a man to shreds in an instant? The possible answer to this last question scared him.

Why didn't I bring my cell? he thought, or at least a compass. He looked up at the trees and said to himself, "Maybe if I climb one of the trees I can see Goat or Round Mountain, and get my bearings that way." But he rejected that idea when he realized he couldn't reach the first limb.

He was nearly paralyzed with indecision when he heard a noise that sounded like footsteps approaching. Oh my god, it's a bear, he thought. He found a big stick on the ground and prepared to defend himself, wishing he had thought to bring along one of the axes.

A minute later, through the trees, he could see that the footsteps came from a human. It was Jean. "Kyle," she shouted when she emerged from behind a tall tree. "Thank god. Are you all right?"

Kyle nearly fainted on the spot. The stick slipped from his hand. "Oh... Jean." He couldn't think of anything else to say.

Jean gave him a small smile. "When we saw you weren't anywhere in camp, we got worried. Did you get lost? What were you thinking?"

He took a deep breath. Part of him was relieved; part of him knew he was in trouble. "I woke up early and decided to go for a walk along the deer trail, and I got disoriented."

She nodded. "It's easy to do out here," she said. "If you'd gone another hundred yards, you might have fallen into Scully's gorge."

"How did you find me?" he asked.

"My father was a ranger before he retired two years ago," she said. "He knew this area better than anyone. He taught me how to track. Your trail wasn't that difficult to follow." She paused and looked hard at her stepson. "Now, tell me again why you wandered off and caused me to waste half a morning looking for you."

He swallowed hard. Seeing the expression on Jean's face, he was now certain he was in trouble. "Uh, I just needed to get away for a while."

"Why? Don't you like us?"

Uh oh, he thought. There was no good answer to that. "I don't think you would understand."

"Try me." She folded her arms in front of her.

Again, he swallowed hard and let his eyes flit around the area, finally settling on the ground. "Well, I'm afraid... I like everyone... too much."

"What does that mean?"

He flushed. "For god's sake, Jean, do I have to spell it out for you?"

She thought for a few seconds, then a broad smile broke over her face. "Oh... nine females and one male? I get it, I think. I guess I didn't consider that a young boy just home from college might be a bit... shall we say, horny."

He flushed again, a little deeper this time. He tried to think of something to say, but couldn't.

She continued to gaze at him. "But the girls are too young for you, totally off limits."

"I know that," he said. "But they're not the only females in camp."

Jean chuckled. "Wait a minute, you think Meghan and I are attractive?"

"Well, yeah."

"I'm flattered," she said. "We're old enough to be your mother." She paused and continued her long gaze. "Obviously, we have a problem. Look, you're a good looking kid, but I'm married to your father." She paused for another few seconds. "But, I could talk to Meghan, see if she wants to play cougar."

"Isn't she married too?"

"Separated," Jean said. "I think her divorce is final in a couple of weeks."

"But she's still wearing her wedding ring."

"Pure decorum," Jean said. "Or she hasn't thought to take it off." Then her expression hardened. "Okay, I begin to get the picture and maybe we can do something about that. But I can't excuse your wandering off and getting lost. For that, you need to be punished."

Kyle's mood, which was just beginning to improve, plummeted. "What do you mean?"

"My god, Kyle, you had us all worried sick. I left instructions that if we're not back by noon, they should call in a rescue team."

"Look, I'm sorry about that," Kyle said.

"Perhaps. But, saying you're sorry doesn't cut it. As you probably know, I'm a hard ass, a stickler for the rules. And in this case, the rule pertaining to wandering alone in the forest is too important to ignore. I would punish severely anyone who violated that rule, including my new stepson."

"Wh-what are you going to do?"

From a sheath attached to her belt, she produced a buck knife with a three inch blade and wooden handle. She looked around her. When she found a western hemlock sapling, she cut off several thin limbs.

Kyle began to get very nervous as he watched her cut the limbs and strip off the foliage. "What are you doing?"

She flashed him a very sinister smile. "Making switches," she said.

At that moment, he realized her intent and began to back away. "Oh no," he said. "You're not going to use those on me."

She set two on the ground and clutched one in her right hand. "Yes, I am," she said. "You deserve to be punished. Out here, I don't have anything else to spank you with so I have to make do. Now, you can run if you want to. But, if you do, I'll leave you out here, see if you can find your own way back."

"You wouldn't do that."

She nodded. "Yes, I would. I know you're smart enough to get back to camp on your own, but it'll probably take you all day to do it. And when you do get back, you certainly won't find Meghan waiting for you. In fact, most likely no one will speak to you at all. It's your choice, Kyle. You can either take your punishment like a man who knows he deserves it. Or you can slink away like a little boy and earn no respect from anyone." She glanced at the sky, then at her watch. "We're wasting time. You need to decide now."

Once again, he was paralyzed with indecision. He looked at the stripped branch in Jean's hand and had a sudden memory of his mother spanking him when he was little and she had held him afterward. He had an image of being lost in this wilderness, trying desperately to find his way out before some bear or timber rattlesnake found him. In the end, the decision was an easy one to make. "What do you want me to do?"

"A wise choice," she said. "Take down your pants and briefs and put your hands against one of the trees."

He looked at her with a desperate hope in his eyes. "Jean, is this really necessary?"

"Absolutely," she said. "Now, quit stalling and get into position or else it will be much worse, I can assure."

He noted the determined expression on her face and realized she was deadly serious. There would be no escape. He nodded and unbuckled the belt on his jeans. He pulled them down to his knees, exposing a pair of blue briefs. He flushed yet one more time. "You... want my underpants down too?"

She nodded. "I need to see what I'm doing," she said. "Tell you what, since you seem embarrassed by the prospect of baring your butt, just bunch the cloth into your crack."

Doesn't seem much better, he thought. But he knew there was no point in arguing, at least, he had learned that much about his new stepmother. Quickly, he gathered the edges of his briefs and stuffed them in the crack between his two muscular cheeks. He placed his hands against the nearest tree with his back to Jean. "Like this?"

"Perfect," she said. With one end of the switch firmly in her right hand, she approached her stepson. "Kyle, have you ever been whipped with a switch?"

"No."

"Have you ever even been spanked?"

"Not since I was a kid," he said. "My mother spanked me a few times."

"Yes, I don't think your father believes in corporal punishment. It's one of the few things we disagree on. But I know it can be effective, if used properly. Sadly, the school board banned it ten years ago, so I can't use it on my students anymore. But I do recommend it to parents from time to time. More than a few have thanked me for the suggestion." She retracted the switch. "But we're wasting time talking. You better brace yourself."

She snapped her wrist and accelerated the switch forward until it sliced across both his cheeks, leaving an ugly mark behind. He grimaced and gasped. "God, that hurts," he yelped. "That's enough!"

She struck two more times in rapid succession. "Boy, I decide when you've had enough. And believe me, three is only warm up."

He removed his hands from the tree and put them over his bottom. She slashed his fingers with the switch.

"Unless you want to lose your fingers, I suggest you put your hands back on the tree."

Reluctantly, he did what he was told.

"Now, for that little stunt, I'm going to have to give you some extra cuts." Once again, she retracted the switch and resumed the whipping, producing several long ugly red streaks across the expanse of his once pristine flesh.

Tears flooded his eyes and dripped down his face. He began to think of his new stepmother as some kind of demon who had bewitched his father. All he could hear was the whoosh the switch produced as it sliced through the air, followed by the crack of thin wood meeting soft flesh.

Then, Jean abruptly stopped. She looked at the switch and dropped it to the forest floor. But instead of stating that the punishment over, she picked one of the other two she had prepared. "Have to make an example of you," she said as she resumed the whipping.

"Jean... please stop," he whined.

She laughed. "Don't be such a wimp," she said. "No wonder you got lost."

She delivered five more cuts to his heavily wounded backside, then stopped again.

Kyle dared to take a deep breath and turn his head to see what she was doing, dreading the prospect of more switching with a new limb.

But, this time, she ran a hand gently over his damaged skin and nodded to herself. "I think that will do," she said. "But, boy, if you ever try anything like this again, I will make sure you are very sorry for it. Understand?"

He nodded.

She retracted her right hand and delivered a swat to his left cheek. He jumped in place. "I expect more than a nod when I ask you a question. Are we clear on that?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Very good. Nice to know someone has taught you some manners. All right, I think you'll be sore for a while, but you're not bleeding or badly damaged, so pull your pants back up and let's get back to camp. Okay?"

He turned and did what he was told. "Yes, ma'am."

He said very little as he followed his stepmother. It was obvious she knew exactly where she was going. On the way back to camp, she chatted about the work they were supposed to be doing, behaving as though the incident that just took place was nearly forgotten.

But, of course, every time he tried to forget it, the pain in his backside as he walked would remind him. He vowed never to do anything in the future to upset her, at least not as long as he lived at home.

When they got back to camp, the seven girls and Meghan greeted him warmly. Two of the girls offered him a sandwich and a big glass of Kool-Aid. He accepted both gratefully, then asked to be excused. He went into his tent and pulled down his pants. He ran his fingers over the many cuts produced by the switch. Yes, he had learned a valuable lesson this morning.

He thought about changing into his shorts, but realized that some of the marks might be visible and thought better of it. He pulled his jeans back up, lay down on his sleeping bag, and fell asleep.

That evening, after the campfire when everyone went into their own tents, he used the latrine and went into his own tent. About thirty minutes later, just as he was about to fall asleep, he heard a noise outside followed by a gentle knock on the nylon. "Who's there?" he whispered.

He was answered by the sound of the tent zipper going down. He looked up in the near darkness and saw Meghan standing in the opening. She was wearing a long robe that was not secured. "Jean said that you think I'm attractive," she said.

He raised himself up on his elbows and gazed at her, noting that, if he strained his eyes, he could see her naked body as she pulled back the robe. "Yes," he replied.

She smiled, entered the tent, and zipped the opening. "She also told me you could use a woman."

For a few seconds, Kyle thought he was dreaming. But when she reached out and touched his sweating face, he knew it was real. "Yes." It didn't sound very romantic, but he couldn't think of anything else to say.

She shed the robe completely, dropping like a stone. "Good," she said. "I haven't been with a man for more than year, ever since I threw my cheating husband out. Let's find out what kind of lover you are and if we're going to be friends for more than one night."

Kyle responded by holding out his arms.

Meghan shook her head. "Get your clothes off," she said. "And let's get one thing straight right now. I call the shots. Understood?"

Immediately, he stripped off his jeans and tee shirt. "Yes, ma'am."

She smiled, pushed him onto his back, and straddled him. "I think you'll do."

When he awoke the following morning, Meghan was gone. He was sore all over but happy. He quickly dressed and emerged from his tent to find everyone up and preparing breakfast. Both Meghan and Jean gave him a small smile.


4. Memories of Mama Ivy

Many experts claim that adults are products of their upbringing, an offshoot of the nature versus nurture argument that has been drifting around developmental psychology for more than a century. I'm no psychologist and I don't know whether the experts are correct for everyone. I only know that they are correct in my particular case.

You can leave a place like Copperhead Hollow when you are old enough to go out on your own (and practically everyone does), but no matter where you go or what you end up doing when you get there, you take your childhood with you.

I could say that I was born and raised in a two-room cabin with no electricity or running water, but that would be stretching the truth, to say the least. By the time I came along in 1970, Copperhead Hollow (or Holler, as some people still say) had embraced many of the modern conveniences of the day, including electricity, a small grocery store, a doctor, a dentist, and a gas station.

In addition, the one-room schoolhouse had been turned into an event center, because two new schools had replaced it. Yes, my small community on the banks of Stonelick Creek had definitely joined the march of progress that characterized the latter half of twentieth-century America.

But, for many in our community, accepting modern conveniences did not necessarily mean surrendering to the cultural changes that were sweeping the nation. Men still worked hard at dangerous jobs (some still made moonshine in hidden stills or even grew marijuana). Women still stayed home and raised lots of children. And most adults still believed in the efficacy (although they didn't use that word) of corporal punishment, such that when I was growing up, I knew very few kids who didn't get their bottoms whacked on a regular basis. This, of course, included my school in which paddling was simply a part of the curriculum.

Nearly all parents spanked their kids for every infraction of the rules. I say nearly, but not all. My father, who was the pastor of the Stonelick Christian Church, never spanked me. Of course, that doesn't mean I wasn't spanked.

My mother died attempting to give birth to what would have been my sister. I don't remember, but I heard my father was devastated by her death and took several years to recover, years during which he did his best to protect me and keep me happy, as I was his only child, his progeny.

I went to school and progressed steadily through the grades, avoiding trouble whenever I could. However, when a couple of years later, I had the misfortune of having Miss Carter as my teacher. Miss Carter, who was lovingly referred to as Miss Hickory Stick, believed wholeheartedly in the biblical dictum, spare the rod, spoil the child. Needless to say, she didn't spare the rod.

As spring of that year approached, I was grateful because I would be moving on and leaving Miss Hickory Stick behind. So imagine my horror when my father informed me that he had been secretly courting Miss Carter and that she had consented to be his wife. The infamous and crusading Miss Hickory Stick would be my stepmother. I was tempted to run away from home.

A few days prior to the wedding, Miss Carter took me aside. She told me that she wanted me to call her Mama Ivy and that she intended to do her best to prepare me for manhood. She said she would love me as though I was her own son. But she also said I was weak and required discipline to make me strong and pure.

I knew what that meant. However, I hadn't fully anticipated the depth of her evangelical zeal, her strong sense of religious purpose. If I had, I might very well have run away from home. As it turned out, her notion of discipline included a regimen of regular spankings

My father and Mama Ivy never had a child together, but not for lack of trying. Many nights I would lie awake and hear them going at it in the next room, wondering exactly what they were doing. Now, I can't say that I blamed my father. Mama Ivy may have been overly evangelical when it came to discipline, but she was also a stunningly attractive woman:  long auburn hair cascading down her shapely back, pretty face with high cheekbones, crystal clear blue eyes, sturdy body with not an ounce of fat.

She was a rare beauty, and many nights as I entered my adolescence, I had fantasies about taking my father's place in bed. I wasn't sure what I would do if I found myself alone with her, but I suspected it had to be good, at least good enough to risk a severe whipping.

I did manage to see her in her underwear a few times. I even saw her naked once, as she emerged from our bathtub one summer evening. I almost fainted when I saw her body, wet and slippery, her golden pubic hair matted against her flesh. It was only a momentary flash - I didn't want to risk her seeing me - but it was enough to fuel my lust for the next three years. I would conjure her image and let it dangle in my imagination - Mama Ivy and I locked together in a lover's embrace.

Sadly, my father died suddenly not long after I turned sixteen. Naturally, I grieved his death. But Mama Ivy was devastated. She became nearly inconsolable, crying herself to sleep every night for months.

The loss of her husband also caused her to lose interest in me, as the Saturday evening routine stopped. In need of money, I took a job at the local McDonalds. I obtained my driver's license and bought an old car. Mama Ivy and I continued to live in the same small house, but we rarely saw each other.

In time, I started dating and had the usual teenage boy's interest in sex. With a job, a car, and a few dollars in my pocket, I became quite popular with the opposite gender. I was even able to talk a couple of my female classmates into letting me have my way with them.

This pattern continued until graduation. Two days after we graduated from high school, I had a date with Laurie McKenzie. I took her to the Copperhead Steakhouse for dinner, then to a movie at the Stonelick Cinema. However, before I took her home, I drove us to a secluded spot overlooking the creek and prepared to make my move on her.

However, before I got too far, she surprised me by saying no. Being young and full of lust, I shook that off and tried again. She said no again, this time much more adamantly. She even threatened me and began to open the car door as though she was going to walk home.

I conceded defeat and apologized for my behavior. I drove her home in silence and dropped her off at her door. I never did find out why she said no. When I arrived home not long after midnight, Mama Ivy was waiting for me. We hadn't spoken more than a few sentences to each other in months, so her sudden presence took me by surprise.

She spoke first. "I heard you were rather forward with Laurie."

I'm sure I flushed slightly. I hadn't realized that my behavior was so bad that Laurie, or Laurie's mother, would have called my stepmother. I shook my head. "I don't want to talk about it," I said.

I attempted to brush past her, but she stopped me. Even in the dim light of our small living room, I could see the evangelical light in her eyes. "Not so fast," she said, grabbing my arm. "No stepson of mine is going to disrespect a girl and get away with it."

I tried to shake off her grip, but she held me fast. For the first time in a long time, I knew I was in trouble. "Let me go," I told her.

She actually smiled, a sinister smile. "I can see that I've been way too soft on you since your father's death," she said. "But we're going to make up for that."

Before I had a chance to react, she clamped her other hand around my ear and pulled. I screamed with the sudden pain. "Let me go!"

"Not until we've settled this," she said, the fingers of one hand digging into my arm while the other hand maintained an iron grip on my ear.

"How?"

"I think it's time to revive an old custom, one that will keep you on the straight and narrow path."

Thinking through the pain, I knew exactly what she meant by that. Okay, I thought, maybe I do deserve to be punished. Anything had to be better than the pain she was inflicting on my arm and ear. "What do you want me to do?" I said. I know I sounded like a little boy at that moment, but suddenly I didn't care.

"That's better," she said. "I think you know what to do. So go do it. I'll be right behind you, and if you try to run, I'll make you sorry you were ever born."

I was a little confused. "You want me to...?"

She pulled harder on my ear. "Don't be stupid, boy," she said. "Get your clothes off and into position. Don't make me count to ten."

As I consider it now, I realize that I probably could have shaken loose of her grip and run, but it honestly didn't occur to me to do that. Besides, where would I have gone? This was the only home I had ever known. And she may very well have torn my ear off.

Anyway, I did as I was told without any additional comment or argument. In less than a minute or two, I had my clothes off and was kneeling at my bedside. Mama Ivy was right behind me. She patted my bare bottom. "Bend over the bed," she ordered.

Again, I was confused. I thought that being on my knees constituted bending over the bed. I turned and looked at her. "I am over the bed."

She gave me a hard smack. "I said not to be stupid, boy," she said. "Get off your knees and lay your upper body over the top of the bed. Is that clear enough for you?"

I had almost forgotten she was a teacher and used to explaining things in great detail. "Yes, ma'am," I said, trying as hard as I could not to sound sarcastic. I quickly assumed the indicated position, realizing the absolute vulnerability of my bottom.

To my horror, she didn't brandish her infamous hairbrush. Rather, she retrieved my father's old heavy leather belt that had been hanging in my closet. I saw it out of the corner of my eye. "Please, Mama Ivy," I whined. "Not with Daddy's belt."

She issued the most evil laugh I had ever heard. "You've graduated," she said. "And not just from high school. Big time misdeeds demand big time punishment. When I'm through with you, you'll never disrespect another woman for as long as you live."

I groaned and swallowed hard. I tried to think back to my interaction with Laurie. Had I really behaved like a beast? I didn't think so, but maybe I had. Ultimately, it didn't matter what I thought. It only mattered what Mama Ivy thought.

She doubled the belt and stepped in behind me. I had never been whipped with the belt before, and I anticipated the worst. As it turned out, I wasn't wrong. With that same evangelical zeal, she retracted the belt and swung it forward as hard as she could, striking a harsh blow on my left cheek. The sound of leather meeting soft flesh resounded in the small room like a rifle shot.

I reared up. She pushed me back down. "If you try to get up, I will whip you until you bleed," she said.

"But Mama Ivy..." My words of protest died as I felt another hard strike impact my right cheek.

"And keep your stupid mouth clamped shut," she ordered as she delivered yet another shot directly across the center of my quivering backside.

I did as I was told, clenching my lower jaw.

After the initial three strikes from the belt, she cut loose, landing blow after blow after terrible blow. It was all I could do to keep still as the pain ricocheted through my body. Tears filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. I couldn't believe how much worse the belt hurt than the hairbrush.

I remembered her threat to make me sorry I was ever born. I was rapidly approaching that point and had to stop myself from yelling it. When I could manage a coherent thought, I wondered how much punishment she would consider sufficient to properly chastise a young man attempting to act on instinct.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she landed four quick strikes on my upper thighs, then stopped. She dropped the belt onto the bed beside me and rubbed my bottom. I could hear her sigh. "I guess you've been punished enough," she said. "Stand up and face me."

With some difficulty, I pushed myself up from the bed. I turned and practically fell into her outstretched arms. She pulled me into an embrace.

After a minute or so, she stood back and looked up and down at my naked body. She smiled. It was a smile I had never seen before. "I see that you've become quite the young man," she said. "You're looking more like your father every day."

I was too preoccupied with my pain to fully comprehend what she was saying.

She took both my hands in hers. "So... you like the women, do you?"

"Uh... yes, ma'am," I said in a near whisper, still not quite seeing the situation for what it apparently was.

She looked me up and down again. "Get on the bed... on your back."

"What? Why?" I was pretty naïve for an eighteen year old in those days, in spite of my limited experience with girls.

She slapped my face. "There you go, being stupid again," she said. "Do what I tell you to do... now!" For emphasis, she picked up the belt and doubled it.

I wasn't at all sure what she had in mind, but I was very certain I didn't want to be whipped. I did what I was told.

She dropped the belt onto the floor. Now, she was wearing a flannel robe over a cotton nightgown. She quickly shed the robe and gazed at me with lust in her eyes. To my knowledge, she hadn't been with a man since my father died three years before. Maybe she saw me as her husband's surrogate. I don't know.

What I do know is that when she stripped off the nightgown, exposing her perfect naked body, I forgot all about the whipping I had just received. Here was one of my adolescent fantasies coming to life.

Without another word, she climbed up on the bed and straddled me. Slowly, she lowered herself until the lips of her vagina touched the end of my penis, which had sprung up like a jack-in-the-box. I closed my eyes, then re-opened them. I didn't want to miss seeing her whole body come to life.

She impaled herself and began to rock back and forth. She stared up at the ceiling as she pleasured herself. My god, she was a good lover. She knew exactly what to do to bring herself off while preventing me from doing the same. It made me realize that the few girls I had been with up to this point were merely poor amateurs compared to Mama Ivy.

Her excitement mounted and eventually she moaned and then let out a shriek as she was obviously overcome by a thunderous climax. That was enough for me and I too let loose. It was the best orgasm I had ever had. She fell, panting, into my arms. I slipped out of her and held her until we both fell asleep.

When I awoke in the morning, she was still beside me in my small bed, a smile etched on her face. As I looked at her, I suddenly felt bad about what we had done, like I had betrayed my father somehow and taken advantage of his grieving widow. I realized that I couldn't stay any longer in this house or even in Copperhead Hollow.

I did stay for two weeks. But then I enlisted in the Army and went off to training camp. After that, I never looked back.

It's hard to believe now that it's been more than thirty years since I've been home. The area hasn't really changed much. I imagine that kids still get their bottoms whacked on a regular basis. At least, I know that the school system hasn't yet banned corporal punishment.

However, it was that awful belt whipping that really put me on the straight and narrow path. As a soldier, I was deployed all over the world and saw my share of terrible things. But I never forgot Mama Ivy.

Which is why I am here now to give the eulogy at her funeral. In my lifetime, she is the only one who cared enough to control my behavior and help me become the man I am today.


5. The Bridge Party

Clemson Marsh sat on the bed in his room and listened for noises coming from the family room downstairs. He was pouting because it was Saturday night and he was grounded. He wanted to go out with his friends, hang out at a local club, perhaps even attract the attention of a willing female and get hooked up for the night.

However, his father had confined him to the house, placed him under the direct authority of his stepmother, Gretchen. All because he was failing integral calculus, a class required for him to advance in his major of electrical engineering.

Clemson thought that he might have been able to endure the simple grounding, if that's all it had been. However, when Jackson Marsh discovered his son was failing a very important class mostly because Clemson wasn't doing his homework and had skipped a few classes, he reacted harshly and swiftly.

The first thing Jackson did was tell Gretchen, who, as a high school math teacher, had had Clemson in her trigonometry class when he was a junior. Naturally, the new stepmother was extremely disappointed in the performance of her new stepson. In fact, she had been more disappointed than the father because she knew Clemson's potential, so she asked Jackson for permission to discipline Clemson in any way she saw fit. She didn't want to see the potential go to waste.

Not only did Jackson give her that permission, he reinforced that permission by going away for the weekend with a few guys he worked with. Just before he left Friday night, he sat down with his son. "Clemson, I can't tell you how upset and concerned I am about your grade. While I'm gone, you're confined to the house and Gretchen is in charge. I believe she has some chores lined up for you. You will do exactly what she says without question. If you give her any trouble and I hear about it, let's just say I wouldn't want to be you. Understand?"

Clemson didn't have to think about that too long. Since the death of his mother three years ago, his father had been loving and supportive, but also very strict. He definitely didn't want to do anything that would provoke his father into assigning additional punishment. "Yes, sir."

And Clemson fully intended to abide by his father's directive. However, when Gretchen informed him in the morning that she was hosting a bridge party in the evening and that she expected him to prepare food and drinks and then wait on her and her seven guests, he balked, protesting that he was definitely not her slave.

She laughed at his protest. "You will do exactly what I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it. And if you give me any trouble about it, I assure you there will be consequences, especially if I have to contact your father. Do I make myself clear, young man?"

Clemson hated it when Gretchen addressed him as young man; it made him think of high school. He was way past that now. Still, he remembered her reputation in school as a strict disciplinarian and didn't want to test her limits, at least not yet. He settled for rolling his eyes and nodding.

That didn't satisfy her. "Don't roll your eyes at me," she said. "I asked you a question and fully expect a proper answer."

He took a deep breath. "Yes, I understand."

"Good," she said. "I'll call you when I'm ready for you. In the meantime, you are confined to your room. I would suggest you use the time to work on calculus."

After that brief and mostly one-sided conversation, Clemson stayed in his room. But instead of working on calculus like he was supposed to, he spent his time surfing the internet, occasionally glancing at pornographic websites, thinking about what he was missing by not going out.

The guests were due to arrive at seven o'clock. At six, just as he was about to close his eyes and drift into an uneasy sleep, Gretchen knocked on his door. "Okay, Clemson, it's time for you to come out and start getting ready. And wear something decent, not your old sweat pants and dirty tee shirt."

In the privacy of his room, Clemson rolled his eyes once more. "Okay, Gretchen," he said, trying very hard to keep the sarcasm out of his voice.

He slipped off the bed and changed into a fresh pair of Levis and a polo shirt. He opened the door to his room and found his stepmother in the family room. She eyed him carefully. "Well, you do look better," she said. "But make sure you comb your hair before the guests arrive."

He nodded. "What do you want me to do?"

She pointed to two card tables that were still folded and leaning against the fireplace. "Move the couch and chairs closer to the wall and then set up the card tables. You will need to get the chairs out of the basement and set them up as well."

Again, he nodded. In ten minutes, he had the room arranged for two foursomes. Once the tables were set up, Gretchen laid out decks of cards and pads and pencils. It was now six thirty. "Okay, I'm going to change," she said. "I've got several different kinds of hors d'oeuvres in the freezer. You will need to heat these up and arrange them on serving trays. Also, there are five bottles of white wine in the refrigerator. Get them out along with glasses." She turned and went upstairs without waiting for a reply.

After she was gone, he raised his right arm. "Jawohl," he said in a low voice. He wanted to extend his middle finger, but decided that gesture wasn't a good idea. Just keep your mouth shut and get through this, he told himself as he headed for the kitchen.

At five minutes to seven, Clemson had everything ready to go. Gretchen met him in the kitchen. She was wearing a light blue cotton dress that framed her body perfectly. Although she was twenty years older, Clemson couldn't help admiring the way she looked, especially with her long dark hair brushed down below her shoulders, and had to remind himself that she was his stepmother, his father's wife, not to mention the one who would decide whether or not he deserved additional punishment.

She smiled when she saw the kitchen. "Well done, Clemson," she said.

He was about to respond, perhaps thank her for the compliment, when the doorbell rang.

She frowned and grasped his wrist. "So far, you've done what I've told you to do," she said. "But I must warn you that if you mess up this evening or do or say anything to embarrass either me or yourself, I will not hesitate to punish you. Clear?"

"Yes," he replied.

She tightened her grip on his wrist. "I hope so. Because the guests are all teachers at the high school, some of whom you may have had. Do what you're told and keep your mouth shut." She released his arm, turned, and walked out of the kitchen, leaving him to ponder what he was getting himself into.

As he was standing there, he heard voices moving toward the family room. He thought he recognized a couple of the voices - Ms. Regetti, his tenth grade math teacher, and Mrs. Jackson, his twelfth grade physics teacher. He had unpleasant memories of both of them. Keep your mouth shut, he told himself.

"Clemson, please bring the food and wine," Gretchen called from the family room after a few minutes.

He lifted a tray filled with Hors d'oeuvres and moved out of the kitchen. When he reached the family room, he saw eight women sitting around the two card tables. Besides Gretchen, he recognized five as teachers he had once had in high school. He set the tray down on one of the card tables and pivoted back to the kitchen.

One of the teachers grabbed his arm and smiled. "Hello, Clemson," she said. "Aren't you going to say hello to your old chemistry teacher?"

He tried to smile but couldn't quite make his lips curl up. "Oh, hello, Ms. Hendricks."

Ms. Hendricks laughed. "Not real friendly, is he, Gretchen?"

"Well, you can't really blame him," Gretchen said. "He didn't exactly volunteer to wait on us tonight."

"What did he do?" another teacher, one he recognized as Mrs. Fostoria, his eleventh grade language arts teacher, asked.

Clemson looked over at his stepmother, hoping she wouldn't say anything.

"He's failing calculus, of all subjects," Gretchen said. "Too much partying, I think."

All seven guests scowled in unison. "Calculus?" Mrs. Jackson echoed. "Why, Clemson, I thought that was your best subject."

He flushed and felt like shrinking into the carpet. "Excuse me while I get another tray." He left quickly before he heard any additional comments. Still, even in the kitchen he could tell they were talking about him.

He brought another tray and set it down on the other card table. Immediately, he went back into the kitchen to get the wine and the glasses. He brought out two bottles of white wine and set them down on the tables, along with the glasses.

Gretchen nodded at him. "Okay, Clemson, that will be it for now, but stand by."

He nodded back and sat down in one of the chairs he had moved closer to the wall earlier. He tried not to watch the teachers as they became more and more invested in their bridge games. However, he couldn't help noticing a younger teacher, whom Gretchen had identified as Ms. Schofield, one of the newer math teachers. Not only was she very attractive, she was wearing a jean skirt that often rode up on her taut thighs.

In fact, more than once, as he discreetly watched, he caught a glimpse of white silk panties. He tried to blink away the sight and frequently cast his eyes to the floor. Don't do anything stupid, he ordered himself.

About an hour later, after the teachers had consumed most of the food and three bottles of wine, they switched tables. Someone shuffled the decks of cards; however, it quickly became clear that they were losing interest in bridge.

As the interest in bridge continued to wane, the conversation began to drift more and more toward the high school in which they were all employed. First, they talked about the politics associated with a school that has two thousand students and more than a hundred faculty and administrators.

However, after another bottle of wine, some of the teachers began to complain about the students, mostly centering around the general lack of respect and discipline. "They simply don't pay any attention," Ms. Hendricks declared.

"You're so right, Marian," Ms. Regetti said.  "What about the students in your classes, Claire?"

Mrs. Jackson nodded. "Seems worse every year," she said.

"And there's not much we can do about it," Mrs. Soyer, a biology teacher, said.

Gretchen swallowed a bolus of wine. "It was a big mistake to outlaw corporal punishment."

"What do you mean?" Ms. Schofield asked.

All seven veteran teachers looked at the newest member of their group. "You haven't been at this very long, have you, Taylor?" Ms. Pulaski, a math teacher with twenty-five years experience, asked.

"This is my second year," Taylor Schofield said.

Mrs. Jackson patted Taylor's hand in a motherly gesture. "When I started, we could paddle students if they got out of hand. Then I would call their parents, who might even paddle them again when the kid got home."

Ms. Hendricks nodded. "But now, if you even touch a kid, the parents will probably sue."

Gretchen filled her glass and held it up. "Ah, the good old days."

Clemson had been trying very hard to tune out the conversation, which had become more and more animated. He tried to concentrate on discreetly watching Ms. Schofield's thighs, hoping for another glimpse at what lay beyond.

"What do you think of all this, Clemson?" Ms. Hendricks asked.

He looked up, surprised at hearing his name. "All of what? What are you talking about?"

Gretchen scowled. "See. That's exactly what we've been talking about."

He shook his head, trying to clear the image of Ms. Schofield's silk panties. He shifted his eyes around the two tables. All eight teachers were staring at him expectantly. "Look," he said. "I haven't been listening to your stupid conversation, so don't try to drag me into whatever you're discussing." He flushed slightly after his outburst, which was harsher than he had intended.

The eight teachers continued to glare at Clemson. "I see what you mean, Gretchen," Ms. Regetti said. "No respect."

Several of the teachers nodded in agreement.

Clemson tried to shake this off. But his anger began to boil over. He was upset, not so much at what the teachers were saying, but at his confinement, his having to serve them instead of going out with his friends. And he was upset that Taylor Schofield was (probably innocently) giving him liberal glimpses of her upper thighs, effectively teasing him with her very attractive body. "I don't know what you fucking teachers are implying, but I'm not in high school anymore and I don't have to listen to you. Just leave me the fuck alone."

All eight teachers looked at him with mouths wide open. Gretchen flushed deeply. For at least a minute no one said a word or even moved. Clemson, realizing what he had just said, wanted to shrink into the chair.

Finally, Gretchen looked around the tables. "Well, that clinches it," she said. "I apologize on behalf of my stepson. Now, we may not be allowed to administer corporal punishment in school anymore, but I'm happy to say that that doesn't apply to home."

It took a few seconds, but when the words corporal punishment registered in Clemson's brain, he put up his hands to protest. "Look, Gretchen, I don't know what you've got in mind, but I'm sorry, okay?"

Gretchen shook her head. "It's too late for that, Clemson," she said. "I warned you earlier that there would be consequences if you said or did anything that embarrassed me or yourself. I believe your outburst and liberal use of the f-word qualifies." She stood up.

Now, he was a little afraid. "I apologize to all of you. I didn't mean anything by what I said. Let me get you some more wine."

The other seven teachers shifted their eyes back and forth between stepmother and stepson, apparently waiting to see what would happen next.

Gretchen took a few steps toward the kitchen. "Clemson, the only thing you can do right now is to shut up and take what's coming to you. I urge you not embarrass yourself any further."

He stood up. "Wait... where are you going?"

She looked back at him over her shoulder. "I'm going to get the biggest wooden spoon in the kitchen," she said. She gave him a wink. "But don't worry. I'll be back in a minute."

His eyes widened as he realized her full intent. "No. You can't spank me, especially in front of everyone."

She gave him an evil smile. "I certainly can," she said. "I think my colleagues need to see the power of corporal punishment. And you, young man, should be grateful that I'm not calling your father and that I left the board of education at school."

"What's the board of education?" Mrs. Milano asked.

"My old school paddle; eighteen inches of solid oak," Gretchen said. "Believe me, four or five swats with that paddle, even over two layers of clothing, would make most students very attentive." Then she disappeared into the kitchen.

Clemson wanted to run. He didn't think any of the teachers would try to stop him. But where would he go? Even if he ran out of the house, eventually he would have to come home. And when he did, the punishment would be a lot worse. Gretchen might even call his father. Clemson definitely didn't want to risk that. Maybe she'll cool down, he thought. Maybe she's just bluffing or trying to impress her colleagues.

After sifting through his very limited options, he decided to remain where he was, see what happens. He didn't have long to wait. Less than five minutes after she disappeared, Gretchen reappeared. Clutched in her right hand was a wooden spoon with a nine inch handle and wide bowl. He grimaced when he saw it.

She smiled at him. "Well, at least you didn't embarrass yourself further by trying to run," she said. "Now let's see if you've got the courage to take your punishment."

The other seven teachers were transfixed as they watched Gretchen approach her stepson, the evil-looking spoon in her hand.

"Now, Clemson," Gretchen said when she got to within five or six feet of him. "I happen to know that your mother, God rest her soul, used this spoon on you more than once. Isn't that right?"

Clemson was horrified. "You leave my mother out of this." He bit his lip to stop himself from calling her a dirty name.

Gretchen huffed. "You're right," she said. "This is just between you and me and my seven colleagues." She glanced around the room. "I never used the wooden spoon before, but I'm sure it can be just as effective as the paddle, if used properly." She turned back to Clemson. "Okay, get your pants down and kneel. Put your upper body over the seat of the chair. For now, leave your briefs up... no need to embarrass any of us further."

Desperately, he looked at his stepmother. "Gretchen, do we really have to do this? I said I was sorry."

"Yes, we really have to do this," she said. "Now, get into position. Every second you waste will result in additional punishment. Is that clear, young man?"

Yes, it was clear. "Clear," he said.

She scowled at him. "Another sign of disrespect," she said. "When I ask you a question, I expect a proper answer."

Once again, he bit his lip to keep himself from saying something stupid. "Yes, ma'am."

"That's better," she said. "Get into position, take your punishment without any more stupid questions or comments, and maybe it won't be so bad."

Maybe, he thought. He had a sudden flash of his mother spanking him with the wooden spoon. Although he certainly hadn't liked it at the time, he understood that she only did it because she loved him. The same applied to when his father used the belt on him. Don't embarrass yourself, he thought. Especially in front of Ms. Schofield.

With that thought in mind, he unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his Levis and peeled them down to below his thighs, exposing his black briefs. He flushed as he realized he was flashing his underwear to seven teachers and his stepmother. So be it, he told himself, and got down on his knees in front of chair.

Gretchen pushed his torso over the seat. "Don't try to get up until I give you permission. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am." He closed his eyes.

She bunched the edges of his briefs into his crack, baring his two muscular cheeks.

"Gretchen, how do you know how much to spank him?" Ms. Pulaski asked.

"There's no hard and fast rule," Gretchen replied. "You just know when the miscreant's had enough." She turned back to Clemson. "Clemson, remember what I said about not getting up."

As soon as she said that, she struck his left cheek with the spoon. The sound of the impact echoed through the room. He grimaced with the sudden pain. A second later, she struck again, this time impacting the right cheek.

"God, that hurts," he yelled.

Quickly, she struck five times in rapid succession. "I didn't give you permission to speak," she said. "If you do it again, we're going to be here for a long time."

He grimaced again and bit down on his tongue. He knew she wasn't bluffing. He was going to get whatever she thought he deserved. Don't make it worse, he ordered himself. Don't make it worse.

Without pause, she continued to rain down strokes with the spoon, making sure that she covered every square millimeter of his upturned backside, occasionally straying to his upper thighs. Stroke after stroke after stroke graced and reddened his soft flesh. He desperately wanted to yell, to curse, to implore her to stop, that he'd had enough. He forgot all about the other seven teachers watching the spanking, as his world shrank down to the intimate space between his backside and Gretchen's right hand holding the handle of the spoon.

When he could manage a thought, he realized that this spanking was far worse than any his mother had ever administered, perhaps not as bad as the four or five belt whippings his father had inflicted on him, but bad nonetheless. His stepmother was definitely no amateur or pushover.

As the spanking continued, he couldn't help wondering how much she believed would be enough to satisfy her, to somehow make right the wrong. Tears welled up in his eyes and began to spill down his cheeks into the corners of his mouth. His chest began to heave and suddenly his entire body was wracked by a fit of sobbing. "I'm so sorry," he said.

Gretchen stopped the spanking and felt his burning flesh. "Yes, I imagine you are," she said. She turned to her guests, who were gazing at the scene with wide eyes. "And that's the way it's done. You just know when it's time to stop."

The teachers all stood up and broke into a polite applause. "Maybe we could petition the school board to bring back paddling in the classroom," Ms. Hendricks suggested.

Ms. Regetti pulled out her smart phone and took a picture of Clemson's flaming bottom. "And if the students give us any trouble, we can post the aftermath on Facebook or some other form of social media. Give them a taste of their own medicine."

Clemson raised his head and brushed away a few tears. "Oh, please don't do that."

Ms. Hendricks laughed. "Proves my point. Thanks, Clemson."

Gretchen patted his bottom. "Okay, Clemson. I think you've had enough and learned your lesson. You may get up, and please pull up your pants."

Now, he flushed again, as he remembered that he was exposing his backside to eight women, most of them old enough to be his mother. Slowly, he pushed himself up from the chair. Once he was standing, he pulled up his Levis. "Gretchen, may I go to my room now?"

She patted his blushing and tear-streaked cheek. "I just love it when they show a change in attitude," she said. "Get the last tray of food and another bottle of wine, then you may go. But come back in a couple of hours to clean up."

"Yes, ma'am." He turned toward the kitchen, noting that Taylor Schofield was smiling at him. He had a quick flash of what lay beyond her thighs and almost forgot about the terrible spanking he had just endured. Concentrate, he ordered himself.

But as he entered the kitchen and got the food and wine ready, he couldn't help wondering what Ms. Schofield was like in bed. Then he wondered how bad the spanking would be if he asked her.


6. Video Game Addict

My name is Andrew and I'm a video game addict; or, as the psychiatrists have termed it, I have gaming disorder. If there was a twelve-step program for people like me, along with regular meetings, I would attend every one of them, standing in front of the group and introducing myself the way I just did.

Unfortunately, there is no such group or program, at least not where I'm from, so I've had to live with the problem, letting it slowly consume me, to take over my life until nothing else mattered, not my job, my college career, not even my small family.

I believe I was doomed to this addiction almost from birth. My mother gave me the middle name of Mario because she was addicted to Nintendo and Super Mario Brothers. Over time, she allowed this addiction to control her to such an extent that she ignored everything around her, including me and my father (her husband). She let her health suffer. She didn't eat, she didn't exercise. In spite of the warning signs, she just kept playing until my father, tired of her promises and her overall lack of hygiene, divorced her, simply cut her loose five years ago. I didn't blame him. He stood by her and took it for as long as he could.

The last I heard, she was living in a half-way house, attempting to pull herself out of the video game quicksand she fell into. I hope and pray she makes it, but doubt that she will, at least not without a strong support system.

Now, back to my story. As I said, I suffer from gaming disorder. I would play just about anything that involved the internet and a gaming system:  Minecraft, World of Warcraft, Call of Duty, Fortnight, even the various versions of Grand Theft Auto. More than once, I played for fifteen to twenty hours at a time, getting up only to relieve myself. I stopped going to my job at the hardware store, stopped going to classes at Frost College, even stopped eating, except for occasional bowls of potato chips. Ironically, I made friends with people thousands of miles away, but lost contact with those closest to me. I was a mess, to say the least.

Looking back, I believe I could very well be in the same half-way house as my mother or even worse if it hadn't been for Jackie. Last year, when I turned eighteen and finished high school, my father accepted a position in his company that required more frequent travel, including occasional extended trips to Europe and Asia.

However, a few months before he began the serious traveling, he met Jackie, who worked in the advertising department as an editor. Apparently, they fell in love and soon married in a small ceremony. Thus, Jackie became my stepmother, although at first I regarded her simply as my father's wife and someone with whom I shared our large five-bedroom house.

For several months, I rarely saw her, as she alternated between  her office at the company and her home office on the third floor. Likewise, I stayed in the suite I had set up in the basement, emerging only to go to work or eat a quick meal.

It wasn't until two weeks before Christmas that Jackie realized the extent of my gaming problem. She met me in the late afternoon when I was in the kitchen microwaving a TV dinner. "Andrew, I thought you were supposed to be at work," she asked in an alarmingly innocent voice.

At the time, I was in the middle of a war game and was anxious to get back to my game cave. "Oh, I... uh... I got the day off," I said just as the microwave dinged. In truth, I had stopped going to my job a week before. I was probably fired, but I stopped answering my phone as well. I removed my dinner and turned toward the basement.

"Wait," she said, touching my arm. "How was school this semester?"

I realize now that she was just trying to be friendly and acted out of concern. However, I was in no mood for an interrogation or even a conversation. Besides, I had failed all four of my classes and certainly didn't want to admit it to my father's wife. "Okay," I said. I didn't stick around for any more questions.

The next day, Jackie knocked at the door to my basement suite. When I didn't answer, she opened the door and came in. She found me sprawled in my gaming chair, still in my underwear. I don't think I had actually showered in three days.

When she was about five feet away from me, she stopped and scanned the small space I used as my game cave. To my knowledge, she had never seen it before. "Andrew," she started, now focusing on me, "you were supposed to help me with the Christmas decorations. When you didn't answer the text I sent or even come to the door, I got worried. Are you okay?"

I put the game on pause, took off my headset, and looked up at her, annoyed at the disturbance. "I'm okay," I said. "I'll be up in a little bit." I hoped that would satisfy her, but it didn't.

She moved a little closer. "Look, Andrew, I need your help. With your father in South Korea. I don't know where anything is or how he wants the house decorated."

My annoyance boiled over into anger. I was losing valuable gaming time and probably losing my two friends and partners at the same time. "Jackie, can't you see I'm busy?" I shouted. "Leave me the fuck alone."

She scowled and stood where she was, not saying anything for at least a minute. Then she turned and walked away. I breathed a sigh of relief and resumed my game. Within five minutes, I had forgotten all about the intrusion as I got caught up in the fantasy of this virtual world.

I had forgotten about the intrusion, but apparently Jackie hadn't. An hour later, she was back. This time she hadn't bothered to knock. "Andrew," she said, as she approached. "I spoke with your father about you. We're both very concerned about this video game stuff. It seems to have taken over your life."

At first, I was so involved in the game that I barely heard her. I didn't bother to put down the controller or respond.

She moved so that she was now standing between me and the screen, forcing me to stop. "What the fuck!" I yelled.

She didn't move. "Andrew, you need to listen to me."

"Get the fuck out of the way!"

Again, she didn't move, except for her hand reaching for the remote control for the television.

I saw her hand and nearly panicked. "No... don't turn it off!"

"Then, come upstairs in five minutes," she said. "Or I will return." She glared at me for several seconds before turning and walking away.

The part of me that was still functioning in the real world knew she was serious and that I was courting trouble. But the rest of me didn't care. I just had to get back to that virtual world. I picked up the controller and went back to playing just as though Jackie had never been there.

Five minutes passed, or so I believed, because I really wasn't paying attention to real time. In fact, I probably didn't know what time of day it was or even what day of the week it was.

I was totally caught up in a game of Fortnite, killing off the enemy with the help of a partner who identified himself as Igor XVI from Romania, when suddenly Jackie appeared. She immediately positioned herself between me and the 60 inch screen.

"Turn it off. Now!" she ordered.

At that point in the game, Igor XVI and I were wiping out the enemy. I was definitely in no mood to stop. I looked at her and sneered. "Fuck you," I yelled. "Get out of the way."

Jackie lifted her left hand and showed me her smart phone. "Adam, did you hear?" she said into the phone.

"Yes, I did," came a male voice from the speaker. Even from a distance, I recognized the voice as that of my father. "Andrew, can you hear me?"

I swallowed hard. The world of Fortnite was slowly ebbing away. I took off my headset. "Uh... yes, I hear you."

"Good," he said. "Jackie is very concerned about you and needs your help. I'm sorry I'm not there to take care of this myself, but I won't be able to come home for another three days. In the meantime, you will do what Jackie tells you to do. Okay?"

I looked up at my new stepmother, saw both the concern and the determination on her face. "Okay," I said. I thought maybe I could appease her for an hour or two, get something to eat, and get back to the game. Perhaps Igor XVI would wait for me or I could find another partner. I had met a lot of people with gaming disorder.

"All right, then, it's settled," my father said through the speaker. "Don't disappoint me." He disconnected.

Jackie lowered her arm. "Okay, Andrew, you've heard it from your father," she said. "Now, turn off your game and come upstairs."

I nodded. "Give me five minutes."

She shook her head. "No. The last time your five minutes turned into five hours. Turn it off now."

I could tell she was very serious. I didn't know what she would (or could) do if I refused, but again that rational part of me thought it best not to test her. I put the headset back on. "I have to sign off," I said into the small microphone.

I got a quick and terse reply from Igor XVI, then turned off the game. Sadly, it was one of the hardest things I've ever done in my life.

It was nearly eight o'clock when we finished putting up the Christmas decorations. Jackie insisted I eat dinner with her. During dinner, I seem to recall that she talked about her job and her life experience. But I wasn't listening. All I could think about was getting back to the virtual world that I had so abruptly abandoned.

Finally, after I helped her clean up the kitchen, I told her I was tired and wanted to go back to the basement to get some sleep.

She looked at me with a very stern expression. "Okay. But first, you will take a shower and get yourself cleaned up. Then go to bed. No more game playing tonight. I have plans for the morning and want to see you in the kitchen by nine. Understand?"

No, I didn't understand. I couldn't imagine what she had planned that involved me. But I mumbled my affirmation anyway and walked away.

"I mean it, Andrew," she called after me.

If I had listened to her at that moment, if I had only heard the not-so-veiled threat in her voice, I could have saved myself a lot of grief. But, of course, I was addicted; I wasn't listening to anyone or anything except the call of the gaming system and the virtual world that system opened me up to.

I returned to the basement and decided that it really was time to take a quick shower and change my underwear, at least do that much to appease my crusading stepmother. After the shower and a change of clothes, I waffled between my bed (which I hadn't slept in for three days) and the game system.

I was tired and my eyes burned. That rational part of me screamed at the other parts of me, "Go to bed, you fool, go to bed." I almost listened. Almost. But, in the end, the game system proved to be more compelling than the bed. I told myself that I would only play one quick game, perhaps Grand Theft Auto or one of my other games that didn't require a partner, something with a quick and definite conclusion.

So, with the best and noblest of intentions, I sat down on my gaming chair and fired up the system. And, as usual, I forgot all about my best intentions. I played until I could no longer keep my eyes open or even grip the controller. I fell asleep sprawled in my gaming chair.

I awoke only because I needed to use the bathroom. When I attempted to get up, my legs were so stiff I could barely move. I glanced at the clock and noted that it was five minutes after seven. I staggered to the bathroom and did my business, recalling that Jackie wanted me upstairs at nine.

Okay, I nodded to myself as I got a drink of water, I've got almost two hours before nine. Plenty of time for another game. And with that thought in mind, I returned to my chair and started a new game, occasionally rubbing sleep and debris out of my eyes.

Naturally, nine o'clock came and went. In fact, I didn't notice the time at all until I heard Jackie behind me. "Andrew, it's after eleven," she said. "I wanted you upstairs at nine."

I glanced at her over my shoulder. I was annoyed at the interruption but tried very hard not to show it. "Okay, Jackie. Give me ten minutes."

She didn't respond to that, just turned and left the basement. I went back to the game as though nothing had happened. In an instant, I was caught up once again in the virtual world, completely oblivious to anything not on the screen.

And then, suddenly, the game froze on the screen, and nothing I did with the controller could get it unfrozen. Finally, out of frustration, I turned the system off and on again. I rebooted it several times. But nothing I did would restore the game - or any game - to life. This was drastic. "What the fuck!" I shouted.

For an instant, I wondered if perhaps the main server suddenly went down or even the electricity in the house was off. I put down the controller and went upstairs to check. I found Jackie sitting in the kitchen, sipping coffee. She had a very smug expression on her face. "Game not working?" she asked as if she already knew the answer.

I glared at her. "Is the server down?"

"Not really," she said.

"Then what's wrong?"

She took another sip of coffee. "I shut down the internet."

It took a few seconds for that to register in my overwrought brain. But when it did, I flushed with anger and surprise. I had no idea that she could do that. "You shut down the internet?"

She nodded.

"What the fuck did you that for? Turn it back on. Are you fucking kidding me?" I was in a borderline rage and didn't care in the least what kind of language I used.

She scowled at me. "Look, Andrew, I've had it with your game playing. It's totally consuming you. I've given you plenty of warning."

At that moment, I felt like strangling her. And I might have tried. The only thing stopping me was that I didn't know how to restore the internet. "You fucking bitch!" I screamed. "What I do is none of your fucking business. Turn the internet back on now."

She didn't move or appear intimidated in the least. "Not until we've settled a few things. Sit down and shut up."

Get a grip on yourself, my rational side ordered. I glared at her for a few more seconds to see if she would break, but she didn't. I pulled out a chair and sat down. "Okay, I'm sitting."

"Good," she said. "Now, I'm going to tell you a few things and I don't want any interruptions." She paused for another few seconds.

I had enough self-control left to check my anger and shut my mouth.

"First," she started, "your father and I are very concerned about your video game addiction."

I opened my mouth to protest. She put up a hand to stop me.

"Don't try to deny it," she said. "Look, I know you haven't been going to your job. In fact, you've been fired. I also know you failed all your classes this past semester. You are a rapidly sinking ship, and all because of those stupid video games."

I'd heard enough. "Look, Jackie, this is none of your business," I said. "I don't know how you found out about my grades or my job, but you need to stop spying on me and leave me the fuck alone. I can take care of myself."

She huffed. "How? You don't even know how to turn the internet back on. You're a mess, Andrew. One of these days I'm going to go down to that gaming hole you live in and find you dead. I would never forgive myself if that happened."

Again, I opened my mouth to protest. Again, she stopped me.

"Andrew, if you had bothered to listen to me at dinner, you would have heard that I've lived with this before. I lost my first husband that way, just like you lost your mother."

This got my attention, but I couldn't think of a response.

"Another thing you would have learned," she continued, "is that I don't tolerate bad language or any kind of disrespect. And disrespect is all I've gotten from you. That stops now."

She stood up, and it was then that I noticed how tall and sturdy she really was. I began to get a little nervous. My rational side screamed at me to stay calm and focus on what she was telling me. "Look, Jackie... I'm sorry, okay. I promise I'll do whatever job you want me to do."

She huffed. "It's too late for that, Andrew," she said.

My anxiety turned to fear. "What do you mean?"

She opened a drawer and pulled out a large wooden spoon. "I mean, you need to be taught a lesson in how to behave. I mean, I intend to show what happens if you disobey me while your father's gone. I mean, I intend to show you that there are immediate consequences to your addiction."

I looked at the wooden spoon; I looked at Jackie's face. And after a few seconds, I put the two together and realized her intent. I hadn't been spanked in years and was definitely in no mood for a spanking at this moment (Is one ever really in the mood for a spanking?). The rational side of me quickly took charge, while the rest of me stepped aside and let it. I put up my hands in surrender. "Look, Jackie, I said I was sorry. Maybe you have a point about the games. I've been meaning to stop anyway."

Her eyes narrowed. "That's exactly what Chris, my first husband, said. And he did stop... for almost twenty-four hours. Then he started back up again. No, Andrew, I'm not letting you off." She clutched that awful looking spoon tightly in her right hand and tapped the bowl against her left palm. "I'm going to spank some sense back into you. And if you try to resist, I will take away your game system and your computer, at least until your father comes home. And if I hear another bad word come out of your mouth, I will spank you with this spoon until you can't sit comfortably, then I will whip you with your father's belt. Do you understand me?"

Now I was in near shock. I didn't think I could live without my game system or my computer. My irrational side, the side totally addicted, urged me to attack her, make her turn the internet back on and then leave me alone. Even that part of me knew better than to run away.

But, once again, that blessed rational side said to stay calm, that maybe she was bluffing or testing me, that maybe if I gave in a little, she would go easy on me and life would go back to normal. With that in mind, I summoned all the contrition I could muster. I hung my head. "Okay... maybe I do deserve something for being so caught up."

She looked almost surprised, as though she was expecting more of a fight. "Yes, you do," she said. "Drop your pants and bend over the chair."

I started to peel down my sweat pants, then stopped. "Are you sure this is necessary?"

"That, Andrew, is an extremely stupid question," she said. "While you struggle to overcome this addiction, I will decide what is necessary and what is not. Is that clear?"

Yes, it was clear, and not totally unwelcome. I remembered at that moment the times I tried to get my mother's attention when she was engaged in a game. But many times, she wouldn't even acknowledge me, even when I did something bad, something I was sure she would punish me for.

I looked at Jackie and nodded. Finally, someone cared enough to take me to task. I lowered my sweat pants to my knees and bent my upper body over the chair. She came up behind me and bunched the sides of my briefs into my crack, exposing both cheeks of my backside. I began to get a little nervous and wondered how much she was going to spank me and how bad it would hurt.

"Don't try to get up until I give you permission. Is that clear?"

"Yes," I replied, not wanting to get into any more trouble by not answering her questions.

A second later, I heard her take a deep breath. This was followed by the sudden sharp pain as the bowl of the spoon impacted my right cheek. As a kid, I had been spanked a few times with my father's wooden ruler. At the time, I had thought that hurt. But the pain produced by that ruler was nothing compared to the spoon.

Jackie didn't give me any time to contemplate the pain, however. A second later, I felt another sharp blow, this one to my left cheek. I groaned and had to suppress an urge to stand up or at least cover my bottom with my hands.

Before I could act on that urge, she struck again, then again and again and again. The pain began to shoot up and down my spine. I was aware that I was moving my feet and swaying my backside.

She settled into a steady rhythm, and I had a strong feeling that she was no amateur spanker. I thought back on her threat to spank until I couldn't sit comfortably. When would she reach that point, and how would she know? I thought about her threat to use my father's belt. That was an experience I definitely didn't want to have, so I bit down on my tongue to keep from spewing out the string of curse words that were massing in my brain.

She spanked for what seemed like an hour but was probably only a couple of minutes. She spanked until tears filled my eyes and spilled down the sides of my steaming face. She spanked until for the first time in a long time I wasn't thinking about video games.

Then, abruptly she stopped and set the spoon on the counter behind her. She ran her hand gently over what was left of my flesh. "Okay, Andrew," she said in a gentle voice, "you may get up and face me."

Slowly, I pushed myself up from the chair and turned toward her. When I saw her standing there with her arms open, I broke. I began to sob like a small boy, like I did when my mother told me to leave her alone.

Jackie pulled me into an embrace and held me until I calmed down. She patted my back and even kissed the top of my head. I don't know if this was her intent, but I felt loved for the first time in my life.

Finally, she released me and pushed me back. "You took that well, Andrew," she said. "I'm proud of you."

It was also the first time a woman had told me she was proud of me. It felt good. "Thank you," I managed to say in a near whisper.

Her expression became more serious, almost stony. "Okay. This is the way it's going to be around here," she said. "You will wash your face and change your clothes. We're going to do some Christmas shopping together. We'll be out all afternoon. then we're going to eat dinner together. After dinner, I will turn the internet back on. It will be on until midnight. At midnight, you will go to bed. If you're not in bed at midnight, I will give you another spanking, one you are not likely to forget."

I was horrified, but I tried not to show it. "Uh... what about tomorrow?"

"Andrew, as they say, we're going to take this one day at a time," she said. "I do have some additional jobs for you to do. I will give you a list tomorrow. If you give me any trouble at all, I will whip you with the belt. Are we clear on all this?"

That rational side of me knew exactly what she was trying to do. It was all for my own good, but I was grateful she didn't feel the need to say it. As I gazed into her eyes, I could still feel the heat from the terrible spanking she had just administered. I wasn't anxious for another one. "Yes, we're clear."

"Okay. Then go do what I told you to do. Be in the kitchen ready to go in fifteen minutes."

For the remainder of that day, I did exactly what Jackie told me to do. And, much to my surprise, when we arrived home from the mall, I realized that I had actually enjoyed getting out of the house, I enjoyed being with Jackie. For several hours, I hadn't thought at all about video games or the virtual world.

We got all of our Christmas shopping done and ate lunch at one of my favorite restaurants. I felt like I had accomplished something worthwhile. I even noticed that a few places were hiring and thought I might apply for a job right after Christmas.

We said good night to each other around eight-thirty, and I returned to my suite. True to her word, Jackie restored the internet. At first, I ignored the game system. But, god help me, after a while, it called to me and I listened.

I think it was around nine-thirty that I turned it on and began playing Minecraft, not one of my favorites. Still, it wasn't long before I was completely caught up, so caught up that I lost track of time.

And, again, true to her word, Jackie came down to check on me at precisely midnight. She scowled but didn't seem surprised when she saw me sprawled in my gaming chair, controller clutched firmly in my right hand.

Immediately, she turned off the television and glared at me. "I'm very disappointed in you, Andrew," she said. "I thought our session this morning would have convinced you that I'm serious."

Initially, I was angry at the intrusion and the abrupt withdrawal from the virtual world. I returned her glare. "What the fuck!" I yelled.

She remained calm. "I laid down the rules this morning, didn't I?"

I swallowed hard as her words from the morning came back to me in a rush. "Uh... yes."

"And you said you understood. Isn't that correct?"

"Uh... yes." I was in deep trouble.

"I'm not going to waste time," she said. "Take off your pants and bend over your bed. Then wait for me."

Suddenly, I remembered her threat to whip with the belt. "No, Jackie, please. I'm sorry."

"Do what I tell you to do," she said. "If you're not in position when I return with the belt, the punishment will be much worse." She didn't wait for a reply before she turned and went back upstairs.

I tried to calculate how much time it would take for her to retrieve my father's heavy leather belt and return to the basement - maybe a minute. A lot of things went through my mind during that minute, including getting my old baseball bat and hiding behind the door to bash her when she appeared. Quickly, I rejected that idea, tempting as it was. As I heard her footsteps in the kitchen, I resolved that I was going to get a whipping and that I better get into position.

By the time Jackie entered my suite, I was bent over the bed with my pants down to my ankles. She didn't say a word, just positioned herself behind me, doubled the belt, and let it fly. God, that hurt... even worse than the wooden spoon, especially since my bottom was still a little sore from the early spanking.

If she noticed my pained reaction at all, it certainly didn't faze her. A second later, she landed another harsh blow, then another and another and another. I wasn't counting, but I believe all in all she must have delivered at least thirty or forty blows, several hitting my upper thighs.

When she was finally finished, I was a mess. I felt pain not just in my backside but everywhere in my body. I was crying even worse than I had in the morning. The whipping had definitely been worse than I could have imagined.

She dropped the belt and tapped me on the shoulder to get my attention. "Andrew, get up."

I pushed myself up from the bed and immediately cupped my wounded bottom with both hands.

She gave me a hard look. "I warned you what would happen," she said. "Now I'm warning you again. We will keep doing this as long as is necessary. I hope I've made that abundantly clear."

I managed to get myself under control. My whole backside felt like it was on fire. I couldn't say anything, only nod my understanding.

Her expression softened, but only slightly. "Okay, you've been punished. I'm going to shut down the internet for the night. Go to bed. I will expect you upstairs and ready to work by eight o'clock."

Again, I nodded. Part of me was still in shock. The entire session lasted less than fifteen minutes, but it made an impression on me that would last the rest of my life. After she was gone, I cleaned myself up and went to bed. Surprisingly, I went to sleep almost immediately.

For the next two days, I followed the rules to the letter. Jackie told me several times that she was proud of me. I definitely didn't want to get another spanking, and I don't think she wanted to give me another spanking.

My father came home a day later and was very pleased to see the house decorated and ready for Christmas. He was also happy to see that I wasn't totally consumed by my video games.

We spent a very good Christmas together. And after Christmas, I got a job at Video Game Exchange, which for me is the perfect place to work. I'm still an addict and probably always will be. But I believe, with Jackie's help (and harsh punishment), I have it under control.


Also from LSF Publications...

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.

Going Over Mom's Knee: Anthology by Lewis Stone

This anthology of 25 domestic femdom stories all feature the common theme of men who regularly find themselves going over their mother's knee for a painful and humiliating bare bottom spanking. The reasons for their punishment may be many and varied but the results are always the same as their no-nonsense dominant moms put hair brush, bath brush, paddle and hand to good use. Occasionally, the sons' girlfriends are encouraged to take on the role of disciplinarian too. And sometimes it isn't just the sons on the receiving end of mother's hairbrush but their father as well!

Jeremy and the Whipping Post by W. Arthur

Pharmaceutical rep Jeremy has no social life; he spends most of his time driving long distances and his life has become tedious. But all that changes drastically when he gets lost, eventually finding himself in a small town called Scurbin. He inadvertently parks his vehicle in the wrong place and makes things worse for himself by being rude to the female police officer and the female judge - who sentences him to 30 days in jail unless he takes a public whipping. Horrified, he opts for the whipping. It proves to be the first of many, for Scurbin has its own unique way of doing things. Made up of 80% women, the town is run by women, whereas the male residents are disciplined and controlled by their wives. A proposition is soon put to Jeremy - there are many women wanting to sample him sexually. Is this a dream come true? A sex slave to as many women as he wants? There are conditions of course - Jeremy must be subservient and obedient, and when he messes up, his bare bottom receives regular punishment spankings from various dominant women. Ironically, that has always been his secret fantasy. Perhaps he should remain in Scurbin and see how well his fantasy matches his new reality...

Scott and the Woodshed by W. Arthur

Scott is no stranger to discipline as his bare bottom has regularly been on the receiving end of his mother's wooden spoon, but after his mother's death, Scott lacks focus and motivation. When an attractive woman (Valerie) walks into the bank where he works and asks for a loan, he tries to help her. He also lets his mind wander as he imagines being over her lap for a hard spanking. Little does he know that he is to form a special relationship with Valerie, a woman in the final stages of training to be a vet. She occupies his mother's former room for several weeks, and Scott loves her dominance and authority. When she mentions the woodshed on her mother's farm, Scott is curious and starts asking questions. He gets so much more than he bargained for, particularly when he visits the farm and finds out exactly what it's like to be taken to the woodshed for a hard strapping on his bare bottom. Disciplining male members of the family is part of the fabric of life here. Like her mother, Valerie has a strong right arm and knows just how to administer a whipping earned for slacking off or bad behaviour. Although Scott often has a sore bottom, he appears to thrive on it, and his relationship with Valerie blossoms...

The Disciplined Male - Volume 8 by W. Arthur

This compilation features the following and 4 other femdom stories in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women:

The Job Interview: When Cam attends an interview for a prestigious job, he is alarmed to find the person who interviews him is none other than Mazy, the sister of his ex-wife. Because of this, Mazy knows Cam is a serial womaniser and not to be trusted around women; she tells him she will hire him on a ninety-day probationary contract if he drops his pants and goes over the desk for a paddling.

Kyle's New Reality: When 19-year-old Kyle spends over a thousand dollars on his dad's credit card to watch VR porn, he doesn't bargain on being caught in the act by his new stepmother, the attractive Felicia. She deals with Kyle's infraction with a bath brush, and then makes a surprising suggestion.

Lent: Newlyweds Kevin and Margo enjoy an active sex life, but Margo tells her husband that if he doesn't give up swearing for Lent, he will be deprived of sex. He tries to stop, but fails - and takes the consequences in the form of a bare bottom paddling.

The Disciplined Male Anthology by W. Arthur

This anthology features a collection of 19 femdom stories totalling over 75,000 words in which men find themselves on the receiving end of strict discipline from dominant women, including:

1. The Doctor and Mrs. Tolliver: New to the area, Doctor Tomisini pays a visit to a nearby antique shop where an old leather razor strop catches his eye. The attractive female shop owner explains that it used to belong to her grandfather. Later, he is bent over a stool with his bottom bared, whilst she gives him a painful strapping prior to making love.

2. Caught Staring: Rather than completing the long list of tasks awaiting his attention, tenured professor, Gene Atherton, gazes out of his office window, surreptitiously watching the scantily clad female college students enjoying the spring weather outside. Unfortunately, he is caught spying by his dominant, controlling sister who is Dean of Humanities. Bent over his office desk, she subjects him to a vigorous spanking with a long wooden ruler followed by a no-nonsense paddling later at home.

3. A Hairbrush for a Bully's Bottom!: Rodney compensates for his lack of height by being a bully in the workplace and terrorizing the female employees. But when confronted and punished by three women wielding a hairbrush, he is made to see the error of his ways.

Donald's Spanking Therapy by Lucy Appleby

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Donald's Spanking Therapy: It takes Donald some time to pluck up the courage to see a therapist, but once he starts talking about his need to be disciplined by a woman, he feels liberated. His therapist even shows him some spanking implements and gives him a few playful whacks, but tells him if he wants the real thing he must use the services of a dominatrix. He would have wimped out were it not for finding a business card in a pub for Lady Elecktra, a woman who later gives Donald more than he bargained for!

Odd Job Joe: When Joe calls to do some work for the voluptuous Marion Hattersley, he gets far more than he ever expected. She manipulates the situation, making it impossible not to peek in through her bedroom door to discover what she's up to with her vibrato ... and Joe pays the price for his voyeurism on his bare bottom as Marion spanks him soundly with a hairbrush. Will he go back for more...?

Trevor's First Spanking: Married for six months, Jane finds Trevor's selfish attitude and behaviour increasingly irritating. He's untidy, doesn't help around the house, and expects Jane to do everything. A rebellious Jane goes round to see her friend Amy, but on arrival Jane is very surprised to see Amy's husband standing in the corner with a bare, freshly spanked bottom. Amy gives Jane a few tips on how to discipline Trevor... and it works a treat!

Spanked by His Aunt by Jack Crawford

Following the sudden death of his estranged father, eighteen-year-old Timothy Witten learns that under the terms of his late father's Will, he is to inherit a small fortune - but he can't touch it until he is 25 and in possession of a college degree. In the meantime, Aunt Kay, Timothy's only remaining family, is appointed as trustee. She is a wealthy woman who has a large house in Alabama, and Timothy's life changes drastically as he leaves his boarding school and goes to live with her.

Aunt Kay proves herself to be quite a formidable character who won't stand for any nonsense. She is fond of her nephew, but that doesn't prevent her from spanking him when he misbehaves. Timothy is horrified, never having being spanked before, and suffers the indignity of going over his aunt's knee, bare bottomed. The punishments occur regularly, including a trip to the woodshed. This is Aunt Kay's domain; she rules the roost and Tim has to obey her or suffer the consequences! He often has a sore bottom but nevertheless develops a healthy respect and affection towards his aunt.

Disciplined by the Librarian by Jack Crawford

Garrett MacQuillan has established a reputation for himself at university; the PhD student alleviates his often tedious historical research by sampling as many women as possible on campus. His rakish good looks have the ladies flocking - with the exception of Lillian Fouet, the newly appointed Head Librarian. Intrigued by the only woman who spurns his advances, Garrett sets out to ingratiate himself with the dark-haired beauty, leading to a steamy session in bed. But things don't quite go to plan, for the librarian is the one in charge, and as Garrett falls under her spell, he finds himself subject to her discipline. A relationship develops, in which Garrett begins to understand his submissive side as he slowly develops a taste for the librarian's special brand of painful discipline and the sex that follows. His bare bottom is regularly spanked with various implements including a fearsome hairbrush, and for the first time in his life, Garrett is firmly put in his place.
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