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Chapter One
 
 
Virginia Samuels, legal surname Lyons, sat in her bedroom remembering the first time her new daddy had paddled her. It had taken place soon after Ginnie’s arrival here on Oak Street, when she joined the neighborhood at nearly the same time as six other eighteen-year-old girls. Those first seven girls, placed with new mommies and daddies, along with a few more who came as unrelated ‘sisters’ to older girls, had lived for eighteen months as if Oak Street were a normal suburban development. Ginnie liked it here, despite her daddy’s strict discipline; the paddle hurt terribly, but she only received it when she truly needed to learn her lesson.
But three weeks ago, strange things had begun to happen that made Oak Street seem like a different sort of place.
Ginnie wished she could stop wondering what had happened to her friend Wendy Kimball when Wendy had gone away for a few days, after the strange incident at the Woods’ pool. She also couldn’t stop wondering where Frankie and Mary Wood had now gone, only a week after Wendy’s return. That troubled her no less, but it presented a smaller immediate problem: Wendy had returned, so the temptation to ask the forbidden question of where she had gone and what had happened to her nearly overwhelmed Ginnie on a daily basis. Moreover, it seemed reasonably clear, given what Ginnie had seen of the thing that happened at the Woods’ pool, that Frankie and Mary must have gone to the same place, wherever it was, and been undergoing the same treatment.
Ginnie didn’t even know why she thought whatever had befallen those three neighbors, all young women brought, like Ginnie herself, to live on Oak Street in a sort of remedial girlhood, must be something one could call a treatment, except that life on Oak Street seemed itself to constitute a treatment of sorts. It had seemed very strange at first, nearly two years before, when the van from the relocation center had dropped her off here in what looked like a typical suburban development despite its apparent isolation from the rest of the area. But there were many such neighborhoods, Ginnie knew, in the arid land of the West, green oases of more or less traditional upper-middle-class life plopped down as if by some giant in the midst of the dry arroyos.
She had focused on that oddity at first—the topographical one—rather than the greater oddity of the living situation into which the van delivered her, because it only became clear to her very gradually just how odd, by the standards of the rest of the world, her new life would be.
At that point, after all, she hadn’t yet met Wendy, who lived at Number 6, next to Ginnie’s new home at Number 2, let alone any of the other girls who would quickly become her best friends. The whole first group of girls had arrived within twenty-four hours of one another, seven eighteen-year-olds in separate gray vans with Selecta Civil Services stenciled in red across the side. But Ginnie had found getting used to life with Mr. and Mrs. Samuels, her new daddy and mommy, so absorbing and confusing, that she hadn’t even noticed that other vans were arriving.
Ginnie had forgotten all about the geography by then, of course, which had happened very naturally because her new guardians had told her she wouldn’t be allowed to go outside until she had learned the house rules and had showed them she could behave herself.
“We’ll have a little quiz tomorrow,” Mr. Samuels had said. “And if you pass it you’ll be allowed to go and meet your new friends.”
So Ginnie had known of the existence of these new friends without knowing that they each had their own version of her strange living situation: a mommy and a daddy, and a home life governed by the fundamental principle—the first question on the quiz Ginnie had failed the next morning—that the corporate laws, as administered by the Selecta Corporation, had in them a special provision for the guidance of wayward young people, which decreed that despite having reached the age of eighteen, Ginnie would now be the ward of the Samuelses until her twenty-first birthday.
And when she had failed the quiz, she supposed now, the idea that she and the other Oak Street girls, at that point as yet unknown to her, were here for some kind of treatment, had taken hold in the most embarrassing possible way.
Her mommy had spoken her in a tone of frustration, holding up the sheet of paper upon which Mrs. Samuels had now written a big red F.
 
“Ginnie,” Mrs. Samuels said. “Did you even try to pass this quiz? You didn’t get a single question right.”
“I did…” Ginnie protested, remembering suddenly that she was supposed to call this woman something—wasn’t ever supposed to leave it out—but forgetting in the moment, the way she always seemed to lose track of things she was supposed to have studied.
They were sitting around the table in the Samuels’ lovely kitchen, full of light from the big windows that looked out on the lush backyard. Ginnie could still hardly believe she lived here, in her own room, despite having slept there the previous night, after unpacking under Mrs. Samuels’ supervision into the pink dresser that Mrs. Samuels said was simply the best color for redheads—not only in clothing but even for furniture. The one-page, five-question quiz now sat on the table in front of the middle-aged couple who Ginnie supposed she must now call… she felt a blush creep onto her cheeks as she remembered, and she cast her eyes down to the paper where she had failed so miserably to show that she was ready to leave the house.
Mrs. Samuels’ face had a kind, understanding expression on it, but Mr. Samuels seemed like a rather stern—if fair—man, and now his mouth grew even sterner.
“I did, ma’am,” he corrected. “You are to call us sir and ma’am, or Daddy and Mommy. I don’t know why that should be so difficult.”
Could he really not know? Ginnie wondered.
“We know it’s a lot to take in,” said Mrs. Samuels, looking at her husband a little reproachfully, “but the things on this quiz are very important, Ginnie.”
“We’re going to have to try something else to help you remember,” said Mr. Samuels. “Go down to the basement. You’ll see a door at the bottom of the stairs, with a picture of a schoolgirl on it. That’s the punishment room. Go in and strip down to your underwear, then lie down on the bench on your tummy.” He picked up the quiz and held it out to Ginnie. “Put this on the bench in front of you, and review it while you wait. I’ll be down to paddle you in a few minutes, and we’ll see if we can start fresh with a sore backside to focus your attention.”
Ginnie couldn’t believe—literally, at first, couldn’t—that she was hearing correctly. She listened with open mouth, as if about to interrupt, but no sound came out. When Mr. Samuels had finished, she still wasn’t sure she had understood. She blinked at her new guardian. “I’m sorry. What did you say, um, sir?”
“You heard your daddy,” Mrs. Samuels said in a regretful sort of voice, as if she didn’t want to see Ginnie disciplined but she agreed with her husband that it was necessary. “Girls who can’t concentrate get old-fashioned help in our house.”
Ginnie felt her jaw drop completely. “Old-fashioned?”
Mrs. Samuels looked at Mr. Samuels as if beseeching him to go easy on their new ward, but his well-shaven square jaw was set. She turned back to Ginnie. “Dear, I know you haven’t had the sort of upbringing you should, at least as far as Mr. Samuels and I judge the matter. But I’m afraid you’re going to have to get used to living by our rules, and that includes accepting the paddlings you earn, when you don’t live up to our expectations. We believe it’s the only way to set a girl on the straight and narrow path. That’s why there’s a room set aside in the basement for punishing you.”
Tears sprang to the corners of Ginnie’s eyes. “You can’t!” she exclaimed. “I thought… I thought you were so nice! You’re nasty and mean!”
“We are nice, Ginnie,” said Mr. Samuels, a little angrily. “And you’re going to be nice, too, after you’ve lived here for a few months, even though right now you don’t know what nice means, as far as I can see. Get your naughty backside down to the punishment room right now, before I haul you down there myself and give you extra for this disrespect and disobedience.”
“But I just got some things wrong on this stupid quiz!” Ginnie protested, feeling her face turn very red. “How can you do this? I want to leave!”
“You can’t leave, dear,” Mrs. Samuels said, reaching across the table to take Ginnie’s hand, a gesture Ginnie found to her surprise did feel very reassuring. “The government has located you with us, and given us the authority to discipline you as we think best.”
“And you know as well as we do,” added Mr. Samuels grimly, “that you failed the quiz on purpose.”
“I didn’t!” Ginnie wailed, but when her new daddy pulled back his chair a little she rose, hastily, and started toward the door through which Mrs. Samuels had led her to show her the basement rumpus room, the day before. Ginnie had noticed the door at the bottom, too, with the old-fashioned colored engraving of the schoolgirl standing in front of her teacher’s desk with downcast eyes, which had made her feel rather funny when she had glimpsed it. Mrs. Samuels hadn’t opened the door, though, and hadn’t said anything about what might lie on the other side.
When she went through that door, though, a few moments later, that funny feeling blossomed into butterflies in her tummy of a kind Ginnie had never felt before. There were more of the pictures, and the one of the girl in front of her teacher’s desk was only the first of the series. Around the walls of the little room with the bench at its center she saw that the schoolgirl must have failed a quiz on purpose, just as Ginnie had, to see what would happen. Now, just as Ginnie was about to do, the old-fashioned schoolgirl learned not to test the boundaries that way again.
Second, she had to bend over the teacher’s desk, her face turned back over her left shoulder and her blonde ringlets cascading down over her right. Behind her stood her teacher holding something long and thin, with a crook at its end. On the schoolgirl’s face was a look of woe, beseeching mercy for her offense; the teacher’s face wore an angry expression on it, though.
Third, the teacher must have told the schoolgirl to face forward, because as he raised her pinafore and lowered her drawers to show a pert little bottom, well presented for punishment, she had turned her face toward the blackboard, which bore the sentence, “Naughty girls must learn their lesson from the teacher’s cane.”
Fourth, the teacher, standing behind and above, gave the caning: three red stripes already lay across the poor schoolgirl’s backside, and the teacher had raised the cane to give another. Somehow the engraver had managed to suggest the girl’s agony and the way her bottom must be squirming despite the limitations of the still drawing.
Fifth and finally she stood in the corner with her skirt pinned up. On her back, undoubtedly as a lesson for the rest of the class, the teacher had hung a placard: “Miss George, six strokes for dereliction.” In the faded colors of the engraving, the six stripes across the schoolgirl’s bottom looked so painful that Ginnie found herself wincing.
That wince only grew when her eye moved to what hung on the wall next to the final engraving: a thick wooden paddle with three holes in its oval blade and leather wrapped around its handle.
“No. Please,” she whispered, and then she realized why the room seemed so much larger than it actually was. The engravings and the paddle occupied two of the walls, but on the third hung a large mirror, almost as big as one might find in a dance studio, and from it Ginnie’s own tearstained, horrified face looked back at her: straight red hair to her shoulders, wide green eyes, a slim athletic body, still clad in the blue skirt and white top Mrs. Samuels had given her the previous evening as her first ‘appropriate clothing.’ Ginnie realized suddenly that the outfit bore a certain resemblance to the schoolgirl’s pinafore.
The door opened, and Mr. Samuels walked through. “Ginnie!” he said in a voice full of annoyance. “I told you to strip to your underwear. I’ve had enough. That’s three extra swats.”



Chapter Two
 
 
Chris Samuels (legal name Ivan Ertinow) happened himself to be reviewing the video footage of Ginnie’s first paddling, in his office, at the same moment she herself was reflecting on it in her bedroom. Exactly a week had passed since Wendy Kimball had come home from her defloration. The Wood ‘sisters’ (Frankie and Mary were actually not related despite bearing a familial resemblance to one another) had themselves been taken to the Institute the previous day.
There Frankie and Mary would be sold at auction, and then have their own first night with their new owner in the little cottage set aside for the loss of the Oak Street girls’ virginities. Wendy, by all accounts, had greatly enjoyed her first real big-girl time with the billionaire who had purchased her. She seemed—both to the other girls and to their mommies and daddies—like a happy young woman with a very special, very big secret. The guardians (Chris and Ella ‘Samuels,’ Wendy’s own mommy and daddy, the ‘Kimballs,’ and the other ten Institute trainers who cared for the Oak Street girls) knew the secret, of course. The other girls could only guess at it, though Frankie and Mary Wood had discovered the truth the previous night.
The more time a girl spent with Wendy, of course, the more curious she would become. Because the Samuelses lived next to the Kimballs, Ginnie had seen more of Wendy than any other Oak Street girl had, especially over the last twenty-four hours, since the departure of Frankie and Mary from the Wood home on the other side of the Kimballs.
That natural arrangement had received shaping and guidance from the Institute assessors, directing the words and actions of the Oak Street daddies and mommies. Everything imaginable had been done to ensure that the transitions would go smoothly. The sale and training of Wendy would lead to that of the Wood girls. Then Frankie and Mary’s auction and defloration would spark Ginnie’s own sexual awakening.
For Ginnie’s turn had come, and Chris sat watching the Institute’s video archive of her first paddling at the request of Jim Setter, the assessor assigned to the Samuels household. After looking at Ginnie’s data from the immediate aftermath of the Wood girls’ departure in the Institute van, he had asked Chris to go over Ginnie’s early days, in order to make sure Chris had as clear a memory as possible of what had produced Ginnie’s strongest erotic responses.
“Please, Daddy,” Ginnie said now on the video—the first time, Chris felt fairly sure, she had ever used that wonderful, by now very familiar phrase.
“You heard me, Ginnie,” Chris said. “Take off your clothes right now.” He stepped forward and held out his hand. “Give me the quiz.”
Ginnie trembled and handled it to him. On the data crawl of her sensor information, which helpfully accompanied the video, her arousal went to seven out of ten—not bad for a first trip to the punishment room. Ginnie had begun to dampen the panties she would soon expose to her new daddy’s view, the tiny device located between her legs showed very clearly.
Chris laid the quiz at one end of the simple bench, which resembled a pianist’s seat much more than it did the sort of spanking apparatus found in every training room at the Institute, only five miles away and yet worlds apart in its approach to awakening the lewd desires of submissive young women. Outfitting the Samuels’ punishment room had proven a very enjoyable task for Chris and Ella: all the guardians of Oak Street had received every encouragement to develop their own styles of discipline, so that when the time came—as it had now indeed come—for the girls to begin comparing notes they would have a wealth of contrasting detail to share.
The ‘couples’ of the project had all matched with each other because of certain predilections in their styles of dominance and submission: Chris and Ella’s principal strength and interest lay in quick, decisive, painful responses to misbehavior. This first paddling, for failing the quiz on purpose, had been intended to make Ginnie think twice about stepping out of line, or not doing her best, again. It had proven very effective: Ginnie hadn’t returned to the punishment room for a month, and then not again for almost a year.
Chris and Ella had decided on a special room in the basement dedicated to disciplining Ginnie, and then on the simple bench with its faux-leather upholstered top, because it seemed to them to deliver a very specific message: Here a girl learns the lessons she desperately needs. Not a kinky piece of sex furniture but a plain seat, designed not for raising young feminine bottoms for the paddle but for everyday necessity—yet, nevertheless, located not where it would make sense to sit upon it but rather in a place where a girl must lay herself down and receive the painful correction she has earned.
And the mirror…
On the video, when Chris turned back from placing the failed quiz on the bench, Ginnie, her hands now at the waistband of her skirt, said, “Why is there… why is there a mirror… sir?”
“You’ll find out the real reason in a little while, sweetheart,” Chris said, modulating his voice into the tone of the affectionate daddy, regretful of having to punish his little girl. Ginnie’s arousal went to eight at the sound, and the excellent microphone in the room caught a tiny whimper in her throat. “For now, I want you to undress facing it, so that you can see what happens to a girl who doesn’t apply herself. She has to come down here and take her clothes off for a paddling.”
Another little whimper, and Ginnie obeyed, turning to the mirror, arousal dipping to seven as she rediscovered the sight of herself in the conservative clothes of a modest suburban young woman, then rising back to eight once the constellation of her submissive needs caught up with her anxiety. Chris saw himself, on the video, catching Ginnie’s reflected gaze, just as the blue skirt was about to fall onto the gray wall-to-wall carpet. Ginnie blushed deeply and prettily, and her arousal spiked to nine. He remembered that moment, and how hard he had gotten, knowing what lay in the future for Ginnie in the Samuels’ house.
She hastily dropped her eyes, and, though her hands and knees were trembling, finished getting undressed, down to the modest pink stretch-cotton bra and panties Ella had given her the previous day.
“Bend down over the bench, now,” Chris said. “On your elbows, with your knees bent.”
Ginnie’s eyes flicked upward again to his in the mirror, her face reddening even more as she clearly realized what this position would look like—as well, perhaps subliminally, what it meant.
“Go on, sweetheart. A first paddling is always hard, I know, but I’m losing my patience.”
Watching almost two years later, Chris had to hand it to himself: the threat he had injected into losing my patience had done the job, not just in getting Ginnie moving, but in getting her wetness flowing. On the data crawl, her arousal went to ten for the first time. Had Chris gone wildly off protocol and decided to stimulate his ward over the bench with his skillful fingers, thirty seconds or so of effective manualization would have brought about her first submissive orgasm.
An Institute training master, confronted with a new girl he wished to break to his will and the will, eventually, of her owner, might have done exactly that. To make a girl expect punishment and then give her pleasure instead could make her begin the long process of confronting her submissive nature.
But the Oak Street project sought to get there—a girl’s full acknowledgment of and pleasure in her need to be mastered—along quite another road. Once Ginnie had finally complied, and presented herself bottom up for her paddling over the bench, Chris spoke again.
“Let’s have a look at your quiz.” As he spoke, he took the paddle from the wall. Ginnie had turned her face over her shoulder just then, and a little cry came from her at the sight of her daddy wielding the instrument of her correction.
The ten flashed on the data crawl. Ginnie had just ‘recalibrated’: the heat and wetness between her thighs had gone farther than anything observed thus far. A recalibration at this stage didn’t carry very much significance, since the Institute’s database didn’t yet have much fine-grained data on Ginnie. As her life on Oak Street as a concubine in this unique new sort of training continued, recalibrations would become much rarer—especially since the most fundamental level of the protocols to be used in the project sought to keep all the Oak Street girls just off the boil.
On the video, Chris strode straight to the bench. “Eyes on the quiz, sweetheart,” he said severely, and then he laid the paddle on her back for a moment, hooked his fingers into the waistband of her pink panties, and pulled them down to her tightly closed knees. Ginnie’s taut little bottom, with its adorably pert cheeks, presented itself sweetly to her daddy’s gaze. She herself gave a little gasp, and recalibrated again.
Chris picked up the paddle. “Read the first question, please, Ginnie.”
Ginnie cast a nervous glance back over her shoulder again, and Chris gave her a very meaningful look, to make her turn her eyes where they belonged.
“How old must you be to leave Mommy and Daddy’s house?” Ginnie read in a quavery voice.
“And what did you write, sweetheart?” Now Chris made his voice very stern. Ginnie’s arousal dropped back all the way to seven in her fear of the paddle.
“I swear I didn’t know!” she protested, hanging her head. “Please, Daddy!”
Chris brought the paddle back and swung it hard, so that it landed with a loud, satisfying crack against the pert little bottom, full across both cheeks.
“Ow!” Ginnie wailed, straightening up instantly and putting her hands behind her to rub and protect. She looked back at him reproachfully.
“Don’t you dare do that, Virginia Samuels! Get back down on your elbows this instant. The next time I see those hands anywhere near your bottom, it will be three more extra swats. And get your eyes forward, on that quiz.”
When she had obeyed, Chris gave her another stroke of the paddle on her already pink bottom. Ginnie yelped, but, though her backside squirmed and bounced in a way Chris found extremely arousing, she held her position.
“What did you write?”
“Eighteen,” Ginnie sniffed.
Chris paddled her again, and she cried out at the building smart. Chris and Ella had decided that Ginnie would be the most severely punished girl on Oak Street, and this punishment seemed likely to represent a down payment on that promise. The backside Chris made her study in the mirror, once her paddling was done, would tell a tale of stern chastisement, and give Ginnie something to think about for several days.
“What’s the correct answer?” Chris asked.
“Twenty-one,” Ginnie said immediately, in a nervous voice full of anxiety that even the right response would earn a swat.
Chris didn’t raise the paddle, though. “Good. Next question.”
Ginnie couldn’t help another look over her shoulder, though she caught herself immediately. She had caught on to Chris’ method, though, and between that obvious understanding and the way the break in the punishment allowed the heat from her backside to flow forward, her arousal hit nine again on the video.
Chris gave her a hard stroke for each incorrect answer: How many families on Oak Street? (Seven.) What were the neighbors’ names? (The Kimballs.) How far was Ginnie allowed to go away from home? (The end of Oak Street, in one direction, and the Londons’ backyard, in the other.) Who taught the little school she would attend, starting Monday? (Mrs. Kimball.)
Ginnie was in tears by the time she received her three extra swats for not taking her clothes off before her daddy had arrived in the punishment room. Only a few minutes later, however, Chris noted as he watched the end of the archival video, she recalibrated in front of the mirror as she examined her bottom, her panties now restored to their proper position but the seat pulled down to reveal bottom-cheeks that were now an angry red.



Chapter Three
 
 
Ginnie wanted to touch her pussy, as she thought about the way Wendy had smiled so secretively at the news that Frankie and Mary had gone away in the van. She lay in her pink bed the morning after the Wood girls’ departure, remembering her first days in the Samuels’ house at Number 2 Oak Street—remembering above all her first trip to the punishment room—and she tried once again, now with the almost-more-frustrating-than-helpful aid of Wendy’s smile, to puzzle out why the Oak Street girls had been brought to live with their new families.
As she considered these things, for some reason the strange warm tingly feeling she always had as the pain of a paddling started to fade, in front, in her pussy and especially at the top, that felt kind of like an itch but not quite, grew and grew. She wanted to touch herself down there, because rubbing a little seemed to make it better—though also, in a certain way, worse, since she always wanted to go on rubbing but she knew she wasn’t allowed to do that.
The Samuelses, the Baskins, and the Woods had cooked out together on the Samuels’ deck, the way they did at least twice a week, rotating between Numbers 2, 6, and 10 to divide up responsibility for the grill among the daddies and responsibility for the salads among the mommies. For the first time ever, Frankie and Mary Wood hadn’t been there.
Well, really, Mary had only come to live at Number 10 six months before, but Frankie, Wendy, and Ginnie had been together for almost two years at those outdoor dinners, giggling about magazines and social media—until Wendy had been absent three weeks before, and the Wood girls had seemed like they might know something about it that they couldn’t tell Ginnie. Now, as Ginnie understood that Frankie and Mary wouldn’t come tonight, and as she saw Mr. Wood give Wendy a meaningful look when he said, “They went in the van today,” she had known in an instant, from Wendy’s smile, that going in the van meant you would finally understand why you had come to Oak Street.
Wendy’s expression had made Ginnie blush, then—she thought Wendy had blushed a little, too, actually, which made the mystery even more urgent—though the high-skied Western dusk thankfully obscured the flaming color that always came into Ginnie’s cheeks when the slightest thought of something embarrassing came into her head. But why? Ginnie hadn’t known then, and she didn’t know now, and she hadn’t dared ask Wendy anything about it because Ginnie’s own daddy had said to her directly, right after the Woods arrived without their girls, and Mr. Wood had said the thing about the van, “Now, Ginnie, don’t go asking about the van, or you’ll have a trip to the basement. You’ll find out about that when your turn comes.”
The thought of a trip to the basement always seemed to start the tingling down there, if it hadn’t begun already. Ginnie, wearing her favorite pink pajamas—a light, stretchy camisole top and boy-shorts with no panties—moved her legs self-consciously under her covers, trying both to get a little relief from the tingling and, naughtily, to make it grow without doing what she knew would earn her a session in the punishment room. Somehow it seemed to her that she wouldn’t be able to figure out the mystery of the van and Wendy’s smile if she didn’t give into the need between her legs, under the cute pink boy-shorts.
She had never actually been paddled for touching herself, of course. Her mommy had just made very clear that Ginnie would be sent down, to take off her clothes and get over the bench and wait for her daddy, if she were caught with her hand inside her panties—or her pj’s, of course.
“The place between your legs is very special, Virginia,” Mrs. Samuels had said solemnly, when she had noticed Wendy fidgeting one night at story time. In accordance, Ginnie supposed, with age-old custom, her mommy only called her Virginia when she was angry, or might soon become angry, so Ginnie had sat up in bed, clutching her teddy, and paid full attention.
“Yes, ma’am,” she had whispered. At that point, she had been in the Samuels’ care for only a month, and had been paddled only once more, for breaking her curfew and lying about where she had been. That had happened just the previous day, and Ginnie’s bottom had still been very sore there in bed, from the terrible lesson her daddy had given her over the bench.
“Mommies know that little girls feel funny down there sometimes—like they want to do big-girl things.”
Big-girl things. Ginnie had blushed deeply, because she had known what her mommy meant: sex.
Part of Ginnie wished that she knew more about sex, but mostly she felt glad that despite having grown up, to age eighteen, in very rough circumstances, she had managed—thanks in large part to the single-sex schools the corporate government had built in many urban areas—to remain not just a virgin but also almost entirely innocent. The brief government-mandated curriculum in reproductive health had of course told her how things worked, though she blushed even thinking about those mechanics. The how had been taught to the girls of her high school, but not the why. Now, on Oak Street, it had seemed like Ginnie had started to discover the why without understanding it any better despite Mrs. Samuels’ efforts.
“Yes, Mommy,” Ginnie had said, even more quietly. She had wondered even then how it could feel right to be treated as such a little girl by her mommy, and why it seemed to make the tingling and the fidgeting even worse when she thought about it.
“I understand, and so does your daddy.” The mention of Ginnie’s handsome, stern daddy made the blood rush back to Ginnie’s face. What did it mean that Mr. Samuels understood about the feeling between Ginnie’s thighs? “But it’s very important, Virginia, that you wait until the right time to do those big-girl things. In this house, girls keep their hands away from their naughty places, or they go down to the punishment room for a date with their daddy’s paddle.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Ginnie had whispered a final time, and that had been that. Though she thought about it from time to time, if she couldn’t sleep at night, or woke up early, the memory of the paddle kept her from putting her hand down there. She tried not to think about the strange way that memory also seemed to make the tingling get worse, and got up to get a glass of water or got her lazy bones out of bed, as Mrs. Samuels liked to put it when she called Ginnie for breakfast.
Once she hadn’t managed to stop herself quite soon enough, having awoken in the middle of the night from a dream about her daddy and his paddle. She had found her hand already down there, and her hips already moving against it. She had moaned, thinking of the schoolgirl in the pictures that hung in the room in the basement whose only purpose was to paddle Ginnie’s little bottom. The tingly feeling had grown so fast, and so urgently, that Ginnie just couldn’t stop rubbing, moving her hand inside her pj’s and finding herself strangely wet down there. Remembering the paddle hadn’t helped, but rather made it worse: her daddy would punish her so terribly, she knew, and somehow, for some reason, she felt like she wanted him to teach her a terrible lesson about keeping her hands away from her naughty places.
A knock had sounded at her door, and her mommy had opened it. “Ginnie?” she had said in her sweet, concerned voice. “Are you alright?”
“Yes, Mommy,” Ginnie had said, pretending to a sleepiness she didn’t feel and trying to keep her tone even. She had snatched her hand away from her pussy and moved it to join her other one, near her face. A strange and oddly enticing fragrance came from it: the smell of naughtiness, as Ginnie would always think of it afterward.
Had Mommy heard in her little girl’s voice how out of breath Ginnie had been just a moment before, doing the thing that would send her straight down to the punishment room? She must not have, because she had brought Ginnie a glass of water, and sat on her bed to give her a kiss on her forehead before going back to her and Daddy’s room, where she slept in the same bed as Daddy and, Ginnie always blushed to consider, must have sex with him almost every night.
Daddy always made it clear, when Ginnie got sent up for bedtime, that he and Mommy would be doing things their little girl must try not to think about. “Time for you to be in bed, Ginnie, so Mommy and Daddy can have grownup time,” he would say.
Once, Ginnie knew to her shame, that had included Mommy getting a paddling in Ginnie’s punishment room. After Mommy had bought a kitchen mixer online that Daddy didn’t think she needed, and Ginnie had seen in his eyes the same sort of look he had given Ginnie the three times he had paddled her, she had crept out of her room after bedtime, partway down the stairs, and heard her daddy say sternly, “Get that bottom up, Ella!” the same way he did to Ginnie. Then she had heard the crack of the paddle and a wail from Mommy, and she had raced back to her room and tried desperately not to think about what she had heard.
There in bed the morning after Frankie and Mary had gone in the van, remembering the night Mommy got paddled, and remembering the expression on Wendy’s face when she heard that the Wood girls had been taken away, she also recalled, suddenly, the incident at the Woods’ pool that seemed to have begun all the recent strangeness on Oak Street.
Heather London and Wendy and Ginnie had all been there, along with Frankie and Mary, and they had been hanging out the way they usually did, though Frankie was wearing shorts for some reason, and seemed a little agitated. Then Mary had whispered to Wendy, and Wendy had blushed and looked at Frankie. Then, for some reason, all three of them had gone into the pool house, and stayed there for nearly half an hour.
Ginnie had felt some annoyance about that, but she liked the full-figured, ash-blonde Heather and felt like she didn’t really get to spend as much time with her as she really wanted to. After all, Heather, living at the end of the street at Number 14, hung out as much with the gang across the street—which was how Ginnie, Wendy, and the Wood girls referred to the Giuliani girls, Renee Dalton, and Delia Chichester—as she did with the girls on this side.
They all went to ‘school’ together in Wendy’s basement playroom, of course, but Mrs. Kimball made it clear that school, for all its informality and its lack of desks and a blackboard, wasn’t a time for socializing. After school Heather usually went over to the Giulianis, if she didn’t just go home. The Londons, Heather’s mommy and daddy, were the least seen guardians on the street, since they both worked, but it seemed like they had strict rules for Heather: she must either stay at home with no friends over after school, or go over to the Giulianis where, it seemed, Mrs. Giuliani had agreed to supervise Heather very closely. The reason for the strictness made a topic for speculation among Ginnie, Wendy, and Frankie, but they had come up with nothing more concrete than the probability that something in the sweet girl’s past made her mommy and daddy feel the measures to be necessary.
So Ginnie and Heather had talked about how Tricia and Luisa Giuliani were learning to cook real Italian food, and how Heather envied that because her mommy and daddy almost always just picked up takeout on their way back from work. From time to time Ginnie or Heather had glanced at the pool house, and once Heather had said, “What are they doing?”
Then Mr. Kimball had arrived, with a serious, almost angry look on his face.
“Hi, Mr. Kimball!” Ginnie had said, feeling her insides strangely stirred up by handsome Mr. Kimball’s dark good looks.
But he had only wanted to know where Wendy was, and then, when he emerged, he had sent Ginnie and Heather home, and that had seemed the end of it, strange as that end might be. Now, in bed, Ginnie simply couldn’t stop wondering: what had Wendy, Frankie, and Mary been doing in the pool house, and what had happened afterward?



Chapter Four
 
 
Jim Setter watched Ginnie’s video feed very carefully. The mental process through which the adorable young woman was clearly going seemed to unfold on her still sleep-softened face, imagined scene by imagined scene. Not for the first time he wished the Institute had invested some of its billions in developing some sort of telepathic technology: his job would be so much easier if he knew exactly what Ginnie saw in her mind’s eye as her left hand, currently located against her pink-pj-covered tummy, began to creep downward.
He was the only assessor on duty in the Oak Street control room deep below the Institute’s manor house, at 6:30 a.m. this early Saturday morning. Serena, whose special responsibility was Wendy Kimball, and Heidi, who handled Delia Chichester, would be in at eight, but the four a.m. to eight a.m. shift on Oak Street had always been single-manned (despite most Institute assessors actually being female).
Now that things in everyone’s favorite ageplay neighborhood had begun to get moving in earnest, that might have to change, Jim realized, as he split his attention among the girls currently awake and aroused: Ginnie, at an arousal level of eight; Wendy, stirring in her bed one door down, at six; and Delia, across the street, at five. If all three girls began to play with themselves, Jim would either have to call in help from one of the main Institute teams in a neighboring control room or send Wendy’s and Delia’s mommies in to interrupt them at an earlier stage than would be optimal for the girls’ development.
An alarm went off, and Heather London’s video feed popped onto the big screen in front of Jim, in the lower right corner of the display. She had just woken up, at an arousal of seven.
Damn it. He had taken this shift because he had suspected this would turn out to be the crucial first time getting nearly to orgasm for Ginnie, which would send her to Wendy that morning with insatiable curiosity. But the timing had to be handled delicately—all the Oak Street data so far showed that the way a girl got interrupted while masturbating, and even the minor circumstances of the intervention, let alone whether she was accused and punished, made a big difference in her progress. Having to handle three other girls on the brink of self-pleasure would make it very difficult to ensure Ella Samuels stopped Ginnie at the right moment and in the right way.
“Good morning, Jim,” came a voice from behind him and above him in the small control room’s sloping amphitheater-like space. He turned to see Charlotte Elkins Nakama, the Institute’s academic dean, moving to take her place at the top table, dressed impeccably in a black skirt and a blue silk blouse. Nothing about her gave the slightest hint that she would soon change into a lacy white nightgown to greet the Institute’s new captured concubines in the grand foyer.
He laughed. “Do you sleep?”
“Not when my Oak Street girls are threatening to boil over,” she said in her most businesslike voice, as she slipped on her headset. “You concentrate on Ginnie. I’ll take the others. I’ve called in Paul, too. He should be here in a few minutes.”
A legend among the assessors declared that Miss Charlotte, as the concubines knew her, had an alarm set for every girl at the Institute and on Oak Street. Jim couldn’t believe that, because no one could maintain Miss Charlotte’s also-legendary composure with that much to worry about from minute to minute. He did suspect that she had inherited from her predecessor Miss Abigail, a known genius at coding the software that handled the Institute’s vast flows of data, a secret tool that notified her when her presence was required. If the code did exist, Jim supposed it made sense to keep that confidential, since Selecta’s competitors might well kill to obtain it.
“Good morning, Wilma,” Charlotte said into her headset, waking Wendy’s mommy. “Yes, hi. Please get ready to knock on Wendy’s door in…”
Feeling a rush of gratitude, Jim turned his attention back to Ginnie’s feed. Her arousal had hit nine, and she moved her knees in a gentle rhythm, almost as if on a bicycle. The hygrometer in the tiny sensor placed between her pussy and her anus showed that she had already dampened her pink boy-shorts considerably. Her breathing grew rougher. Her little hand, detected under the comforter with the room’s infrared sensors, moved lower, her fingertips now undoubtedly on the bare skin of her tummy, perhaps beginning to run along the inside of her pajama bottoms’ elastic waistband.
When Ginnie had woken up a half hour earlier, Jim had roused Ella Samuels. She had gone downstairs to start breakfast, rather noisily so as to let Ginnie know her mommy had gone to the kitchen. Now he opened the line to her again. “Ella, get ready, please. I’m hoping you can give her the impression that you’re nearly positive she was masturbating. If you can, please work in the idea that you might inspect her vagina to determine whether she was or not.”
He heard the answering double tap at Ella’s implanted microphone that indicated she copied. On Wendy’s video feed, just above Ginnie’s, he saw Wilma Kimball walk into her charge’s bedroom, an angry expression on her face. Now that Wendy belonged to a wealthy businessman, who had decided on Miss Charlotte’s advice to return her to Oak Street for a few months to put the final polish on his concubine’s training as a submissive young lady, her life differed in certain respects from that of the other Oak Street girls: notably, right now, in that her mommy was making her lie naked on her back with her knees raised and spread for a pussy spanking.
The captions told a different sort of tale from the one that would soon be enacted in Ginnie’s room, too.
 
Wilma: This belongs to Mr. Weaver, Wendy. You know that. You know you’re not allowed to play with it unless he gives permission.
 
Ginnie, just below, hit ten, and the number flashed.
“Ella,” Jim said, “go, please. Make noise on the stairs to give her warning.”
He wanted to cut this as close as possible, to maximize the effect on Ginnie’s progress, but had he gotten distracted by the moving scene in Wendy’s room? Jim cursed himself inwardly. Behind him he heard the soundproof door of the control room open, undoubtedly to admit Paul. A third assessor’s presence at the monitors would be able to dispel any remaining anxiety that the several Oak Street girls currently on the verge of taking themselves to the kind of Saturday-morning orgasm beloved by libidinous, single young people but inappropriate for a young woman in training as a submissive concubine, would reach completion.
The problem at hand, though, was whether Ginnie despite all Jim’s care would reach the first orgasm of her young life before Ella could knock. Her hand, outlined beneath her covers by the sensors in her bed, almost as if in an x-ray, was inside her pj’s now, the fingertips moving up and down. The audio feed from her room, audible in Jim’s headset, picked up her slightly labored breathing; then her lips parted so that she could gasp a little with the sensation.
Her ten flashed again, turned red. The pre-orgasm alarm sounded.
Ella had had to turn off the stove, wipe up some batter. Jim managed to keep himself from trying to get her to move faster; the trainers playing the Oak Street mommies and daddies were the best in the business. If Ginnie came, it would be Jim’s fault.
“As much noise as you can, please, Ella,” he said, keeping his voice as mild as possible.
The theory behind denying orgasm to the Oak Street girls until the time had come to awaken them sexually and then send them to the manor house for sale at auction had its obvious dimension. Dominants like the trainers at the Institute and the men who would buy these girls’ contracts understood the value of controlling a girl’s pleasure. A client of this most exclusive boutique would spend millions of dollars on a lovely submissive woman who behaved instinctively like a modest young lady but could be rapidly trained to provide her master with the pleasure to which his prosperity entitled him. He naturally enjoyed knowing that she had been denied self-pleasure, in order to make her need for his cock grow and grow even before she knew that her fate decreed she would lose her virginity under his pounding hips.
The idea also had a much subtler side. The Oak Street brand—which, after Wendy’s highly successful auction, had clearly created just the niche for itself that Charlotte had envisioned it might—depended on the idea of innocence that came with the picture-perfect housing development Selecta had built from the ground up in a patch of desert. As the development team, led of course by Charlotte herself, had drawn up the protocols for the crypto-training of submissive girls in households that looked and for the most part worked like typical suburban residences, their most important task lay in strengthening that idea of innocence as much as possible, both for the benefit of the girls’ progression in erotic awareness, when their times came, one by one, and for the marketing potential when potential buyers watched the video feed.
Simmering innocence,
Charlotte had once called it, very memorably. Now Ginnie was about to boil, which would mean a setback. If Ella delivered her lecture to a girl who had just come, rather than one who had been robbed of that consolation, the effect would be spoiled—or at least greatly diminished.
But Ella found the creaky stair installed in every Oak Street house, though in a different position in each one to prevent the girls’ growing suspicious. She stepped hard, and Ginnie, in her pink bed, froze.
Her arousal sank to six in an instant, and then to three. Ella proceeded up the stairs. Ginnie ripped her hand out of her pj’s, hesitated, bit the inside her cheek, then put her fingers to her nose to inhale the naughty scent of her self-pleasure. Her arousal rose to six again, as her face went bright red.
“Nice,” commented Charlotte from behind Jim.
“Whew,” Paul said, sitting down at the table, in the chair to Jim’s right. “That was… virtuosic, Jim. You probably wouldn’t have gotten that sniff if you hadn’t timed that exactly right.”
“Thanks,” Jim said dryly. He knew Paul probably saw that the closeness of the margin hadn’t been planned but had rather represented a near-disaster caused by inattention, but he appreciated the attempt to cover it over.
“We could deal with a little less virtuosity, I think,” Charlotte said, but not unkindly.
“Ella, you stopped her,” Jim said into his headset. “Just knock and go right in, please.”
Ella knocked, and entered Ginnie’s room.
Despite having stopped masturbating, Ginnie sat up in a clearly guilty way the moment her mommy entered.
“Hi, Mommy,” she said, the effort to appear nonchalant so obvious that Jim wondered how Ella kept from laughing.
“Good morning, Ginnie-bear,” she said warmly. The second camera in the room picked up Ella’s face as she put a near-theatrical frown of puzzlement on it. She sniffed, slightly less showily but still in a manner calculated to let Ginnie know that her mommy suspected something. Her pale complexion went, once again, very pink.
“What were you doing before I came in, Virginia?” Ella asked quietly.
“Nothing, Mommy,” Ginnie said quickly.
“Are you sure, Ginnie-bear? There’s nothing you want to confess?”
“No, Mommy.” Ginnie bit her lip. Ella had the luxury, of course, of knowing her ward would never admit to playing with herself, given the severity of the paddlings she had received in the Samuels’ household. In other Oak Street houses a mommy would have handled the moment differently—in the Daltons’ residence across the street, for example, spankings were less to be feared, and consequently more frequent, since Renee Dalton represented the first of the girls to be designated a brat: to ask for a confession might draw from Renee the defiant declaration that she had touched herself, and so what, her mommy should go ahead and spank her.
“Should I take a look between your legs, sweetheart, to see if you’re being truthful with me? Are your pajama bottoms a little wet?”
“No! Please, Mommy,” Ginnie pleaded. “Please don’t!” Her arousal jumped to eight, then settled to seven. “I promise I wasn’t doing anything!”
“Perfect, Ella,” Jim said. “Thanks.”
“Alright, Ginnie-bear,” Ella said, brightening her tone a little. “I trust you. Pancakes will be ready in ten minutes.”



Chapter Five
 
 
Once her mommy had left her room, Ginnie spent long moments trying to quiet her heart rate. For a few seconds she had been sure her mommy would pull down the covers to inspect her, find the wet spot on her pj’s, and then send her down to the punishment room to wait for her daddy. Mommy had definitely seemed to know, hadn’t she, that Ginnie was touching herself?
She balled her hands into little fists in front of her chest, to keep from putting them right back down under the covers, because the thought of her mommy looking between her legs—inspecting her pj bottoms or even making her pull them down so that Mommy could look at her pussy and see how wet it had gotten—seemed to make things even worse. Mommy would look, and she would call Daddy in to look, too, and Daddy would say Ginnie had a paddling coming, but first she should show her daddy how cute her little pussy looked when Ginnie played with it.
Mommy and Daddy would stand over her bed, and the pink covers would be drawn all the way down so that they could watch their little girl do the wicked thing she couldn’t help doing when she thought about her daddy paddling her. Ginnie would close her eyes as she whimpered out the helpless pleasure her fingers gave, moving in her little slit, through the crisp red curls that made her blush whenever she caught sight of them in the mirror.
“That’s it, Ginnie-bear,” Daddy would say. “Rub right at the top, now. A little harder. It’s alright to make those big-girl noises now, since you’ve got a paddling coming anyway.”
“Look how pretty our little girl’s pussy is,” Mommy would say. “Listen to the way her fingers make naughty sounds down there. Wouldn’t you like to put your big cock in that pussy, Daddy, and have some real big-girl time with our cute girl?”
As she imagined these wicked things, unable to stop her mind from going further and further into a region that made her face blaze with as much heat as seemed to rage down below, Ginnie couldn’t help moving her right hand to her face, couldn’t help taking another little sniff of the naughty fragrance. My pussy,
she thought. My pretty pussy smells like that when I need big-girl time. When I need a hard penis in me for the very first time, opening me and teaching me to be a very good girl.
If Daddy did that, and taught her about real big-girl time, would he still paddle her? It would hurt, to have his big penis inside her the first time, wouldn’t it? Maybe that would punish her enough? If he turned her over and made her have it from behind, maybe over the bench in the punishment room, so that his hips slapped her little bottom as his hardness came and went, and Ginnie screamed as loud as she ever did when the paddle came down to teach her how to behave?
“Ginnie?” her mommy called. “Are you coming?”
“Yes, ma’am,” Ginnie called back, guiltily taking her hand from her nose and moving to get out of bed at last. What was happening inside her? Something about what had happened with Wendy and the Wood girls had stirred a part of her she hadn’t known about, or had wanted to pretend wasn’t there.
Standing at her dresser, Ginnie guiltily took off her damp pj’s and buried them in the hamper under two t-shirts and a pair of gym shorts. She looked at herself in the mirror, blushing yet again at her naked body and especially at the tight red triangle between her thighs. She turned a little to have a look at the pert, pale bottom that hadn’t received the paddle since she had failed a test at school the previous month.
Did Daddy want to have real big-girl time with her? She guessed she had always wondered about that, just as all the Oak Street girls had always wondered about whether the purpose of the project had something to do with sex.
She hastily pulled on a pair of pink cotton panties, and realized immediately that even the new panties would fail inspection, since her pussy wouldn’t stop feeling warm and, well, needy.
“Ginnie!” came her mommy’s voice, now exasperated.
Ginnie grabbed a pair of shorts. “Coming!”
She couldn’t just wonder about all this: she knew she would give in, eventually, and earn a terrible lesson in the basement, unless she had some more information to help her understand. She would have to make Wendy tell her something, just so she could figure out how to think about the new reality on Oak Street.
 
* * *
 
Ginnie cornered Wendy in the Kimballs’ backyard, after she had gone for a perfunctory run on the route that took her into the uninhabited foothills that had signs all over saying, “Property of Selecta Corporation: Keep out.” It had occurred to Ginnie before that those signs might as well be posted on the Oak Street girls’ bodies, but the thought had never distracted her as thoroughly as it did that morning.
She usually ran for forty minutes, but today she looped back early, so that she could try to find Wendy. She wasn’t breaking any rules, but she knew her conduct was deceptive, because her mommy and daddy would think she had taken her usual route. That, too, made her feel funny.
Not as funny, though, as the way Wendy looked up at her from the impatiens she had been planting, when Ginnie said, “You have to tell me what happened. You have to tell me what’s happening to Frankie and Mary.”
Mrs. Kimball was in the kitchen, cooking something complicated. Ginnie had felt funny even saying, “Hi, Mrs. Kimball, is Wendy around?” The funniness, thank goodness, seemed mostly located in her tummy, but Ginnie felt like it threatened constantly to send tendrils further down, and to reawaken the thoughts and feelings of her naughtiness in bed upon waking.
“I can’t,” Wendy whispered. “My…” Her voice trailed off, as if she had been going to reveal something with the very next word she had meant to say. “I can’t, Ginnie. I’m sorry.” She looked anxiously toward the kitchen window.
Ginnie felt herself close to tears. “What if we went up into the hills? For a run? Couldn’t you tell me there?”
“I’m not allowed,” Wendy said. “I’m not allowed to go anywhere, now. I…”
Again Ginnie felt like Wendy was about to say something more.
“Please, just tell me something. Is it… did you have…?”
Wendy bit her lip and nodded.
“Sex?” Ginnie whispered.
Wendy nodded again.
“And Frankie and Mary…?”
Another nod, quicker now. Then a single word. “Today.”
Ginnie felt faint. What did it mean? “With who?” she asked in a pleading voice. With the same man? Would they come for Ginnie, too, to bring her to him?
“Wendy?” Mrs. Kimball called from the doorway. “It’s time to come inside. Your visitor will be here in a few minutes.”
Ginnie frowned in confusion as Wendy yelled back, “Yes, ma’am.” Her cheeks had gone bright red.
“Visitor?” Ginnie demanded.
“I can’t tell you,” Wendy insisted, her voice again dropping to a whisper. Then she seemed to have a sudden idea. “He’s… I think he’s going to take me down to the basement.” She gave Ginnie a very meaningful look, and then cast her eyes toward her house.
Ginnie followed Wendy’s gaze, and felt the heat creep into her own face as she thought she understood: there were windows that looked down into the Kimballs’ rumpus room, at the side of the house.
“Okay,” Ginnie said uncertainly.
“See you,” Wendy said in a distracted voice, apparently not seeing the irony of her words.
“Bye,” Ginnie said, as Wendy walked toward her mommy, who stood with hands on hips in the doorway, waiting for her.
I think he’s going to take me down to the basement. It couldn’t mean the same thing in the Kimball house that it meant at the Samuels, could it? The heat blazed in Ginnie’s face now as she followed Wendy a few steps, not sure what to do next.
“We’ll see you later, Ginnie,” Mrs. Kimball called to her in the friendly but final voice a mommy uses to dismiss a friend of her ward who should now run along home. “Say hi to your mommy and daddy for me.”
“Sure, Mrs. Kimball. Um, bye.” Ginnie walked in the direction of her own house, doing her best to make it clear that she meant to make her way to the end of the weathered fence that divided the backyards of Numbers 2 and 6, ending in a hedge through which the girls always cut when going to one another’s houses.
When she heard the Kimballs’ back door close, though, she stopped and flattened herself against the wall of their house, heart pounding and feeling absurdly like a secret agent. She stood there for a moment, looking around to try to figure out whether she was visible from any window of her own house, or from Oak Street. If she crouched, she realized, the Kimballs’ hibiscus plants would hide her completely from the front, and the only window in the Samuels’ house that might show her was the glazed one in the first floor bathroom.
And just to her right was one of the semicircular light wells dug into the grass to let the builders put the little rectangular windows high up in the basement walls. Wendy could see a sliver of the green carpet that she knew so well from the little school Mrs. Kimball taught, and part of the top of one of the old-fashioned school desks at which the Oak Street girls sat for their lessons. The desk, Ginnie reflected not for the first time—blushing a little, also not for the first time at the idea—might not be quite as traditional as the top-opening, inkwell-bearing ones in the pictures that adorned her punishment room next door, but it definitely came from a bygone era of education, like Oak Street itself she sometimes thought.
Then, to Ginnie’s surprise, Wendy came and sat at it. She heard Mrs. Kimball’s voice waft up, and realized that the little window had been left slightly ajar. The faint sound of her own daddy mowing their lawn made it difficult to hear very clearly, but she could make out the words nonetheless.
“Mr. Weaver will be here soon, Wendy. You just get ready to tell him what happened this morning.”
Wendy’s mommy’s voice sounded so severe now that it took Ginnie aback. She had very little time to wonder what it might mean, though, or why she felt that Wendy’s misbehavior this morning—for Mrs. Kimball’s tone left no doubt as to the basic nature of the happening—must have something to do with had nearly occurred in Ginnie’s own bed. A car pulled up that instant in front of the Kimballs’.
Not just a car: a limousine, Ginnie saw as she cautiously raised her head to look over the hibiscus. She checked her phone to see that she still had ten minutes before her mommy and daddy would even expect to see her after her usual route.
A driver in a black suit got out and walked around to open the door. A man stepped out of the limo, casually dressed but still looking like a picture from a fashion magazine: crisp khakis and a blue polo shirt that looked freshly pressed. Something in the forty-or-so-year-old man’s manner suggested that someone else had done the ironing. Even without the limo, and lacking experience of the last two years of the world outside Oak Street, Ginnie would have been able to tell that this man was rich.
She looked down into the basement. She couldn’t see Wendy’s face from this angle, but she could see her leg, up to her waist, and she realized that her friend had changed out of the jeans she had been wearing to garden, and into one of the blue school skirts all the girls wore as a kind of de facto daily uniform. Wendy shifted in her chair, and although Ginnie had no idea what expression might occupy her pretty face she couldn’t get over the feeling that the hint of body language from her left leg seemed nervous.
Or perhaps that was just Ginnie’s own nervousness, because the combination of the man in the limo and the confirmation from her friend that sex was what all this was about made Ginnie’s tummy do terrible flip-flops as she waited to see what happened.
“Wendy,” came a deep, unfamiliar voice from the basement window. “I hear you’ve been naughty.”



Chapter Six
 
 
As he pushed the lawnmower around the yard in his familiar pattern, Chris Samuels listened carefully to the dialogue in the control room five miles away, clearly audible despite the noise of the mower thanks to the implant behind his ear. Jim had assured him that he needn’t go in to watch the video feed: having Ginnie think her daddy would be occupied with the mower would help put her in the proper frame of mind while giving Chris a very good excuse to interrupt her when the time came.
Nor would the video feed have shown very much at all, since the only cameras covering the space between the Oak Street houses were placed high, at the rooflines of the houses themselves. All the real information would come from correlating the data from Ginnie’s perineal sensor with the thoroughly monitored scene in the Kimball basement.
Still, Chris wished as he listened that he could see Ginnie’s data crawl in real time, as he watched Wendy’s home visit encounter with her owner unfold. It would have given him a little more visceral an understanding, he thought, of what his little girl was going through, and how it affected her.
The occasion also represented the first home visit of the project, a feature Charlotte swore up and down had come to her in a dream. That she dreamed that way, Chris thought—and he felt sure every trainer and assessor at the Institute agreed with him—only proved she had a true genius for her work.
Without knowing the internal functioning of the Institute, a matter always clouded in secrecy as far as the outside observer could see, the clients had turned out to be of precisely that same mind. The idea of home visits after having deflowered an Oak Street girl and sent her back to her idyllic neighborhood for a few weeks’ further training had caught fire on the exclusive community forum devoted to discussing the project, and even seemed to have become a central part of the attraction. To come to Oak Street in a limo and visit your young lady for whipping and fucking in her innocent suburban home, under the watchful eyes of her mommy and daddy, had a highly seductive charm.
Nor did that prospect, luring clients to bid high for the privilege of deflowering an Oak Street girl and eventually taking her home, as Jacob Weaver had done for Wendy, even touch what the Institute personnel running the project saw as the true genius of the home visit. The plan behind the Oak Street brand had involved from the very start the slow burning of a sort of braided erotic fuse, along which all the girls’ individual awakenings branched like firecrackers. Home visits from the girls’ new owners seemed to everyone working on the program an essential means to keep the fuse lit.
The slow flame now, Chris could hear on the audio feed, had taken hold in his little Ginnie’s pussy, thanks to what she saw and heard happening in the Kimballs’ basement.
“Please, sir!” Wendy cried on the crystal-clear audio from the little schoolroom.
“Are you going to play with my property again without permission?” Jacob Weaver asked very sternly.
A whistling sound, and then the crack of a stout leather belt against Wendy’s bottom.
“No, sir… no, please…” Wendy sobbed.
Jim’s voice, on the feed from the control room, said, “Ginnie’s recalibrating. Her hand just went between her legs.”
A soft chime in the background, which Chris—a trainer, rather than an assessor—didn’t immediately recognize.
“Masturbation,” Jim said.
A female voice, unmistakable. Charlotte: “Let her come as many times as she wants during the whipping. Chris, you’re going to interrupt after she sees Wendy suck Mr. Weaver’s cock.”
Another alarm, this one a buzzer, and more insistent.
“Pre-orgasm,” Jim announced.
Chris pictured little Ginnie crouched in the bushes, her hand down her running shorts, desperately and uncontrollably pleasuring herself. His heart went out to her, even as his cock hardened. She would start to get what she needed very soon, even if she didn’t expect the form it would take.
Jacob Weaver’s voice, from the basement. “Your mommy told me she spanked your pussy this morning. Is that right?”
The belt cracked down. “Yes, sir,” Wendy wailed.
“Orgasm one,” Jim declared from the control room.
“Do I need to spank your pussy myself, or is a naked whipping over your school desk enough to teach you your lesson?”
The pre-orgasm buzzer sounded again.
“It’s enough, sir,” Wendy sobbed. “Please.”
“Are you ready to suck my cock, sweet girl?” Weaver’s voice grew suddenly much softer.
“Orgasm two.”
“Yes, sir. May I please suck your beautiful cock?”
The buzzer emphasized the lovely submission in Wendy’s voice.
“Kneel down, Wendy. Right here in front of me. Oh, there we go. Oh, good girl. That’s it. You’re getting so good at this.”
“Orgasm three. Chris, any time.”
Chris took the turn in his mowing pattern he had been waiting to take for five minutes, and pushed the mower toward the Kimballs’ house. It only took a few seconds to approach Ginnie’s hiding place: she, of course, didn’t pay any attention to the increasing loudness of the lawnmower. Her attention, when Chris caught sight of her at last, remained firmly fixed on the Kimballs’ basement window. He couldn’t see what was happening between her thighs, of course, but he could discern a definite riding motion of her sweet hips, and a bouncing of her knees, as she pleasured herself in the way forbidden to her for so long, and cruelly interrupted that morning. Ginnie peered down into the scene of Wendy’s cock-sucking with an intensity that seemed unbreakable.
When Chris abruptly shut off the motor, though, she turned around: first in surprise, then in dismay, and finally in horror.
“Daddy!” she cried as he tugged off his noise-protection ear guards. Her hand was still in her purple shorts, and her face glowed with a beautiful combination of helpless arousal and sudden shame.
“Ginnie-bear, what are you doing?” he asked severely. “Get your hand out of there this instant! What were you doing in the bushes?”
“I…” was all Ginnie could say, as she pulled her hand guiltily from between her thighs. She screwed her face up in an expression of woe: contrition mingled with the flood of ecstatic sexual feeling beyond anything she had ever experienced before.
Chris spoke slowly and deliberately, as if figuring out as he uttered each word what had been going on in the bushes. “You were spying, weren’t you? And playing with yourself! I can’t believe it. Virginia Samuels, you are in very big trouble.”
“Please, Daddy,” Ginnie wailed. “Please don’t paddle me!”
“Of course I’m going to paddle you, Ginnie. Don’t have any doubt about that. You’ll have that just for touching yourself inappropriately, and you’re not going to sit comfortably for a week if I have anything to say about it. Your mommy warned you that we don’t tolerate masturbation in this household. But we have to talk to Mr. and Mrs. Kimball, too, and to Wendy’s visitor. Violating their privacy is a serious matter.”
“What?” Ginnie cried. “Oh, Daddy. Please don’t tell them. I’m… I’m sorry…” Her voice had a sweet confusion in it that seemed to say that the most important part of her didn’t actually feel sorry, because of how she longed for the same kind of awakening she now knew Wendy had undergone, and the Wood girls were now undergoing, and she certainly sensed lay in her own future.
“Arousal six,” Jim said in his ear. “Go ahead and take her over your knee, Chris. We want her at eight when you ring the doorbell.”
With pleasure,
Chris thought, and let himself obey his dominant instinct. He stepped forward, toward Ginnie, who cowered back a little.
“Come here, Virginia,” Chris said.
“Wh-why, Daddy?”
“To learn what happens to girls who don’t come to their daddies when they’re told. Don’t make me come get you.”
Ginnie’s mouth opened, and her breath came in little pants. Her back had come up nearly against the clapboard-covered wall of the Kimballs’ house. She held her little hands up in front of her chest, half in defense and half in supplication.
Chris moved quickly forward and seized his ward around her shoulders and her waist. She gave a little cry as he manhandled her over his work-jean-covered left thigh, putting his left foot atop the lawnmower so that Ginnie’s feet dangled as he positioned her for punishment.
“Daddy, no! Not here! Please!”
She struggled in his grasp, trying to stop him from pulling her shorts and panties down, but Chris put his hand in the nylon waistband and pulled them down all the way to her knees.
“Daddy!” Ginnie wailed, but Chris started spanking her immediately, hard and fast, raising his hand high and bringing it down with force on the bare little bottom that quickly got very red.
“Don’t… you… ever… question… my… judgment… young… lady,” he said sternly, emphasizing each word with a hard spank.
Ginnie screamed and cried as she was punished in the open air for the first time. Her bottom ablaze with the fiery lesson her daddy had decided to teach, she squirmed under his strong left arm. Her adorable hind-cheeks clenched and relaxed, trying to soothe the smart of the severe, if brief, punishment Chris had administered.
“Arousal two,” Jim said. “Hold her for a bit, please, Chris, and things should get where they need to go.”
Chris stopped the spanking, and instead began to rub his little girl’s bottom. Ginnie gave a little sob at the sensation, then whimpered softly.
“Four. Five.” Chris could hear the satisfaction in Jim’s tone even over the comm link. “Six.”
“Oh, Daddy,” Ginnie said in a choked voice. Chris didn’t think he’d ever heard sweeter words, filled as they were with reproach, but also with gratitude, and longing.
“Shh, Ginnie-bear,” Chris said.
“Seven.”
“Don’t worry. Daddy will take care of you. Sometimes he has to punish you, but it’s for your own good. You’re growing up very fast now.”
Ginnie gave a little moan. “Yes, Daddy,” she said. “I’m sorry. I know you have to paddle me, but…”
“Eight. Anytime.”
Chris set her on her feet again. “Pull up your shorts, Ginnie. We’re going to go talk to the Kimballs.”
She looked up at him, the plea in her eyes, as well as the conflict. She had clearly meant to try one final time to avoid the humiliating visit to Wendy’s house, but now, her bottom tingling and aching from a trip over her daddy’s knee, felt as conflicted about that as about everything else. Her shorts were still around her knees, though she held her hands modestly in front of her pussy.
“Holding at eight,” Jim said.
“Don’t make me spank you again, Virginia. Pull up your shorts.”
Ginnie bit her lip and cast her eyes downward. Keeping her left hand in front of the sparse thatch of curly red hair that Chris felt sure would soon be removed, when his ward’s training progressed, she tugged up her purple shorts and pink panties with her right.
“Follow me,” Chris said grimly, and set off around the Kimballs’ house.
Tom Kimball answered the door very quickly, of course, since he had been waiting patiently for the doorbell.
“Well, hi, Chris,” he said, looking surprised to see them. “Hi, Ginnie. What brings you here?”
“Ginnie has something to tell you, Tom—and Wendy and Wilma, too,” Chris said in a stern voice. He glanced over at Ginnie and saw that her face had gone the shade of bright red that only a redhead can achieve.
“Arousal five,” Jim said. “Ease her in a bit, Tom.”
“Well,” Tom said slowly, “Wendy’s got a visitor right now…”
“That’s it,” Jim said over the comm link. “Six.”
“And Wilma is down there keeping them company.”
“Seven.”
Tom looked at Ginnie, whose eyes had gone to the well-known door to the basement, just beyond the Kimballs’ living room.
“I’m afraid this concerns Wendy’s visitor, too,” Chris said. “But we don’t want to interrupt Wendy’s visit. Maybe you all can stop by once things have finished up in the basement?”
“Sure,” Tom said. “That’ll be fine. Shouldn’t be too long.”
“Eight,” Jim announced. “Good job, everyone.”



Chapter Seven
 
 
As soon as their own front door closed behind them, Ginnie’s daddy said, “Go down to the punishment room to wait, Ginnie. You may leave your clothes on for now.”
“For now?” Ginnie wailed.
“Go, Virginia. Right now.”
She looked into his handsome face, and saw sternness and decision. Not anger, she realized, but that wouldn’t save her poor bottom: Daddy clearly wanted to make it plain that what Ginnie had done in the bushes, spying with her hand in her panties, would have terrible consequences. Her heart raced and her tummy flip-flopped as she moved to the basement door, casting a woeful look back over her shoulder and seeing her daddy’s face just as adamant.
At the bottom of the stairs, she turned right and saw again the picture of the schoolgirl about to learn her lesson. As she had every time her mommy or daddy had sent her here to get ready for a paddling, she wondered what the girl in the pictures had done. It couldn’t, Ginnie reflected now, have been as bad as what she herself had done in the Kimballs’ bushes.
What had she been thinking? Just that she needed to know, she needed to understand about Wendy’s ‘visitor’: who was he, and what did he do with Wendy? Her friend had confirmed that it had to do with sex, but could it really be true? And surely this man in the limo hadn’t come to do that with Wendy in Wendy’s house?
But then it had turned out to be so much more…
So much more what? Ginnie wondered as she opened the terrible door to the room where the bench sat and the paddle hung on the wall. She felt the color rush to her cheeks. Wendy would see the punishment room. And Wendy’s parents, and the man who had made Wendy suck his hard penis, after whipping her.
So much more frightening. So much more thrilling. So much more fascinating.
So much more arousing, down between Ginnie’s thighs, so that she couldn’t have kept her hand out of her shorts no matter how hard she might have tried.
She had tried. Really. But that morning in bed she had felt so close to something wonderful, and now she saw that Wendy, despite being punished with the rich man’s belt, seemed to like kneeling before him and pleasing him so much, completely naked and ready for him to put his cock in her pussy, too, when he decided to do that.
At least Ginnie knew now that Wendy got punished on her bare bottom the same way Ginnie did, though it was with the rich man’s belt rather than a wooden paddle. Surely Wendy’s punishments hadn’t started when she went to have sex with the visitor for the first time, so the Kimball household must have the same kind of strict approach to Wendy’s misbehavior that the Samuels household did to Ginnie’s.
Ginnie wondered, as her heart jumped with the faint sounds from above of the front door opening and the ‘guests’ arriving, whether Frankie and Mary Wood got punished with their panties down, too. Was that what Oak Street was about, as well as sex?
She heard the feet coming down the stairs, and distinct voices, speaking indistinct words: her daddy, then Mr. Kimball, then the visitor’s voice, heard by Ginnie for the first time only a few minutes before through the basement window but nevertheless unforgettable in its confidence and its well-educated slightly southern accent.
Wendy’s voice, sounding a little fearful, asking a question. “Where’s Ginnie?” maybe. They were right outside the door.
Ginnie’s daddy, his words now clear, as the knob of the door turned. “She’s in here, Wendy. This is our punishment room.”
Ginnie had been sitting on the bench, but she got up to face the little crowd that filed in, filling the small room, looking around.
“Hi, Ginnie,” Wendy said, looking very guilty, as if it were her fault Ginnie was going to get paddled.
“Hi, Wendy,” Ginnie replied, trying to show in her expression that she knew it was her own fault: Wendy hadn’t told her to spy, and she definitely hadn’t told her to play with herself.
“Ginnie,” Mommy said, “please take Wendy and go and get four folding chairs from the rumpus-room closet. The adults are going to sit down.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Ginnie said miserably, thinking of what it would look like: the guardians, and the handsome blond visitor, sitting to watch her get punished. Four chairs, because the grownup paddling Ginnie wouldn’t need one.
Wendy followed her to the other half of the basement, where Ginnie’s weightlifting bench and yoga mat shared space with a couch and a big TV. Ginnie opened the closet to reveal the metal folding chairs, then turned to Wendy.
“It’s not your fault,” she whispered.
Wendy gave her a little smile. Ginnie felt a strange surge of envy run through her chest; her friend looked content—almost glowing, despite the concern Wendy clearly felt for Ginnie.
The rich visitor fucked her, the way I think I need to be fucked, the wicked part of Ginnie’s mind whispered.
“It’s kind of my fault, but thank you,” Wendy whispered back.
Ginnie turned to reach for a chair, then turned again to hand it to Wendy. “Does your butt hurt?” she asked softly.
Wendy smiled again. She looked so happy now, dressed in a blue sundress that Ginnie realized she had never seen and instantly thought must be a present from the visitor.
“Mm-hmm,” she said. “But… well, you’ll see.”
“I will?”
“Girls?” called Mrs. Samuels in a severe tone. “No talking.”
Ginnie’s face went hot, and she turned back to the closet to get the remaining chairs.
Back in the punishment room, Ginnie and Wendy had to set up the chairs along the wall without the mirror.
The visitor was looking at the pictures of the punished schoolgirl. “Very nice,” he said, with an air that struck Ginnie as that of someone who collects art showing how naughty young women need to be corrected. She blushed as she set up the final chair.
Then her mommy said, “Ginnie, this is Mr. Weaver. He’s Wendy’s owner.”
“Owner?” Ginnie said, startled. She looked from Mr. Weaver to Wendy, who now stood a little bit in back of the man Ginnie had seen punishing and enjoying her.
“Yes, Ginnie,” Mommy explained patiently. “Mr. Weaver bought Wendy at an auction last month, just as you’ll be auctioned after you’ve had a few of the special lessons we’re going to start today.”
Ginnie kept stealing glances at Wendy and Mr. Weaver as her mommy spoke. When she saw on their faces—especially on Wendy’s—that Mrs. Samuels had spoken the truth, strange and scary as Ginnie found it, she felt her whole body start to tremble. What did it mean?
“Say hello to Mr. Weaver and shake his hand, please, Virginia,” her daddy said in a stern voice. Ginnie looked over to see that Mr. Samuels had moved to stand just beside where the paddle hung on the wall.
Ginnie turned to the wealthy man, feeling the fire in her cheeks as she had to confront him after watching him whip Wendy and use her mouth for his penis’ pleasure.
“Pleased to meet you,” she mumbled, putting out her hand.
Mr. Weaver captured it in his own big one, which seemed to radiate southern warmth. “I’m very pleased to make your acquaintance too, Miss Samuels. My little Wendy has told me a good deal about you.”
Now Ginnie had to drop her eyes, so hot did her blush blaze up at that. What had Wendy said? What might interest the man who it seemed had spent a good deal of his considerable fortune on buying a young woman for… what? His toy? His sex toy?
Could Mommy really have meant it, that Ginnie herself would soon be sold? And what would happen then, after the auction, when the man who had bought her took possession? Where would he bring Ginnie, and what would he do there?
“Sir…” Wendy said hesitantly. Ginnie could hear in her friend’s voice that Wendy wanted to spare her this embarrassment. But the idea that Wendy called Mr. Weaver sir made the problem worse, and it made her realize just how much heat had grown down between her thighs, inside the running shorts and panties she still wore, to match her blush above.
“Yes, darlin’?” Mr. Weaver said in a rather distracted voice. “What is it?”
“Sir, please. I think Ginnie is so confused she doesn’t know what to think.”
Ginnie darted a glance up into Wendy’s face and found the chestnut-haired girl looking back at her with a gentle smile that struck Ginnie as very grown up—the kind of smile she was accustomed to seeing on the faces of the mommies and daddies, not those of the Oak Street girls themselves. The thought flashed into Ginnie’s head that belonging to Mr. Weaver, whatever it might mean, had given Wendy a sort of polish that Ginnie herself lacked. She tried to smile back, but she felt her upper lip quiver.
“Well,” said Mr. Weaver a little sternly. “I think that’s the way it should be. Be careful about questioning my decisions, Wendy darlin’. I don’t want to have to take you over my knee in front of your friends, especially after I whipped you just a little while ago, but I will if I must.”
The look on Wendy’s face, as she turned her eyes to her owner’s face, changed in an instant from the grownup expression to a very different one—an expression Ginnie knew from her own face, in the mirror of the punishment room, when her daddy had told her to get ready for a paddling. Red cheeks, furrowed brow, bitten lip.
“That’s actually why we’re here,” said Ginnie’s daddy. “Mr. Weaver… Wilma, Tom… why don’t you sit down. You too, Ella. Ginnie, come stand in front, please. Hands folded in front of you. Eyes down.”
Daddy needn’t have told Ginnie to cast her eyes down to the carpet, for she couldn’t have lifted them for all the riches of the world. She watched Wendy’s feet and lower body as Mr. Weaver drew his little girl over to stand right next to him, his arm possessively around her waist. Fear and arousal at that simple sight welled up so fiercely in Ginnie that she started to feel light headed as she waited for her daddy to begin.
“Ginnie,” he said simply. “Please tell Wendy and her owner, and her mommy and daddy, what you did.”
Ginnie turned to shoot him a desperate look, where he stood right next to the paddle. Daddy responded by reaching out and taking the paddle from its hook. Ginnie gave a whimpering little cry at the sight. Daddy couldn’t really punish her in front of the Kimballs, and Wendy, and Mr. Weaver, could he? He couldn’t really make her lie over the bench with her bottom toward these onlookers, and then pull down her shorts and panties, and then bring the terrible paddle down so, so hard, the way he always did, to teach Ginnie the lesson she needed.
He couldn’t. Not when with the mirror in front of her, if she opened her eyes, she would have to see the guests looking back at her: looking at her being disciplined, looking at her weeping as her daddy spanked her little bottom red, for the wicked thing she had done.
“Go ahead, Virginia,” said her mommy, seated at the end of the row of four chairs, nearest to Daddy.
Ginnie looked over at Mommy, and saw her just as firm in her expression as Daddy, though the softness of Mrs. Samuels’ face didn’t make Ginnie’s heart kick and leap the way Mr. Samuels’ blue eyes did.
She felt her nose twitch with the coming tears, and the tears themselves started to well up.
“Look at Wendy, please,” Daddy said.
A little sob burst from Ginnie’s chest as she wrenched her gaze upward. Wendy’s face seemed kind and understanding, though.
“I watched,” Ginnie whispered.



Chapter Eight
 
 
Jim didn’t think he could possibly be prouder of his team, or of his own work, where Ginnie’s progression was concerned. From Chris’ spanking her over his knee in the open air, with the scent of freshly mown grass in her nostrils (Jim had to project a little on that bit, he supposed), to Ella’s Go ahead, Virginia, just now… well, Ginnie had just recalibrated as she stood before her little audience, knowing she must tell the story of her wicked voyeurism or make the paddling she would soon get from her daddy even worse.
Now Jim knew he didn’t even have to suggest Ella’s next words, and he felt certain they would make Ginnie’s ten flash again.
“You didn’t just watch, Ginnie. You spied. On something very private.”
The number in the upper right of Ginnie’s main video feed, which showed her blushing face to great advantage, blinked to indicate the recalibration.
“Perfect, Ella,” Jim said.
He felt the eyes of everyone else in the control room on him: they had a full house, of course, for this important transition in Ginnie’s case. Charlotte had come back to observe, and Serena, who had responsibility for Wendy, sat next to her at the upper table, typing notes, while Paul, next to Jim, kept an eye on the rest of the neighborhood.
Paul’s main responsibility lay with the Wood household, but with Frankie and Mary sold at last night’s auction for a record-breaking ten million dollars to a German aerospace executive, he could be tasked to more general matters. Jim glanced at the screen of Paul’s laptop and saw that he had the feed from the honeymoon cottage, where the Wood girls had been deflowered only a few hours previous, in the lower right corner of his screen. It showed the lovely blondes snuggled up in bed on either side of their new owner, who seemed to have told them to take turns sucking his cock: Mary was now demonstrating how much she had learned from the special lessons her mommy and daddy had given the girls before they were sent to the Institute for the auction, while Frankie looked on, blushing. Their owner fondled both little bottoms gently, his smiling face representing the pinnacle of customer satisfaction.
Now Ginnie’s turn had come to begin those special lessons.
“I’m so s-sorry, Wendy,” she stammered, able to meet her friend’s gaze only for a moment. “I spied.”
“It’s Mr. Weaver you should apologize to, dear, most of all,” said Wilma Kimball. “He owns Wendy now, and he has a right to punish her and enjoy himself in private.” She turned rather theatrically to Wendy’s owner. “I’m so sorry, Mr. Weaver. I know you paid a lot of money for our little girl, and you expected to whip her and fuck her without being disturbed. Wendy, you get undressed, honey, now, so Mr. Weaver can play with your pussy just as he likes.”
Serena chuckled. “Nice, Wilma,” Jim heard her say over the comm link. Wilma had a gift for the most shocking kind of dirty talk, as well as for the lewd little moments to which it generally led.
“Wh-what?” Ginnie whispered.
“You go ahead and take off your clothes, too, Ginnie-bear,” said Ella. “You and Wendy should be naked together now.”
Ginnie and Wendy looked at each other: the effect on the big board at the front of the control room, where the two girls’ video feeds, with close-ups of their red faces, appeared side by side, struck Jim as quite moving—and incredibly arousing. Wendy’s face wore, in her crinkled brow and her sympathetic eyes, a greater familiarity with these things, which of course came from her weeks of experience following the same kind of awakening Ginnie was now having. Ginnie’s bitten lip and the fearful furrow in her own forehead showed that she appreciated her friend’s sympathy, but she still didn’t understand exactly what new thing had begun to happen here in the punishment room where, before today, her daddy had taught her proper behavior the old-fashioned way, with the wooden paddle applied to her bare bottom.
The redhead in the running clothes turned to her mommy. “All my clothes, ma’am?” she asked in a pleading voice. “Daddy doesn’t—”
“I didn’t used to, Ginnie,” Chris said with a little severity. “From now on, you will be punished with all your clothes off, when we—or, soon, your owner—decide that’s how it should be. Do as your mommy said, now. Everything off.”
Ginnie’s arousal had dropped to eight as she tried to process the strange new information, but now, with her daddy’s firm command, it rose to nine. When she turned to see that Wendy had taken off her sundress to reveal that she wore no panties, Ginnie’s number hit ten again. Her video feed revealed an unasked question in her raised eyebrows.
Tom Kimball, trained to read submissive body language, answered it. “Mr. Weaver doesn’t allow Wendy to wear panties anymore, Ginnie. It makes her pussy available to him whenever he wants to fuck her. Your owner may have the same feelings about your underwear, or you may wear a chastity belt that keeps you from playing with yourself the way I bet you did while you were spying. Wendy has that problem, too, which is why her mommy spanked her pussy this morning and her owner whipped her this afternoon. Wendy, why don’t you show your friend what Mr. Weaver’s belt did?”
Wendy turned around obediently, then reached down to take the backs of her knees in her hands.
“We need to tell Weaver that he can be more severe than that,” Charlotte commented from behind Jim.
The sight of the faint, curling red lines across Wendy’s creamy bottom-cheeks and thighs had the desired effect on Ginnie, though, despite the gentleness that appeared to an experienced eye. She drew a sharp breath through her nostrils, and her ten flashed again.
Weaver reached his hand out almost idly to stroke his concubine’s punished bottom possessively and very tenderly, displaying it to Ginnie’s red-faced fascination the way a proud craftsman might display a carving or a jewel, with a little flourish.
The idea that a girl’s pussy might be spanked had produced a recalibration in Ginnie. Now the sight of her friend bending in front of a wealthy man to show what he had done with his belt, before fucking her, kept her at ten, with her breath coming in little panting gasps through her nose. Her heart rate was pushing one hundred ten.
“Watch for hyperventilation,” Jim said. “Catch her if you see her sway.”
Chris spoke more gently than he might have without the warning from the control room. “Go ahead and take off your shirt, Ginnie-bear. You have to be punished, but afterward you’re going to have the same kind of reward Mr. Weaver gives Wendy now, when she’s a good girl for him.”
Ginnie turned to look wildly at her daddy, her eyes startled and very wide. For a moment her hands shook, where they hung right in front of her tummy, as if hesitating between obedience and a last attempt to deny that her body cried out for what her daddy promised—even the terrible wooden paddle he now held in his right hand. Then she put her fingers to the hem of her blue t-shirt and started to pull it off over her head, to reveal a pink sports bra that her little breasts hardly filled.
Her arousal dipped to eight as she struggled a little with her shirt, and stayed there as she dropped it to the floor and stood uncertainly before the grownups and Wendy, who remained bent over in front of her owner. His hand was still fondling her gently from the rear, though he had made his concubine spread her legs a little, so he could manualize her pussy and make her whimper softly with her need. Jim read Ginnie’s thought on her face: the redhead could see that Wendy had to keep showing Ginnie only her pretty bottom, even when Mr. Weaver was exploring her private places so intimately, in order to provide Ginnie with a lewd preview of the humiliation she must also expect, when she had gone up for sale and had herself been bought as a rich man’s treasured bed girl.
“Take the bra off, Virginia,” Ella said, picking up on the drop in Ginnie’s arousal and understanding what could bring it up again, with the immediate risk of a swoon averted. “Then your shorts and panties. It’s time for you to be naked.”
Ginnie’s brow furrowed as she looked over at her mommy, seated at the end of the row of metal chairs. Then she scanned the eyes of the other grownups, all of them fixed on her. The number in the upper corner of her video feed went to nine. She cast her eyes down and reached for her bra, to pull it off over her head.
Jim made a suggestion. “Tom, something degrading, please. She’s at nine and I want her back to ten.”
The response came in an instant, as Ginnie dropped her bra atop her t-shirt on the floor. “Those are nice,” Tom Kimball said. “I like little breasts.”
“We’ll share them, later,” Chris responded. “I’ve been waiting to kiss those adorable nipples for almost two years, now.”
Ginnie hit ten again as she looked from her daddy to Wendy’s, and then to the mommies as if to see whether they had heard the terrible things the daddies had said.
“We get to kiss them, too!” said Wilma Kimball. “Mommies like little peaches just as much as daddies do. And Wendy and Ginnie will have some special big-girl time while we watch, so Wendy can play with them, too.”
Ginnie’s mouth hung slightly open, her arousal steady at ten. The hygrometer between her thighs showed that her panties were now nearly soaking.
Weaver spoke. “Wendy, you may stand up and turn around to show your friend your nice big breasts.” He had no idea what was passing over the comm link between the control room and the skilled trainers in the Samuels’ punishment room, but he certainly knew how to catch the gestalt of an initiation like the one Ginnie was undergoing.
Serena said, for Tom and Wilma’s benefit, “That’s fine. Tom, why don’t you say something about Wendy’s pussy?”
Wendy had stood up, and turned to face Ginnie. Weaver maneuvered his concubine so that she stood between his opened knees, and he moved his right hand around to rub her sweetly bare clit very gently and possessively, which set Wendy’s knees trembling. Ginnie’s eyes fixed themselves there, and her hands went, with a clearly unconscious motion, to the waistband of her shorts, hooking her thumbs inside.
Tom spoke in a deep, unhurried daddy voice. “Mr. Weaver lets me fuck that little pussy whenever I want, these days. Wendy usually sleeps in the big bed with her mommy and daddy. You’ll probably have your own daddy’s cock inside you before too long, Ginnie. You’ll definitely learn to suck it today, after your paddling, and to swallow what your daddy gives you.”
The noise that burst from Ginnie’s chest at that sounded closer to a cry than to a whimper, as her ten flashed again. Wendy’s eyes were closed as Weaver pleasured her, and she gave a long, low moan as if in sympathy with Ginnie’s helpless arousal.
Ginnie pulled down her shorts, her face bright red and her eyes fixed on the floor, and stepped out of them.
“Good girl,” Chris said. “Time for your paddling. Bend down over the bench and present your bottom for punishment like you know how to do.”
“Such a pretty girl,” Wilma said as Ginnie began to shuffle toward the bench, about a yard away. “Ella, you’re very lucky. Will you shave her tonight?”
“Of course,” Ella said. “I can’t wait to taste that adorable pink pussy. Can you smell it?”
Ginnie gave no sign she could hear, as she obeyed her daddy’s command to present herself, but her arousal, which had diminished a bit with the final removal of her clothes, rose again to ten.
“I think so, but my Wendy’s pussy has a lovely strong scent too. I’m not sure I can tell them apart. Maybe Ginnie smells more like roses, and Wendy more like peonies?”



Chapter Nine
 
 
The challenge for Ginnie’s mind seemed now not to lie so much in believing what the grownups were telling her as in believing the way her body reacted to the information. Only that morning, after all, she had played with herself thinking not about the terrible things it now seemed would happen—sucking her daddy’s penis… having her mommy kiss her bare pussy… big-girl time with Wendy… being sold on an auction block to a rich man who would be the first to enter with his cock between her legs—but simply about the possibility that something sexual had befallen Wendy and Frankie and Mary. And that had been enough to make her forget the rules and nearly earn a paddling when Mommy had walked in and threatened to inspect her down there.
Then the way she had found herself utterly unable to stop her hand from going into her shorts when she realized what was happening in the Kimballs’ basement, and even less able to stop herself from having climax after climax as she watched her friend whipped, then watched Wendy’s mouth used by Mr. Weaver, his hands holding her head still as he thrust his hardness deep inside, until her nose rested in the blonde curls from which his thick penis rose.
Then the way she had soaked her panties after her daddy had spanked her outside, his big hand falling with such force on her little bottom that she still felt a tingle there as she bent over the bench for the paddle that would turn that tingle into the terrible burning pain of the lesson Ginnie had earned by not restraining these wicked thoughts and feelings and actions.
Then the way her body somehow wanted the paddling, even though she knew how much it would hurt. The way she wanted her daddy to be proud of how Ginnie stayed over the bench even as she screamed and sobbed and begged for mercy because it hurt so much. The way she wanted to feel his left hand come down on her waist to hold her steady before he started to punish her for her own good.
“I’m sorry I have to do this, Ginnie-bear,” he said in the gentle way he always spoke when she had obediently gotten ready for her paddling. “Sometimes daddies have to make their little girls’ bottoms hurt, so that they understand how important it is to behave themselves properly.”
“Yes, sir,” Ginnie responded, the way she always did, with a fearful catch in her voice that from the very beginning, the second day in her new house, had concealed another feeling—the strangely pleasant feeling that had somehow taken hold of her, and grown, despite everything her mommy and daddy had done to stop it.
She heard Mr. Weaver make an audible aw sort of sound, and even though her cheeks got hot at the thought of Wendy’s owner looking at Ginnie’s little bottom, bared for discipline, she couldn’t help smiling a little, too, in pride.
“Wendy,” said Mr. Kimball. “You watch closely, now. If you can’t keep your hands away from your panties, we may have to borrow the Samuels’ punishment room, and Ginnie’s paddle.”
That, too, caused a strange little surge of satisfaction in Ginnie’s chest. It seemed her daddy must be well known in the neighborhood for punishing his little girl severely, and Ginnie must be understood as the recipient of very harsh discipline. She hoped for a moment that her behavior to the mommies and daddies of Oak Street, and later to her owner, would reflect that she had undergone real old-fashioned correction in this punishment room her guardians had set aside expressly for the purpose of teaching Ginnie’s most difficult and needed lessons.
The feeling, though, only lasted a moment, because her daddy replaced it with the terrible pain of the first swat of the paddle, cracking across both her bottom-cheeks. Ginnie cried out, and bounced her knees the way she always did. It had been a very long time since she had tried to reach her hands back to soothe and to fend off, but she was sorely tempted; her daddy, she thought, had started this paddling with great severity.
Behind her, Ginnie heard Wendy give a little cry of her own, an “Oh!” that seemed to indicate that Ginnie’s suspicion about the relative severity of the girls’ punishments had a basis in fact. Only this morning, she suddenly remembered, she had still been speculating on whether her friends got spanked at all; now she had learned how essential their bare-bottom punishments were to this program that excited her so much despite its shameful nature.
Ginnie felt the puff of air that meant Daddy was bringing the paddle down again across her young cheeks, and she anticipated its effect the way she always seemed to do, crying out in anticipation of the burning smart that she knew would build and build after the heavy wooden blade had done its work.
Wendy gave another little sympathetic cry, this one slightly choked, as if she were weeping a little for her friend. Ginnie wanted to reassure her that it was alright—yes, it hurt terribly, but she knew now how important it was for her to be properly punished, and she even felt real gratitude to her daddy for doing it despite the pain.
The paddle came down again, hard, and Ginnie found it harder to feel that gratitude as she screamed in full voice, bouncing her bottom, clenching and unclenching it desperately to try to ease the sting just a little.
“Please, Mr. Samuels,” Wendy said. “Please don’t! Please, no more!”
“Hush, Wendy,” said Mrs. Kimball in a very disappointed kind of voice. “You know better than that.”
Ginnie raised her eyes from the dark leather upholstery of the bench for the first time, to look in the mirror and see what the little audience invited to watch her paddling was doing. Merely catching sight of them there, their attention fixed on her bottom, made her want to close her eyes and never open them again, but she had to know what Wendy, naked like Ginnie herself, whipped with a belt and threatened with the paddle, too, looked like right now.
The sight made her give a little cry of arousal despite the pain from the paddle that seemed to swell and swell. Wendy stood between her owner’s knees, and her owner’s hand had reached around in front of her to play with her bare little pussy. Mr. Weaver’s attentions between Wendy’s thighs, though, didn’t make Ginnie cry out—or not by themselves, at least.
Because Wendy’s face seemed silently to tell Ginnie many things she had only guessed at before. Cheeks bright red, lower lip caught between her teeth, brow furrowed—they all said that if Ginnie had asked her friend exactly why Wendy wanted Mr. Samuels to stop paddling Ginnie, Wendy might well have admitted, in a whisper, that it was in large part because watching Ginnie’s punishment aroused her so very much.
Her attention shifted, then, because she saw that her daddy had once again raised the paddle. Ginnie whimpered when she realized that Daddy was looking back into her eyes, in the mirror, an expression of care on his face, but also of a sort of hunger that made Ginnie’s tummy do a flip. She remembered with a rush of mixed shame and arousal what he had said she must soon do: suck his penis the way Wendy sucked Mr. Weaver’s. She closed her eyes as she thought of it, and the paddle came down again, and Ginnie gave another scream of anguish.
“Please, Daddy,” she cried wildly. “It hurts so much.” She bounced and bounced, knowing she was displaying her paddled bottom in a humiliating fashion to the onlookers, but unable to help it.
“It has to hurt, Ginnie,” her daddy said gently. “To teach you to obey the rules, and to respect our neighbors’ privacy.”
Daddy took firm hold of Ginnie’s waist, then, the way he always did at the end of a paddling, and held her still so he could give her the final swats that ensured she would have purple traces of her punishment on her little bottom for days to come. Ginnie screamed and screamed, while Wendy cried out behind her in an ambiguous way that Ginnie thought must mean her friend’s owner was bringing his bed girl to climax after climax as they watched Ginnie learn her terrible lesson.
Even through all the pain, Ginnie felt happy for her friend despite knowing that she should be feeling something else—shame, or even anger. It did hurt terribly, and Ginnie couldn’t help the sobbing, or the way she clung to the bench with white knuckles as her daddy held her fast so that he could correct her with the severity she deserved. But she knew now, after today, that when it ended, the funny big-girl feelings would find some resolution at last, even if she still could hardly understand everything that resolution would involve.
At last Daddy stopped paddling her and hung the paddle back on the wall. The room was silent except for Wendy’s little noises as Mr. Weaver explored her with his hand, making Ginnie wonder whether the man who bought her would like to play with her that way, too. She opened her eyes to look in the mirror again, and saw her daddy moving back toward her, watched his right hand come down gently on her bottom, to stroke the burning cheeks so gently that Ginnie cried out almost as if he were spanking her, but with a far different kind of sensation.
“Spread your feet, Ginnie-bear,” he said. “Daddy’s going to reward his good girl for taking her paddling so well.”
“Yes, sir,” Ginnie sobbed, and met his eyes again in the mirror, to see that the hunger had grown, though the care had not decreased. She noticed then that in the background her mommy, and Mr. and Mrs. Kimball, were taking off their clothes, and it made her feel very faint.
“Close your eyes, now, and come for Daddy.”
His hand moved down and in, and up, and Ginnie closed her eyes and screamed because her daddy knew how to reward her better than she had ever imagined anyone could.
“Shh, good girl. Shh, Ginnie-bear,” he said softly, almost right in her ear. Then, again, “Come for Daddy.”
Ginnie did, and then again, and then again, sobbing and moaning as she rode the lewd saddle her daddy made for her with his hand. After she went over the cliff of her third orgasm, she sensed that the audience had moved forward to surround the punishment bench.
“Let me do that, Chris,” she heard Mr. Kimball’s voice say, and she opened her eyes to see that he stood next to Ginnie’s daddy, while the mommies, naked and dazzling with their full breasts and their neatly trimmed but very grownup-looking pussies, stood in front of her, though a few feet away. Mr. Weaver, naked now himself, had led Wendy by the hand to her mommy, and Mrs. Kimball had a hand on her little girl’s bottom, idly stroking it as if to remind Wendy of her need for family discipline.
Mr. Kimball’s hand replaced Daddy’s. Wendy’s daddy seemed to Ginnie just as knowing as her own, in his way of making a little girl’s pussy ache for more—for what Ginnie now supposed her owner would be the first to give her. Meanwhile, Daddy quickly got out of his jeans and t-shirt, and Ginnie felt her face get very hot at the first sight of Daddy’s big, hard cock, standing straight out from its nest of dark hair and moving toward her so that she finally understood that the punishment bench must have been designed not just for paddling little girls but also for enjoying them as a daddy or an owner wished.
She looked up at her daddy as he took a stand in front of her, his rigid penis only an inch from her face. He stroked her cheek with the backs of his knuckles, very gently.
“Open up, Ginnie-bear,” he said. “It’s time to start your special lessons.”



Epilogue
 
 
Ginnie’s first special lesson went on for a very long time. She sucked her daddy’s cock, struggling to please him as he thrust gently in and out of her mouth, murmuring words of encouragement like, “You’re doing so well, Ginnie-bear. That’s it. Nice and deep.” It was hard to take the hard shaft so far into her mouth, and it made her gag a little. But Daddy put his hands gently on her head and made sure she knew she had to do her best to please him that way, even if his penis felt so strange and big on her tongue.
It went on for a long time, too, while Mr. Kimball’s hand, between her thighs, made her come again and again before Daddy shot his seed into her mouth and Ginnie had to learn to swallow like a very big girl.
Then it was Mr. Kimball’s turn in Ginnie’s mouth, while Mr. Weaver played with her virgin pussy. Finally Ginnie had to suck Wendy’s owner’s penis, while Wendy knelt behind her and kissed Ginnie down there and made her come many more times, so that Ginnie finally lost count of her orgasms.
After she had swallowed Mr. Weaver’s seed, a little surprised at how different the three men’s semen tasted, they made Ginnie lie on her back on the bench. Mr. Weaver told Wendy to straddle Ginnie’s face and lower her bare pussy, soaking with helpless arousal, onto Ginnie’s mouth and nose so that Ginnie could start to learn to please a woman. Ginnie did her best to give her friend pleasure while Wendy did the same with her more experienced lips and tongue at the other end of the bench, making little cooing noises that sent Ginnie still higher into the realm of pleasure than she had ever gone.
“Your owner will make you feel so good down here with his cock, Ginnie,” Wendy murmured between kisses. “It hurts at first, but then it feels so nice.” The mommies, standing at that end of the bench, held Ginnie’s knees up and spread so that the tension in her body as she worked to please Wendy’s pussy made her come beneath Wendy’s mouth, hips bucking against the bench’s padded surface.
Behind the mommies, the daddies were holding them with one arm around each of their waists, Wendy’s daddy holding Ginnie’s mommy and Ginnie’s daddy holding Wendy’s mommy. With their other hands, the daddies made the mommies whimper as their pussies and bottoms received thorough exploration.
Mr. Weaver confirmed exactly Wendy’s point about the pleasure of having a dominant cock in her pussy, then, for he came to fuck Wendy from behind as she bent over the bench and over little Ginnie, who got to see grownup sex up close for the first time. Wendy cried out as the penis surged in and out of her, and clung to Ginnie’s thighs. The bench creaked and groaned as Mr. Weaver, with one hand in his bed girl’s hair and the other on her hip, fucked first her pussy and then, to Ginnie’s surprise, Wendy’s tiny anus, too.
“I opened Wendy’s bottom last week at the Institute,” he told Ginnie as she watched, fascinated, while he gently anointed his concubine’s bottom-hole with a clear gel that must be meant to make Wendy slick back there, so that a cock could get into her most private place. “She’s still getting used to it, but she already gives pretty good ass for a beginner.”
The humiliating words about the friend with whom Ginnie had giggled so innocently as they ‘grew up’ here on Oak Street made Ginnie feel faint. Would her owner be like that? Ginnie couldn’t help hoping he might be.
“You just keep kissing that sweet pussy,” Mr. Weaver said. “That will make it easier for Wendy to enjoy it.”
Ginnie did her best, though she could tell from Wendy’s moans that the cock felt much too big in the little bottom it impaled only inches from Ginnie’s eyes.
“Put your finger in Ginnie’s bottom, pumpkin,” Mr. Kimball said. “Let her know how good it feels. We’ll put a plug there tonight, to start training her properly for her owner.”
Wendy did, even as her own bottom received the much bigger invasion of a hard penis. Ginnie gave a whimpering cry. Her friend’s finger felt so strange there, but she knew instantly why Wendy would want to serve her owner that way: to have her most private place invaded felt like the final yielding of her naughtiness to the authority of another.
She watched the cock move vigorously in her friend’s bottom, trying as hard as she could to make Wendy’s pussy feel good as it rode her face. Wendy kissed Ginnie’s clit tenderly, and moved the finger gently in and out in Ginnie’s own bottom, while the mommies held her legs spread so wide and open. The ecstasy built in Ginnie’s hips more and more, until she felt an orgasm bigger than any she had felt yet growing.
As she screamed her pleasure into Wendy’s pussy, Ginnie found that she understood very well indeed why it might not be so terrible to be sold to the highest bidder—especially if she could come back here and share her good fortune with her Oak Street friends.
 
 
The End
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The Oak Street Method: Wendy
After she is caught loitering and taken into custody by the powerful corporation that all but runs her city, twenty-year-old Wendy Baskin is placed in a special program for wayward young women in need of reform. To ensure she receives the firm correction she needs, Wendy is sent to live with a couple who will act as her strict mommy and daddy during her stay with them.
When she is caught breaking the rules her assigned guardians have set for her, Wendy quickly finds herself blushing crimson as she is given a humiliating chastisement, but the embarrassment of having her bare bottom soundly spanked is nothing compared to the shame she feels when her new mommy and daddy discover that she was deeply aroused by the punishment.
As a result of her wanton behavior, Wendy is stripped naked and thoroughly inspected by her guardians, then informed that she will require the kind of training only the Institute can provide.
 
Buy from Amazon
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Bought and Trained
Desperate to be dominated, twenty-five-year-old Rose signs up for a concubine training program and agrees to have her memory of consenting erased, allowing her to experience being forced to explore her fantasies of complete and utter submission.
Leo, a skilled case-agent for the program, captures Rose and puts her through a strict training regimen, in which her body is no longer her own but instead is Leo’s to command. He brings her to the Institute where she meets her training partner, Hannah, and also meets other men who she learns to call ‘master.’ During her time at the Institute, Rose is taught that obedience is not optional and that defiance will result in ever more humiliating punishments.
Once their training is complete, Rose and Hannah are purchased by a master and mistress and are brought back to the couple’s villa in the Caribbean. The girls thrive in their new roles, but when a traumatic experience causes Rose’s memory of her consent to come flooding back, will her realization that she wanted all of this from the beginning bring everything crashing down?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
An Extreme Marriage
When Frank catches Jenny, his prim and proper wife, masturbating while reading about the Institute—a place where husbands learn to spank their naughty wives and thoroughly ravish them in the bedroom—he realizes that something needs to change. The Institute’s training costs a fortune, but he is willing to bet it will be more than worth the price.
Jenny and Frank enter “Extreme Marriage” training at the Institute, but although Jenny craves Frank’s dominance on a very deep level, her bashful ways reveal a sexual guilt taught to her long ago which will require great patience and care to overcome. It takes all of Frank’s willpower to restrain his raging desires as he follows the Institute’s plan and takes control of their marriage.
Frank’s newfound dominance brings Jenny pleasure beyond anything she has ever known, and as the terrible guilt that has been a part of her life for so long slips away, she and Frank find more joy in their marriage than they ever thought possible. But when they leave the Institute and return home, can they keep the passion they ignited there burning hot?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
Breaking Abigail
As eighteen-year-old Abigail Podret pleasures herself in her family’s summer-house, she cries out the name of Mark LeMarchand, the man she secretly loves. She has no idea that he stands steps away, ready to do what she most desires: strip her naked, spank her hard, and take her even harder. But as a result of her stern upbringing, Abigail finds herself unable to give herself to Mark no matter how badly she longs for it.
Mark is determined to help Abigail, and with the assistance of wealthy friends he creates the Institute, a place where women agree to have their memory of consent suppressed by hypnosis in order to free them to enjoy their submission fully. When Mark tells Abigail about the Institute, she realizes it may be her only chance at real happiness.
After agreeing to the program, Abigail wakes up at the Institute and meets Master Ian, under whose firm hand she will be taught to please a man in any way he requires. Absolute obedience is expected of her and anything less will result in punishments as shameful as they are effective. But when Abigail inadvertently discovers the truth about The Institute, will she decide to finish her training or will she leave and rush into Mark’s waiting arms?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
At Leo’s Command
When twenty-three-year-old Kristen Harper peeks through a window and witnesses a man giving a woman a bare-bottom spanking, the sight ignites desires she has ignored for too long. After Kristen sees the same man get into a van with a company’s logo, she calls the company to make an appointment, hoping to experience for herself what she glimpsed in the window.
The man turns out to be Leo Hastert, one of the top trainers at the Institute, a place dedicated to giving women like Kristen exactly what they need. After her call, Leo visits Kristen’s home, spanks her long and hard, and takes her in all the ways she’s longed for a man to have her. Everything is perfect… until Leo informs Kristen that she can’t be his. What he can do for her, though, is take her to the Institute, where she will be fully trained as a submissive.
Kristen volunteers for the Institute, but she’s not ready to say goodbye to Leo, and as her training continues he is stunned by his intense and growing feelings for her as well. Can Leo stay professional and play his role in Kristen’s training, or will he decide that having Kristen as his own is worth any price?
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Controlling Caitlin
When nineteen-year-old Caitlin’s rude behavior gets out of hand, her boyfriend, Neil, decides that it is time for some drastic action to get her under control. In order to take Caitlin in hand properly, Neil enlists the help of his close friend Mary, a woman who learned the art of correcting naughty young women during her time at a special facility known only as the Institute.
Caitlin is shocked to learn of Neil and Mary’s plans for her, but despite her blushing protests she soon finds herself pulled over her stern boyfriend’s knee for a long, hard, bare-bottom spanking. Though the punishment leaves her humiliated and sore, her desire for Neil is set ablaze by his dominance. But Neil and Mary have much more than just a single spanking planned for Caitlin, and over the coming weeks she’ll learn what it really means to be thoroughly disciplined.
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Thoroughly Trained
Sweet, modest twenty-year-old Anna Greenway has always covered her ears any time her friends tried to talk to her about sex. But the laws of her society have changed in recent years, as Anna discovers when she meets Martin Lourcy, an experienced, handsome man employed by the Institute, whose mission is to train submissive women for sexual service. To her shock, Anna soon learns that Martin has been granted the authority to bring her with him to the Institute to be taught about strict discipline and to have her sexuality awakened and mastered.
When Anna defies him, Martin does not hesitate to bare her bottom and punish her soundly, explaining that from now on she will be expected to obey him in the way she was raised to believe a wife should obey a husband. But Martin will do much more than merely teach her to submit to his every command. He will show Anna the intense pleasure and incredible passion of yielding herself to his skillful, dominant lovemaking, and soon his mastery of her body will be so complete that every hard spanking and blushing climax will only increase her desire for more.
Soon enough, however, Martin realizes that something is quickly going terribly wrong. Anna is obviously falling in love with him, and even worse, he is forced to admit to himself that he is falling in love with her as well. When her training is complete, Martin knows Anna will graduate from the Institute program and be sold to a wealthy, powerful man, but when that day comes will he be able to give up the girl he longs to claim as his own?
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Begging to Be Owned
Twenty-three-year-old Olivia Rogers thought her desperate need to be owned, punished, and taken in the most shameful of ways was a secret known only to her, but she was wrong. Had she known the Institute existed, she would not have been so surprised to find herself captured, stripped bare, spanked soundly, and thoroughly dominated by a muscle-bound Institute trainer.
Gabriel’s job at the Institute is simple. He teaches girls like Olivia exactly what it means to be owned, and he shows them both the intense pleasure of submission and the painful consequences for their beautiful bare bottoms if they attempt to defy their natural yearning to be mastered. Even Olivia’s most private places will be explored and enjoyed by Gabriel and the other trainers, and their skilled, dominant lovemaking will leave her quivering with desire and aching for more.
But though her training at the Institute is intended to prepare her to belong to a powerful billionaire who will pay handsomely for her, there is another man with an interest in Olivia, a former lover determined to win her back. But how far will he be prepared to go to reclaim her?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
Reformed for the Senator
When eighteen-year-old Jessica Dering is caught pleasuring herself with the assistance of her best friend, both girls are sent to a government academy for young women in need of correction and reform. Once there, Jessica quickly discovers that she will be trained not only in obedience, but also in complete submission to the desires of the rich, influential senator to whom she will eventually be given.
Jessica’s new life at the academy begins with a deeply humiliating medical examination at the hands of a strict doctor, and her attempts to avoid the embarrassing procedure merely earn her a sound spanking on her bare bottom. After her responses to intimate stimulation are thoroughly evaluated, Jessica is warned that any off-limits sexual exploration will be sternly punished.
Despite her best efforts to remain defiant, as Jessica’s training begins she finds herself helplessly aroused by the ever more shameful demands of the academy staff, especially the handsome, masterfully dominant dean of students, Kevin Logan. But with Kevin’s need to claim Jessica as his own growing more obvious by the day and a powerful organization seeking to manipulate the situation for their own purposes, will the future of the entire academy be thrown into chaos?
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Drastic Measures
When Robin Reed walks down the aisle with handsome billionaire Oliver Marlowe, she does so knowing that he is an old-fashioned man who will expect his bride’s obedience and submission. But after the first time she ends up over her husband’s knee for a sound spanking on her bare bottom, Robin can’t help wondering whether she has made a mistake.
Determined to ensure that his wife’s needs are properly met, Oliver consults with experts from the Institute and then proposes a bold plan, which Robin hesitantly accepts. In order to help her discover her deeply hidden submissive tendencies, Robin will be brought to the Institute for training. Before she even steps through the door, Robin finds herself blushing crimson as her bottom is thoroughly punished—both inside and out—but it is only once she arrives at the Institute that she truly begins to realize what it means to surrender herself completely to a man.
The pleasure of yielding to her trainer’s mastery of her body quickly prove more intense than she would have thought possible, and Robin is soon yearning for her husband’s skilled, dominant lovemaking. But will the Institute’s usual techniques be enough to teach her to fully embrace her need for submission, or will her situation call for more drastic measures?
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A Concubine for the Trillionaire
When eighteen-year-old Alice Henning is taken from her college by an Institute trainer named Chris Sandoe, she soon finds herself naked and blushing with her bright-red, well-spanked bottom on display as she learns what it means to be properly mastered by a firm, dominant man.
Alice will be no ordinary concubine, however. The Institute has given her to Eric Gadden, one of the richest men in the world, as part of a secret plan to curb his sinister influence. Her new owner quickly proves more than ready to punish her thoroughly for any disobedience, but even as he claims her beautiful body in any way he pleases, Alice cannot help wondering what it would be like to belong to Chris instead.
Though he intended to do his part in Alice’s training without growing attached, Chris’ need to protect her grows stronger by the day. When it becomes clear that Eric is far more menacing than anyone realized and Alice’s life may be in danger, will Chris risk everything to save her?
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Tamed by the Sheikh
When Beatrice Graham is caught spying on a meeting between an influential senator and a powerful Arab prince, the Institute is left with no choice but to act quickly to protect both the naive eighteen-year-old intern and the secret she unwittingly overheard.
Once she has been taken into the Institute’s custody, it isn’t long before Beatrice is naked and blushing as she is thoroughly and intimately examined. After the humiliating ordeal reveals her long-hidden need to be mastered properly by a dominant man, she is sold as a concubine to Diyab al-Rashan, the handsome sheikh on whom she so recently eavesdropped.
Diyab promptly sets about training Beatrice, teaching her to offer her beautiful body for him to enjoy in any way he pleases and spanking her bare bottom soundly whenever she disobeys him. Her new owner’s stern punishments and fierce lovemaking leave Beatrice deeply ashamed yet satisfied in a way she never dreamed possible, but can she truly find a place for herself in the sheikh’s household?
 
Buy from Amazon
 
 
A Punishment Exam for Jane
Unwilling to admit to desires that fill her with shame, investigative journalist Jane Redford is on a mission to infiltrate and then bring down the Institute. But to her shock, soon after her arrival she discovers that those who run the Institute are fully aware of her intentions and have their own plans for her, starting with a thorough, humiliating punishment examination.
 
Buy from Amazon
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