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Set in the near future, a new order has emerged in North America which has toppled centuries of male dominance. In this regime, men have diminished rights and privileges and are subjected to rigorous corporal punishment. Women hold all the power, controlling government, public services and law enforcement, and they mete out discipline with hand, hairbrush, paddle and wooden spoon. Kyle is at first bewildered by the changed world and slowly adjusts to the dominance of this female utopia. He is 'motivated' into obedience by appropriate disciplinary measures. However, the harsh reality is tempered by the fact that Kyle has to serve five mistresses. Is this not the ultimate male fantasy? Kyle proves he is more than up to the demands placed upon him...
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Chapter One

Some people say that change is not only inevitable but highly beneficial. I won't speculate on that. I'm just a regular guy who barely passed my high school civics class, certainly no philosopher or intellectual.

Perhaps if I had been more alert or more astute (or whatever), I would've paid attention to what was happening and the changeover wouldn't have taken me by surprise. But, as I said, I'm just a regular guy who services trucks for a living. I like to work with my hands, hang out with other guys, drink beer, watch sports, smoke a little weed, and get laid as often as possible. I could've told you the names of the top five NASCAR drivers or all the NFL quarterbacks but couldn't tell you the names of the two senators from my state. I rarely even voted. As it turned out, being this uninvolved was a mistake that I'm still learning to live with.

In my narrow and self-absorbed world, the changeover seemed to happen overnight. But in reality, it took years of a slow but certain progression - so slow, in fact, that those of us who weren't paying attention didn't see it coming until it was far too late to stop it. And even then, I don't know that I would've stopped it, even if I could have.

I worked eight to ten hours a day, five and sometimes six days a week maintaining trucks. Then, when I finished work for the day, I went to Anderson's Bar to drink a few beers with likeminded buddies and maybe watch whatever sport was in season on their big screen TV. And if I happened to hook up with one of the women who occasionally wandered into the bar, my night would be complete.

That world is all gone now, replaced by what appears to be a female utopia - or at least that's what my wife, Marie, and her partners call it when they share their thoughts with me.

Piecing it all together - as I try to do sometimes when I'm not too busy or not too tired - I would say that the changeover began about fifteen or so years ago when the first woman was elected president. At the time, a couple of my co-workers expressed concern. However, it mattered little to me. I'm no misogynist. I believe in equal opportunity. I mean, men have ruled the world for thousands of years and look how screwed up it's gotten. How much worse could a woman make it? And, I have to admit, she was easier to look at than the man she replaced.

Besides, I've had a woman boss ever since Mr. Compton died and left the business to his daughter. Sure, Krista - or Ms. Compton, as she insisted on being called - made a few changes when she took over, including much stricter enforcement of company policies. But again, that didn't bother me too much, as I pretty much play by the rules when at work.

Of course, I knew a few guys who couldn't - or wouldn't - accept a female boss. One quit outright while the others got disciplined. I never learned how they got disciplined, but it must have worked, because they toed the line after their sessions in Ms. Compton's office - which they would never talk about.

I think it was about five years ago - when I saw that Congress had flipped to nearly one hundred percent female - when Ms. Compton called all of us males into a meeting. At that time, she announced the implementation of new rules that would be strictly enforced. These included: no swearing on the job, no sports talk or discussions that involved females, clean hands and uniforms as much as possible, and absolutely no alcohol or drugs during working hours or before coming to work.

She further said that any man violating these policies would be subject to discipline and any man who disagreed with the new policies should quit - although she also mentioned that the men who quit would have trouble finding comparable employment, as the majority of the companies now had female CEOs who had implemented similar policies. Two of my co-workers, Mike and Stu, both quit the day after the meeting. I don't know what happened to them, but they were never heard from again.

Now, as I said before, I'm pretty much of a rule follower. I just want to do my job and not cause any trouble. However, some of these rules were difficult at first, especially the rules regarding conversations. I mean, men talk, especially about sports and women. So, what happened to me shouldn't be all that surprising, when put into context.

One Monday evening at Anderson's after a few rounds of drinks, I met an older woman who apparently found me attractive enough to invite back to her apartment. It turned out to be a memorable night, and on Tuesday morning, naturally I wanted to share the experience with my co-workers. That was a mistake.

The supervisor, Ms. Sterling, heard me and sent me to Ms. Compton. When I entered her large office, she was sitting behind her uncluttered desk with her hands folded in front of her. To her right and left were two burly women I had never seen before. She gazed at me for a moment. "Kyle, isn't it?" she said.

"Yes," I replied, not daring to look at her.

"Ms. Sterling tells me you have violated the rule against talking about women. Is this accurate?"

I barely remembered having the conversation. I nodded.

She leaned forward slightly and wrinkled her brow. "Kyle, in this office, you will answer all questions orally with a yes ma'am or a no ma'am. Is that clear?"

God, what a bitch, I thought. But I knew better than to say it. "Yes, ma'am."

She nodded. "Did you have the conversation in question?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Do you wish to remain employed at Compton Trucking?"

That was a scary question, but one I didn't have to think about for too long. Since graduating from high school, I had never worked anywhere else. "Yes, ma'am."

"Then we will settle your punishment immediately," she said. She pointed to a bench in the corner. "Drop your pants and briefs and bend over the bench."

I'm sure my eyes widened at that point. I hesitated for a few seconds. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the two burly women begin to approach me, and, in a moment of clarity, I realized their purpose. I was no match for the two of them working together. In truth, I probably wasn't a match for either one of them. I'm no fighter.

Ms. Compton rose from her chair. "Kyle, did you not hear the order?"

I heard. I just wasn't sure I understood her intent. Or maybe I understood it, I just couldn't make myself believe it. I watched my fingers twitch.

"Kyle, get over the bench now," Ms. Compton said. "Or do you need assistance from Ms. Watkins and Ms. Fresno?"

This bitch is deadly serious, I thought. I glanced again at the two burly women. I was definitely no match. The two of them working together could probably have me for lunch.

Now, as a typical male teen, I had been spanked a few times by my mother. But I had never been spanked as an adult. It never even occurred to me that adults could get spanked. And yet, here the very real possibility reared its head.

When Ms. Watkins and Ms. Fresno got to within a few feet of me and I could see their bulging arm muscles, I knew I could no longer hesitate. I was about to experience the discipline my co-workers wouldn't talk about. I moved toward the bench and unbuckled my belt. When I reached the bench, I turned back toward Ms. Compton. "Uh... ma'am... this isn't really necessary," I said. "I won't do it again."

She huffed. "Kyle, don't make this harder on yourself than it has to be."

Well, that didn't work. I dared to look at her and saw the heavy leather strap in her hand. I was either going to leave her office with a sore butt or unemployed, probably after being roughed up by her two goons. Not much of a choice. I opted for dropping my pants and bending over the bench.

"The underpants too," Ms. Compton said. "Or do you want Ms. Fresno to do it for you?"

I didn't want Ms. Fresno to touch my backside, especially after I saw her flash an evil grin in my direction. I gripped the elastic waistband and lowered my briefs to below my thighs, blushing slightly as I realized I was exposing my bottom to my boss and two other women.

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Ms. Compton approach, a wry smile etched on her mature face. "Better get used to this," she said.

At the time, I wasn't sure what she meant by that, as I fully intended to obey all rules to the letter from then on. I have since learned the truth behind her statement.

Once she had positioned herself a couple of feet from my left side, she wasted no time. She marked her target and launched an all-out assault on my bottom, swinging the strap with reckless abandon. It was quite clear she had done this many times and was highly proficient.

The pain escalated rapidly. My mother had never spanked me like this. Her spankings consisted of a few relatively mild strokes with a wooden spoon or her hand, more or less meant to remind me to behave myself. Ms. Compton's spanking was pure punishment meant to scare me into total submission. And it worked.

Besides the sharp pain that echoed throughout my body, I also felt my chest heave as though I might break down and sob. I tried to suppress it along with a strong urge to protest or beg her to stop. The proud male in me felt humiliated enough just being soundly whipped by a woman and in front of two other women. I didn't want to add crying or begging or both.

And still the whipping went on, stroke after stroke after stroke. Once, I tried to rear up only to be roughly pushed back down by Ms. Compton's enforcers. "That will cost you five extra," Ms. Compton declared. She delivered the five directly to my upper thighs, increasing the magnitude of the pain by a large factor.

Tears flooded my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. I felt like a broken man for the first time in my adult life. Looking back, I have no doubt breaking me had been Ms. Compton's intent from the beginning.

Finally, just when I didn't think I could take any more, she stopped and handed the strap to Ms. Fresno. The two burly women backed up several steps. Ms. Compton touched my burning backside. "Okay, Kyle, you may get up."

I released my grip on the bench and pushed myself up.

"Face me," she said in a gentle voice.

I turned toward her. I totally forgot that my pants and briefs were down.

She smiled. "Pull up your pants and wipe your eyes."

I did what she told me to do, blushing slightly, as my humiliation became obvious to all three women in the office.

She looked at me and sighed. "There, there," she said, "that strapping was relatively mild. A couple of your associates have had a lot worse."

My eyes widened, but at least the flow of tears stopped. I processed what she just said: relatively mild? No wonder a couple of guys quit and the others who had had a session in this office wouldn't talk about it.

She touched my cheek in a motherly fashion. "Kyle, we are on the verge of a new order. The days of men ruling the world have finally come to an end. Big changes are in the offing." She paused and scanned me, allowing her eyes to run up and down my body. "Keep your mouth closed, your nose clean, and your mind on your work, and you might just survive... unlike some of your wretched buddies who just can't shed their old habits." She looked at me again. "Do you understand what I'm saying?"

I understood nothing except that I had been thoroughly punished for what I considered to be a relatively mild rule violation. I also understood that Krista Compton held my immediate future in her hands. What I didn't understand was how this happened. I dared to meet her gaze. "Yes, ma'am. I understand."

She smiled. "Good. I believe you might have a future in the new order." She glanced at her watch. "Now, let's all go back to work. And Kyle, don't discuss this with anyone or you will be right back in here again. Understand?"

I certainly understood that message. Keep my mouth closed. Go along to get along. No problem. "Yes, ma'am."

"Go ahead then and get back to work," she said. "And Kyle, stop in the men's room and wash your face. Okay?"

I took a step toward the door, which Ms. Watkins had opened for me. For an instant, I wondered if I should salute. "Yes, ma'am." I left as quickly as I could. My backside still felt like it was on fire. I suspected I would have a few bruises back there.

But my bottom didn't sting as much as her words: "We are on the verge of a new order..." So, to my simple, undereducated mind, the situation for men in America was only going to get worse. I would have to accept that or else. Or else what? I wasn't at all sure I wanted to learn the answer to that question.


Chapter Two

For the next several months, I did exactly what I was told. The only conversations I had with my co-workers - who were, by now, far fewer in number and mostly female - involved work only. Coming to the maintenance area wasn't as enjoyable as it had been before, but at least I didn't have to suffer another session in Ms. Compton's office.

I did discover, over the course of the next several months, Ms. Compton's prediction was rapidly proving to be correct. At Compton Trucking, women had replaced nearly all of the male drivers. I don't know what happened to the men or where they went. I only know what I saw, which was predominantly female drivers - not that it caused any problems or increased my workload. It was just an observation.

But there were big changes outside of work as well. Perhaps one of the biggest happened about two years ago. Remember I said I liked to go Anderson's Bar after work, put down a few beers and watch sports? On a cloudy Monday, I went to Anderson's and found that it was closed. A sign on the door said it was closed for renovation and would open the following Monday.

Okay, I thought. The old bar probably could use some sprucing up. I went to the local market and bought a case of beer and a fifth of whiskey, then went home to watch a ball game on television. I felt tired anyway and didn't bother to check the news or social media. That was another of those mistakes.

The following Monday, I went to Anderson's, anxious to see the renovations. I was stopped by a sign that read: Due to the recent passage of House Bill 57, we no longer serve beer or hard liquor to men.

I read the sign twice and went inside to confront Jake, the usual bartender. But Jake wasn't behind the bar. He had apparently been replaced by a woman I didn't recognize. I glanced up at the television and saw that, instead of sports, there was some cooking show. I glanced around me and saw that the few men in the room sat at tables sipping wine.

I stormed up to the bar, practically frothing. The last male bastion in the area was now gone. "Excuse me," I said in a voice that was probably louder and harsher than I intended, "but what the hell is this crap?"

She gave me a hard look. "Did you read the sign on the door?"

I nodded. "Yes."

She huffed. "What part of it didn't you understand?"

I didn't understand any of it. What happened to the world I used to know? No liquor, no beer, no sports - this was just too much too fast. I scowled. "Look, I don't want to cause any trouble. I had a hard day at work and just want a beer like always and to watch a baseball game or something."

She shrugged. "Don't you read the news or at least pay attention to social media?"

Sure, I saw the rumors circulating on various social media platforms when I took the time. But I thought that's all they were, rumors. I looked at her. She appeared to be in her mid-thirties and was relatively attractive. For a moment, I thought maybe I could charm her, as I had been successful in the past. I tried to smile. "Okay," I said in my sweetest voice, "I can see this is an issue with you, and I don't want to get you into trouble. But I would certainly appreciate a beer and a shot. I promise I won't tell anyone. I'll just finish my drink quietly and go on home."

Once again, she huffed. "I can't do that," she said. "And I wouldn't do that even if I could."

"What? Why not?"

She glared at me and suddenly didn't seem so attractive. "I shouldn't have to explain anything to you," she said. "But I can see you're a man who hasn't quite accepted his place in the new order. What's your name?"

"Kyle."

"Well, Kyle, here it is. If you want to remain here, you have to prove yourself worthy."

I had never heard of such a thing. You have to pass some kind of worthiness test in order to drink at a neighborhood bar? I felt myself grow indignant. "Look, lady," I began, "this is all bullshit and you know it. Now-"

She cut me off. "First of all, Kyle, my name is not lady; it's Carmela - Ms. Carmela, to you. Second, we don't allow foul language in here. Now, I would order you to leave. However, you have already offended me and the patrons in here. That can't go unpunished. And, if you're thinking of finding another bar that will be more sympathetic or accommodating, I would advise you to forget it. The law is the law. As of today, it is now illegal for a man to own or operate a bar. And as for sports, football and men's basketball have been banned, as has boxing, wrestling, and auto racing. I suspect other sports will follow." She gave me a hard look followed by a small smile. "Kyle, you really need to pay more attention, and now it's going to cost you."

I glanced around me. The fifteen or so patrons all stared at me as though I was an intruder, a stranger in a strange land. Ms. Carmela was right, I should've paid more attention. Time for an element of contrition. "Look, Carmela, I'm sorry," I said, forgetting she told me to refer to her as Ms. Carmela. "I just want to go home. Okay?" I remembered I had a case of Coors and a fifth of whiskey stashed away. I pivoted toward the door but was immediately confronted by two strong-looking women.

"It's too late for that," Carmela said. "And I told you to call me Ms. Carmela." She nodded toward the two women. "You need to be punished for your attitude and for obviously not fully accepting your place. We can settle it right here right now, or I can alert the police and let them handle it. The law regarding unacceptable male behavior is quite clear. Your call."

I couldn't believe this was happening. All I wanted was a quiet drink after work, just like I had done practically every day for the past ten or so years. Now, I was being threatened with the police. I looked at Carmela, then shifted my gaze to the two women, one on each side of me. I determined I could make a break for it before they could catch me. But could I evade the police? I didn't think Carmela was bluffing. I gathered my breath. "Ms. Carmela, why are you doing this? I'm not causing any trouble. Please just let me leave quietly."

"I told you, it's too late for that," she said. "You men need to learn your place once and for all. Now, if you come over here and put your hands on the bar, we can settle your punishment immediately and you can sit at one of the tables. Or you can run away. You might make it out the door, but you won't escape the police. In case you haven't noticed this either, the majority of police officers are now women. You will be caught, prosecuted, and punished. You might even be banished. That's what happened to the last couple of guys who thought they could get away with spewing their vile crap. Which is it going to be?"

I can't adequately describe my state of mind at that moment. No beer; no sports; a haughty, self-important female bartender; a predominantly female police force rounding up the men who won't buy into the new system. I felt like I had fallen into a dystopian nightmare, the kind they make movies about. I glanced around me one last time and remembered the expression, go along to get along. Suddenly, I felt tired and completely disoriented. In what seemed like a flash, the world I had known had vanished like magic. Poof!

But I also knew I wanted to get along. I sensed it would be counterproductive to rebel. Besides, I was no Neo or John Conner fighting the system. I slumped. "What do you want me to do?" I asked meekly.

Ms. Carmela smiled. All the patrons smiled. The two women who flanked me smiled. "Come over here and put your hands on the bar," Ms. Carmela said. "Then, don't move. We'll take it from there. Okay? Understand?"

I finally understood that I was defeated. "Yes."

She huffed again. "Kyle, certainly you were taught better than that. Yes, what?"

I looked at her. She had the same expression on her face as Ms. Compton. I had a moment of clarity. This was the new order Ms. Compton had warned me about. "Yes, ma'am."

The smile returned to her face. "Let's get this over with."

In another moment of clarity, I understood her intent. This was reinforced when I watched her come out from behind the bar holding a large wooden spoon. So, it appeared that punishment in the new order would primarily be corporal. Once again, Ms. Compton had been right when she advised me to get used to it.

For a moment, I was tempted to turn tail and run, see how far I got before the police caught up with me. Or maybe the police wouldn't catch up with me. After all, no one in the establishment knew my last name or where I lived. And certainly, the police had better things to do than track down a man who, ignorant of the new law, had foolishly asked for a beer.

Then again, maybe the main purpose of the predominantly female police force was to round up men who thumbed their nose at the so-called new order. For an instant, I wondered what happened to these men. Ms. Carmela allowed that I could be banished. Banished to where? Did I want to take a risk and possibly find out?

No, I decided. As I said, I'm no rebel. I didn't think I would like the new order, whatever that was. But I accepted that there was no escaping it, and that was the fault of men like me who hadn't paid enough attention to the changes and so, did nothing to stop them - not that we could have anyway; but we didn't even try. Now, we were stuck.

Ms. Carmela, now out from behind the bar, clapped her hands to get my attention. "Earth to Kyle," she said. "Get over here now."

That brought me back to the present in a hurry. I looked around me. Two women now blocked the door, making escape impossible without a fight that I would very likely lose. I focused on the surface of the bar and moved one foot, then another, then another.

Ms. Carmela crooked her finger and beckoned me on. "Keep coming," she said. "Let's get this over with so we can all go back to our business."

A few seconds later, I reached the bar and placed my hands on the surface. What now, I wondered.

Ms. Carmela signaled for several of the women in the room to approach. "Take down his pants and underpants," she ordered. "Then, hold his hands and arms."

My feet - the same feet that had propelled me toward the bar - now turned away as though priming my body for an escape attempt. But with two women on either side of me and another behind me, I wasn't going anywhere.

"Kyle, stand still and take your punishment," Ms. Carmela said. "If you try anything or even lift your hands from the bar, I will double your punishment or even triple it. Believe me, boy, you don't want that. Are we clear?"

I believed her. I didn't want double or triple punishment. I didn't want any punishment at all; but that decision was clearly out of my hands. "Yes, ma'am."

She chuckled as she moved closer to my fully-exposed bottom. "Kyle, there's hope for you yet."

She wasted no time after that, launching an all-out assault on my bottom with the heavy, long-handled wooden spoon. I don't think she was counting strokes; I don't think she could, as fast as she was delivering these strokes, one right after the other after the other until one stroke simply melded into the next, igniting a bonfire in my backside that lit up nerve endings all the way to my brain and back.

Ms. Compton's strapping had been bad, but I think this might have been even worse. I tried my best to keep still, to hold my tongue, to stop myself from crying out. But as the pain escalated, my resolve eroded. I was a broken man.

"Ms. Carmela... please stop," I sputtered. Tears formed in my eyes and stained my cheeks.

She struck five more times. "Are you ready to accept your place?"

I wasn't quite sure what that meant, but I would have said anything, agreed to anything, to get her to stop spanking me. "Yes, ma'am. Whatever you say."

Ms. Carmela pulled her last stroke and set the spoon on the bar. She ran a finger over my scorched flesh. "Well, I guess you've had enough... for now." She turned to the five women who guarded me. "Thank you, ladies."

The women backed off and returned to their tables.

Ms. Carmela touched my cheek. "Much better," she said. "Who says it's not okay for a man to cry? Okay, Kyle, pull up your pants. You may sit at one of the tables. You are permitted a soft drink or one small glass of white wine. Next week, we hope to stock nonalcoholic beer. If you choose not to join us, you may leave. However…" She paused and watched me pull up my pants and underpants. "I must warn you that if you have beer or liquor at home, you need to turn it in to the police. It is now illegal for men to consume any alcoholic beverage except for small amounts of wine with dinner."

Shit! After this ordeal, I never needed a drink more in my life than at this moment. But how would they know I had one beer in the privacy of my small apartment? As I looked around me, somehow I just knew they - whoever they were - would know. Perhaps my neighbor, an older woman who lived alone, would hear me and turn me in. How did we ever get to this point? Of course, it mattered little now how we got to this point. We were there, and I would have to deal with it one way or another.

I turned away from the bar, feeling totally conflicted. Stay or go home? I once again scanned the room. Scattered about were nine women, including the five that guarded me, and three men. The men appeared to be the type that I wouldn't normally associate with, the type that would be comfortable sipping white wine and watching cooking shows, the type that would fully embrace the new order, maybe even celebrate it.

I was about to leave, maybe take my chances drinking a beer in the confines of my one-bedroom apartment. But then, one of the women flashed me a smile and beckoned to me.

"Kyle, we don't bite," she said. "Come sit with us."

How does one refuse an invitation like that? I nodded sheepishly and looked at her. She was probably my age or perhaps a little older, not unattractive, if you like assertive women. She wore a black skirt and a light blue top. Her dark hair was brushed back away from her face. I approached the table, pulled out a chair, and sat.

Ms. Carmela stood about three feet away and asked, "Kyle, what would you like to drink?"

I desperately wanted a beer. I saw that two of the women had beer in their glasses. The wonderful smell nearly caused me to faint. Two of the men and one of the women appeared to be drinking white wine. I never liked wine, and I didn't come into Anderson's to consume what I always thought were foo-foo drinks.

Still, apparently, our female-dominated administration and Congress made it illegal for us men to drink anything stronger than wine. Get used to it, Kyle. This is the new order. And when I considered all the damage drunken men have caused over the years, I thought I understood the intent of the law. All men everywhere were now untrustworthy. I looked up at Carmela and said, "Please give me a Diet Coke with lots of ice."

She smiled; the smile lit up her face. She was now attractive again. "Very good," she said. "We still have the best hamburgers in town. In fact, Jake is back there now cooking and washing dishes. Would you like a hamburger?"

I wondered what happened to Jake, if he got 'banished.' Yes, he got banished, but only to the kitchen. I also wondered how many times Ms. Carmela had to spank him before he accepted his diminished place in the new order. Jake had always struck me as a man's man. I couldn't believe he would go quietly. But then I remembered the tidbit of wisdom my mother gave me when she divorced my father after years of his abuse: "Never underestimate the power of a woman when she is resolved." I knew many men, including myself, who had not taken that wisdom seriously. Some of these men had disappeared, apparently banished to god-only-knows where.

As I dared to gaze at Ms. Carmela, I could see the resolve in her eyes. Never underestimate the power of a woman. I had already made that mistake, and it had cost me. I wasn't about to make the same mistake twice, at least not tonight. I smiled. "Thank you," I said. "I would like a hamburger. Jake knows how I want it fixed."

Ms. Carmela touched my cheek in a motherly fashion, causing me to blush. "You know, you're kind of cute when you're contrite," she said, then turned and walked away.

The woman who beckoned me to join them touched my arm. "Carmela's right, Kyle," she said. "You are kind of cute. Do you have a girlfriend?"

I wasn't sure I understood the purpose of the question. Was she coming on to me, testing me, or was she merely curious and just trying to make conversation? For an instant, I wondered if I was supposed to answer her with ma'am. "Not at the moment," I said.

The woman lost her smile for a few seconds, then laughed. Her blue eyes danced. "You took a bit of a chance there, didn't you?"

Oh lord, I thought; here it comes. But her smile reassured me. "Yes, I suppose I did. I'm sorry if I offended you."

Her smile widened and she touched the ends of my fingers. "It's all right, Kyle. We're not all bitches."

The other women at the table laughed.

I had no idea how to respond to that, so I kept my mouth shut.

"Where do you work, Kyle?" the woman asked. "My name is Kate, by the way."

Should I call her Ms. Kate? I decided not to use a name at all. "I work at Compton Trucking in the maintenance department."

Kate ran her slender fingers over my hand. "That explains why your hand is so rough," she said.

The woman sitting across from me looked up. "I know Krista Compton," she said. "My company has used Compton Trucking for years - very reliable. You guys in the maintenance department do a good job."

"Thank you," I said.

"How long have you worked there?" Kate asked.

I was pleased with the attention. At least, they weren't criticizing me for being a man or ordering me to bend over for another spanking. "Nearly thirteen years, ever since high school."

The third woman who had been sitting at the table looked up from her cell phone. "Do you enjoy working there or is it just a job?"

I glanced over at her. She had short, brown hair and rough features. Her brown eyes met mine. I had to will myself to stay upright in my chair. "I always wanted to work on trucks when I was growing up. Compton Trucking has been good to me over the years."

The woman smiled and went back to looking at her phone. A few seconds later, Ms. Carmela returned and set a plate containing a large hamburger in front of me. She looked around the table. "Does anyone want anything else? Another refill perhaps?"

The delightful aroma of the hamburger wafted up to me. Clearly, Jake hadn't lost his touch in the kitchen. I watched Ms. Carmela set a glass of Diet Coke next to the plate. I suddenly felt hungry and thirsty. I glanced around the table. "Thank you, Ms. Carmela," I said. "If anybody wants anything else, I would consider it a privilege to pay for it."

Apparently, that was the wrong thing to say. Two of the women and Ms. Carmela scowled. Fortunately, Kate intervened and touched my hand again. "Kyle, I'm going to assume your offer was made in the spirit of the moment and well-intentioned. But in the new order, men do not offer to buy food and drinks for women. Such behavior harkens back to the patriarchal society we have worked so hard to overturn. I would advise you not to make that mistake again."

I slumped in my chair as though the wind had been knocked out of me. I wasn't even sure I understood the word patriarchal. "I apologize if I offended anyone," I said. "Thank you for setting me straight."

Ms. Carmela huffed. "Well, I guess it was an honest mistake. We won't punish you for it... this time."

"Thank you," I said.

For several minutes, no one spoke. I continued to eat my hamburger while my companions sipped their drinks. I forgot about wanting a beer. Then, the woman with the phone looked up again and said, "Kyle, why aren't you married?"

I nearly dropped the last of my hamburger. "I beg your pardon?" I wasn't sure I heard her right.

"I said, why aren't you married?"

The other two women gazed at me expectantly.

I had no idea how to answer that question. I wasn't married because I didn't want to be married. I enjoyed the single life. Or at least I had until the changeover. "I... uh... don't know," I said. "I guess the right woman has never come along."

The woman's eyes narrowed. "And who would the right woman be?" she asked in a not-so-pleasant voice.

I looked around me. Everyone in the room was now staring at me, daring me to answer the dangerous question. I nearly froze. I know I'm not the smartest guy in the world, but I realized that almost any answer I gave would get me into trouble. I gathered my breath and willed myself to think, suddenly grateful I hadn't had any alcohol. "A... uh... woman who will guide me, show me the right way to live."

The woman released the breath she'd been holding and smiled. Everyone in the room smiled. Apparently, I said the right thing. "That was a surprisingly good answer, Kyle," she said.

Thank god.


Chapter Three

The woman glanced over at the woman next to her. "Kyle, I think we can get you fixed up," she said. "I've been doing some research - I'm Lieutenant Rawley, by the way, Crawford Police. Anyway, Sergeant Abernathy and I will go home with you this evening, see how you live, confiscate any alcohol you may be harboring. We'll test you a little bit. Then, we'll determine whether or not you'll make a good match."

A good match? Two members of the police department come home with me? I could feel myself begin to panic. Besides the beer and the whiskey, did I have anything else I didn't want the police to see? Could I refuse to let them into my apartment without a warrant? Once again, I tried to think fast. If I issued any kind of protest or acted in any way suspicious, they would probably find some reason to arrest me. I certainly didn't want that.

Sergeant Abernathy leaned forward. "What do you say to that, Kyle?"

What could I say? "Uh... I don't think you'll find anything... except for a case of beer and a fifth of whiskey... that I was planning to turn in tomorrow, now that I know it's illegal. But you're welcome to see my little apartment."

Both Sergeant Abernathy and Lieutenant Rawley pushed back their chairs. Rawley looked at her watch. "Well, no reason we can't leave now. Carmela, put Kyle's food on my tab, okay?"

"Sure," Ms. Carmela said from behind the bar.

I finished my Diet Coke and rose from my chair. "Thank you, Lieutenant Rawley." I turned toward Ms. Carmela. "And thank you, Ms. Carmela."

Ms. Carmela smiled. "We hope to see you back in here again, Kyle."

Rawley took my arm with a soft grip. "According to our file, you live in the Morgan Avenue Apartments. That's only two blocks from here. Did you walk or drive?"

How did they know where I live? I didn't give a last name. This was getting scary, to say the least. I remembered that Rawley had been studying her phone. So, the police have a file on me. but why? I was about to find out.

"I walked," I replied

"Thought so," Rawley said.

With Abernathy holding the door, Rawley practically guided me out the door. In near silence, we walked the two blocks to my apartment. When we reached it, I pulled out my key and did a half turn toward Rawley. "Just letting you know, I work a lot so my apartment isn't very clean or decorated."

The two police officers grinned, mostly at each other. "Open the door, Kyle," Rawley said.

I unlocked the door and pushed it open. I turned on the living room lamp. Abernathy and Rawley pushed me aside and entered. They both did a quick scan. My living room consisted of a long sofa, a recliner, a coffee table, and a credenza with a sixty-inch television on it. Off to one side is a galley kitchen and a small table with four chairs. Beyond that is a bathroom and my bedroom with an unmade queen bed.

Rawley chuckled. "Well, we've seen worse," she said. "Where is the alcohol you want to turn in?"

The bottle was on the kitchen counter; the case of beer resided behind the table. "Over there," I said, pointing.

"Okay. I'll get that later," Rawley said. "First, let's sit and discuss a few things."

She sank onto the sofa after displacing yesterday's newspaper. Abernathy sat beside her. Taking the hint, I sat on the edge of the recliner. I said nothing.

For a moment, both women just gazed at me. Then, Rawley leaned forward. "Kyle, we've had you on our radar for several months."

On their radar? So, I was under surveillance? What had I done to warrant that? I swallowed hard and still said nothing. What could I say? Just wait for it.

Rawley gave me a half smile. "I know all this is probably well beyond your ability to understand," she said in a conciliatory tone. "It has been for most men."

Had I just been insulted? I nodded as though I at least understood what she was telling me about not understanding.

Rawley gathered her breath. "Anyway, I believe you now know that women control all phases of government and public service, including law enforcement. In this new order, men have diminished rights and privileges. There is no place you can go in North America that is not under female control, with the possible exception of Alaska and the Yukon." She paused and stared into my eyes. "And any man who won't accept this is arrested and banished."

This piqued my curiosity. For several years, I had noticed fewer and fewer men. Where had they gone? "Where?" I managed to ask. A part of me really didn't want to know.

She glanced up at the ceiling. "Oh, lots of places," she said, "but mostly to work colonies in Alaska, Northern Canada, and Greenland. We also have an agreement with Russia. Some of the real hardcore men go to a mining colony in Siberia. We believe there is - or was - an active underground that might get men to some of the Middle East countries, where men still dominate. I don't know what kind of life these men have, but I can't imagine it being very pleasant."

So, the situation for men was worse than I had previously imagined - virtually no freedom whatsoever and no place on earth to escape to. I slumped in my recliner, realizing I was probably very fortunate to be where I was. "Why... why are you telling me this? What do you want?"

Rawley scowled. "I'm getting to that," she said. "Krista Compton says you're an excellent worker, that you learned your lesson after just one session. She also says that you're an essential part of her company. She needs your expertise to maintain her growing fleet. Apart from that, we all believe you could be a good match."

I had heard that before. "Pardon me. I mean no disrespect, but what do you mean by match?"

"Even in the new order, we need families," Rawley said. "There are still many women who want to have children the old-fashioned way and to live with a man who is under her control. We believe you have the potential to be such a man."

Suddenly, I felt like a male zoo animal about to be mated against my will. I wasn't sure I liked the sound of it.

Rawley must have noticed the ambivalent expression on my face. "Kyle, I will advise you that very soon you will have only two choices. You can either accept your match, if you qualify, or you can fix trucks in one of the work colonies. From what we've seen so far, we believe we would prefer to have you here. But ultimately, it will your decision to make."

So, there was still some free will left for men, but not much. I never liked the Midwestern winters; I was quite sure I wouldn't like the weather near the Arctic Circle. Exchange the single life I had lived for thirteen years for a life of virtual servitude to a female I didn't choose, or live with a bunch of men in a lousy climate under rough conditions. I could see where some men would prefer the rough life, but I wasn't one of them. I went camping a couple of times when I was a kid; I didn't like it. Call me a wimp or unmanly, but I like to sleep indoors on a soft mattress.

Rawley glanced at her watch and slid forward on the sofa. "The life isn't so bad, you know," she said. "I myself was matched. My husband, Scott, accepted his place pretty quickly. He used to be an accountant. Now, he works on the line at the recycling plant during the day and takes care of our daughter in the evening. I only have to discipline him maybe three or four times a month. But then, I work a lot and am pretty easy to get along with. Not all the women are like me."

I gazed at Lieutenant Rawley. She wasn't a bad-looking woman, but not one I would ever be attracted to. I tried to imagine being matched and married. But the only vision I could conjure was of some overbearing, unattractive bitch who enjoyed torturing men. I tried to shake off the vision, to replace it with a vision of shivering in some rustic work colony in Greenland. I didn't care much for either vision.

Rawley took a deep breath. "Okay. I know this is a lot for you to process," she said. "But here's what's going to happen. You can tell us right now that you don't want the life we're discussing. We'll arrest you for alcohol possession. You'll go before a judge and the matter will be out of our hands. You will definitely be punished, but how I can't say. Or…" She paused and glanced over at Abernathy.

"Or what?" I asked meekly.

"Or you tell us you will accept a match, if one is arranged."

"If I say I will accept a match, what happens then?"

Rawley smiled. "I leave and come back in two hours. Sergeant Abernathy stays. She is a member of the special operations team. Her job is to test prospective matches to see if they qualify for further testing."

Test? "I don't understand."

Rawley rose from the sofa. "Sergeant Abernathy will explain the testing," she said. "Right now, I need to know if she is staying or if we're arresting you. You need to tell me now."

My head hurt. My eyes shifted wildly around the room. A part of me was actually intrigued by the idea of being matched. The rest of me definitely didn't want to be arrested and face some kind of punishment that would be less than pleasant - next stop probably Greenland or the Yukon. I gathered my breath. "I... don't want to be arrested."

"I was hoping you would say that," Rawley said. She turned to Abernathy. "Denise, I will be back in two hours for your report, or contact me if you get done early. Kyle, we will confiscate the alcohol at that time and say you voluntarily turned it over to us." She moved toward the door and, without another word, opened it and disappeared outside, leaving me alone with Abernathy.

For at least an awkward minute after Rawley left, neither of us said anything. I continued to look over at Abernathy. She was younger and less rough-looking than Lieutenant Rawley - at least, she didn't look hardened by years of policing the streets.

When the silence became too deafening for me to handle, I swallowed hard. "Uh... Sergeant Abernathy, pardon me, but what happens now?"

She fixed me with her blue eyes and smiled. "Kyle, for the next two hours, I will test your obedience," she said. "You will do exactly what I tell you to do without question or comment. You are not permitted to speak except to answer questions. You will end all answers with ma'am. Are we clear so far?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She stood. "Is there anything in this apartment you don't want me to see?"

I thought for a few seconds. Apart from dust and clutter, I didn't have anything that would embarrass a woman to look at or get me into trouble with the police. "No, ma'am."

She nodded. "Stay where you are while I look around."

I leaned back in the recliner. "Yes, ma'am."

While I watched, Abernathy moved first into my small kitchen - nothing to see there as I rarely cooked. Then, she moved into the bathroom and my bedroom. She returned in less than five minutes.

She stood over me. "Kyle, do you have clean towels and sheets?"

"Yes, ma'am." I did occasionally do laundry and had extra linen my mother had given me several years ago.

She nodded. "Change the sheets on your bed; clean up your bathroom and change the towels. You have twenty minutes. Okay?"

I pushed myself up from the chair. Cleaning the bathroom and changing the sheets in twenty minutes was a tall order, but not undoable. "Yes, ma'am."

As I turned toward the short hall, she stopped me. "And Kyle, take your clothes off."

I froze where I was. "Wait a minute," I said. "You want me to-"

She put up a hand to stop me. "Are you hard of hearing? It wasn't in your file."

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

"Is English your second language?"

I came close to laughing at the absurdity of the question. "No, ma'am."

She huffed. "Then, is there some part of obey orders without question or comment you don't understand?"

I had another of those moments of clarity. This was part of the test, and I was failing. I lowered my eyes. "No, ma'am."

She scowled. She opened the large, black handbag she carried and extracted a flat-back, wooden hairbrush with a long handle. She gave me a hard look. "Time's wasting," she said. "Strip and bend over the arm of the sofa. Now!"

I didn't have to think about this order. Having already been spanked once this evening, I knew what was coming. I also understood that it would be counterproductive to protest or even beg her not to do what she obviously intended. I either submit to a hairbrush spanking or prepare for a life in the frozen tundra. It took me less than five seconds to opt for the spanking. "Yes, ma'am."

I quickly stripped out of my work pants and shirt.

She scanned me. "Everything, including underwear."

Why not? She had already seen my bare backside in the bar. If she wanted to see the rest of me, so be it. I wasn't particularly ashamed of my body, as I kept in pretty good shape. I removed my briefs and undershirt. I stood before her completely naked.

She clutched the hairbrush tightly in her right hand. "Over the arm of the sofa. Don't try to get up until I give you permission. This won't take long, as we have a lot to do and little time to do it in."

As I dutifully bent over the arm of the sofa, I wondered what other things she had in mind. One thing for certain, I realized, I had no real control over whatever she intended.

She approached my left side, retracted her right arm, and launched it forward with a flourish. The flat back of the brush impacted my right cheek with a resounding thud, inflicting a pain that was different from the pain produced by the wooden spoon and Ms. Compton's strap.

Abernathy hesitated and ran a finger over the mark she had produced. Then, a second or two later, she began an all-out assault, landing stroke after stroke after stroke. She spanked even faster than Ms. Carmela had. Who had taught these women how to inflict pain? The prospect of a world filled with such women was scary, to say the least.

As the pain escalated, I bit down on my tongue to keep from begging her to stop. I dug my fingers into the soft cloth of the sofa. I raised one foot then the other in a sort of dance. Tears formed in my eyes. My backside was still a little sore from the earlier spanking, making this one that much worse.

Abernathy spanked continuously for perhaps another minute, then stopped and set the hairbrush on the sofa. She patted my scorched flesh. "Okay, Kyle. Get to work. Because of this delay, you now have fifteen minutes to get your work done. If you're not done in fifteen minutes, I will spank you again. If the work is not done to my satisfaction, I will spank you again. Understand?"

As the pain from the spanking raced up and down my spine, suddenly, the frozen tundra looked good. I pushed myself up from the sofa. There was no time to massage away the sting. I quickly glanced at Abernathy and replied, "Yes, ma'am."


Chapter Four

I rushed past Abernathy and toward the hall. I decided to tackle the bathroom first. It was small and didn't require that much work, as, unlike many men, I wasn't a total slob. I finished cleaning it in less than nine minutes, leaving me with six minutes to change the bed.

I retrieved clean sheets from my tiny linen closet and scurried into my bedroom. I stripped off the old sheets in less than a minute and dumped them in my laundry hamper. I got the bottom sheet on in record time, followed by the top sheet. I struggled a bit with the pillowcases. However, with Abernathy watching me from the doorway, I managed to get the bed made just as time expired.

She flashed me a smile. "Very good," she said. "Now we can move on to the next phase of the testing."

While I stood off to one side awaiting orders, Sergeant Abernathy removed her jeans and cotton panties, and lay down on the bed. She spread her legs, giving me a good view of her trimmed labia. She glanced over at me. "Okay, Kyle, the next phase of the testing involves seeing what kind of sex partner you are. As Lieutenant Rawley explained, in spite of the changeover, many women are still physically attracted to men and want to have children the old-fashioned way. But in order to be a good match, the man in question has to be competent and follow orders. Can you do that?"

I looked at her. She had a nice body and was looking more attractive by the minute. It had been a while since I'd been with a woman, and my first instinct was to climb onto the bed and mount her. I rejected that immediately. She was testing my ability as a lover. I didn't want to fail the test by appearing too eager. Let her tell me what she wants me to do. "Yes, ma'am."

"Good. Can you perform cunnilingus, oral sex?"

In my experience, there wasn't much I hadn't done. "Yes, ma'am."

"Okay, then. Get on the bed between my legs and show me. It will definitely work in your favor if you bring me off." She raised her head as I approached on my knees. "And, Kyle, I warn you in the strongest terms possible not to try anything else. Understand?"

Yes, I understood. Obey orders or else. I just wasn't sure I could get my penis to understand. "Yes, ma'am."

When my head got to within an inch or two of her labia, I extended my tongue. I licked first her labia, then the inside of her vagina, then her clitoris. She moaned and clamped her legs around my head, effectively locking me into place. I continued to swirl my tongue all around her pubic area while her body became more and more animated.

Finally, after maybe seven or eight minutes, her entire body stiffened. She emitted a low growl followed by a shriek, leaving no doubt she had just experienced a climax. Slowly, her legs relaxed their grip on my head. She raised her right leg and pushed me onto my back.

She gathered her breath. "That was a definite pass," she said. "But we're not finished."

I was hoping she would say that, as I needed relief and soon.

She managed to sit up. "Lie on your back and don't move."

Okay, I thought. At this point, I was ready for anything. My entire body from my toes to my eyebrows had tensed. I rolled onto my back and noticed that my penis stuck straight up.

Abernathy crawled over to me and put a condom onto my penis. "Like I said, don't move until I give you permission. And, Kyle, if you come before I do, you fail. Understand?"

I swallowed hard. I would have to muster all the willpower I had just to keep from moving. "Yes, ma'am."

Without another word, she straddled me and impaled herself on my penis. The sensation was exquisite, and it was all I could do to keep myself from moving. As she rocked back and forth and slid up and down, I tried to think of anything but what was happening. I didn't want to fail this test.

After what seemed like an eternity, she shrieked. Her movements became more desperate and deliberate. I opened my eyes and saw that her entire body was flushed. I knew she had had an earthquake of an orgasm.

"Your turn," she said in a breathless voice.

She resumed her movements, urging me on. I came in less than a minute, flooding the condom with copious amounts of semen. I looked up at her and realized, this had to be better than hanging out with a bunch of burned-out men in the Yukon.

My penis softened and slipped out of her. She dismounted and rolled off the bed. When she was standing next to the bed, she retrieved her panties and put them on. She glanced over at me and smiled. "So far, so good," she said. "Take off the condom, tie off the end, and give it to me. Then, go back into the living room and get dressed." She turned toward the door and walked out, carrying her jeans with her.

I slumped on the bed, totally confused. Denise Abernathy turned out to be probably the best sex partner I had ever had. And yet, when I watched her leave my bedroom, I realized this was just a job to her and meant nothing more than that. For a moment, I wondered how many men she had tested in her occupation.

I closed my eyes and nearly fell asleep. Then I remembered her orders: she wanted the used condom and for me to get dressed and join her in the living room. I carefully pulled the semen-filled condom off my flaccid penis and tied off the end, as instructed. I had no idea why she wanted it but knew better than to ask questions. As far as I knew, I was still under orders not to speak without permission.

I slid out of bed, nearly losing my balance when my feet hit the floor. I moved into the living room and saw Abernathy apparently working with her smart phone. Next to her was a quart-size storage bag.

She glanced up from her phone when she saw me. "Put the condom in the bag and get dressed."

I put the used condom in the bag and quickly dressed while she went back to work on her phone.

When I finished dressing, she set her phone down. "In case you're wondering, I will take the condom to our lab. They'll test the semen for sperm count." She rose from the sofa. "I reported that you passed the testing. I also contacted Lieutenant Rawley. She'll be here in about ten minutes. In the meantime, I'm going to drink one of your beers."

No doubt my eyes widened.

She chuckled. "Don't worry. You won't get into trouble. It's almost a pity you can't have one."

A pity indeed, I thought. I believed I certainly earned a beer. In this new order, I would have to resign myself to never drinking beer again. I wondered if the men in the work colonies got beer.

She opened the case and got herself a can of Coors. She popped the top and took a long swallow. "Not bad for not being cold," she said. She looked at me with a wry little smile on her face. "Sit down, Kyle, and relax."

I slumped onto the edge of the recliner.

Abernathy returned to the sofa with her beer. "I know you're probably wondering what happens now. Right?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She took a deep breath. "Someone from the central matching service will contact you - probably in a couple of days. You will report to their clinic for final testing. Assuming you pass their tests, they will arrange a match for you. My guess is that you will be married within a month or two."

The rest of my life entirely arranged and out of my control. Still, I had questions. "Uh... ma'am... can I ask a question please?"

She smiled. "You know, if I had any interest in being matched, I might put in for you myself. You won't last long on the market. Yes, you may ask a question."

I guessed that was a compliment and I should feel flattered. But at that moment, I mostly felt confused and deflated. "Thank you," I said. "If I get matched, what happens to my apartment and my stuff?"

She leaned forward slightly. "A service will take care of your apartment," she said. "As for living arrangements, suitable housing will be provided depending on the status of the woman you're matched with. You can probably bring some of your stuff with you, but you won't need much. Your wife and your job will determine what kind of clothes you'll need. Any other questions? You have permission until the lieutenant gets here."

I had about a thousand questions but knew I didn't have time to ask them all. "Thank you," I said. "I should probably know this already, but what happened to all the couples who were already married?"

Abernathy took another short swallow. "Well, of course, the laws have been phased in over the years. All the married men who were willing to adapt to the new order or were over sixty were grandfathered in... with their wife's permission. So far, that system seems to be working pretty well. It's mostly been the younger men who have caused problems. And that has led to a shortage of potential matches, as these men have either been banished or drafted into the military and sent to hot spots in other parts of the world." She paused and took another swallow. "The system is evolving, Kyle. Everyone is still learning what works and what doesn't."

Although I still struggled with the concept of female domination, the system, as conceived, began to make sense to me: If you're a young man, do your job, keep your mouth shut and your nose clean, and you will survive in the new order. It was that simple.

"Uh, ma'am, may I make a comment and ask another question?"

"Of course."

"Ma'am, I mean no disrespect, but you seem so good at your job-"

She laughed, effectively cutting me off. "Thank you, Kyle," she said. "The truth is, I didn't always work for the police force. In the early days of the changeover, I had a slightly different occupation, one that received frequent notice from the vice squad."

I didn't need for her to clarify that. I admit I had utilized the services of a call girl more than once, but none as good as Denise Abernathy - and I didn't have to pay for this one. "Are all the women as good as you?" I blurted out. I slumped back in the chair to await the fallout.

But Abernathy seemed to take my comment in the spirit in which it was asked. "I can't answer that question, Kyle. We don't compare notes, and the training for the job is minimal. My best guess is that you accept the match you're given. From what I'm told, women are very scarce in the work colonies."

I wondered about that too. So, what did the men do in the work colonies? I didn't want to know and didn't want to find out. I was about to ask another question when we both heard a knock at the door. I glanced over at Abernathy.

She nodded. "Go ahead and open it," she said. "It's the lieutenant."

I pushed myself up from the chair. "Yes, ma'am." I opened the door.

Lieutenant Rawley stood under the outside light and flashed a smile. "Well, Kyle, I'm told you passed," she said.

I stepped back to let her enter and closed the door behind her. "Yes, ma'am."

Rawley looked over at Abernathy. "So, Denise, testing is completed?"

Abernathy rose from the sofa. "Yes."

"Splendid," Rawley said. She turned toward me. "Congratulations, Kyle. I think you will be a welcome addition to the new order. I know several women who will be interested in you, should you qualify."

"Thank you, ma'am."

"Denise, are you ready to leave?"

"Yes," Abernathy said. She walked over to me and kissed me on the cheek. "Good luck, Kyle. I hope you get a good match."

Wow, I thought. I never expected even this much emotion. "Thank you, ma'am."

"Okay," Rawley said. "Let's get the beer and the booze and leave Kyle alone. I'm sure he could use the rest. He's got a lot to think about."

Abernathy nodded and picked up the case of Coors. Rawley found the bottle of whiskey. Together, they made for the door and walked out without saying another word.

Once they were gone, I practically fell onto the sofa. Without doubt, this had been the strangest and most confusing day of my life. As I sat on the sofa, allowing my eyes to dart around the small room, I wondered if this wasn't a dream or a nightmare or some kind of hallucination. Maybe I would wake up and all this would be gone and my life would be back to normal.

I pinched myself on the arm. I didn't wake up. I felt my sore backside and winced slightly. Yes, I really got spanked twice in the span of a few hours. This was no dream, no nightmare. My life was about to change; my life had already changed.

I pushed myself up from the sofa, went into the bathroom, stripped out of my pants and underwear, and glimpsed my bottom. I had a few purplish bruises. Better get used to it. I brushed my teeth and went to bed. I was asleep in less than a minute.


Chapter Five

The next morning, I awoke sore and a bit dazed. I ate a light breakfast, like always, and went to work, like always. But I felt different. My encounter with Rawley and Abernathy had changed me in a way I couldn't describe or even understand.

While at work, I kept to myself - which, in itself, was not unusual, as by now, all my co-workers were women. I half expected to get called to Ms. Compton's office, but the call never came.

I left the shop at six o'clock, changed out of my work clothes, and decided to go to Anderson's. In truth, I don't know why, except that it was part of my normal routine and so far, my life had been normal. Maybe I wanted to see if Anderson's had changed. Maybe I wanted to see if Rawley and Abernathy were there and just maybe Abernathy wanted to do more testing.

When I got to Anderson's, I noticed that the sign on the door was gone. I guess Ms. Carmela now assumed that men knew about the law and didn't need the reminder. I opened the door and slowly entered. Ms. Carmela stood behind the bar and flashed me a smile. "Kyle, welcome," she said.

I scanned the room. There were perhaps eight or nine patrons sitting at the tables - no Rawley or Abernathy, however. I did recognize four or five from yesterday. Like Ms. Carmela, they flashed me a smile.

The woman I remembered as Kate from yesterday waved me over to her table. "Kyle, good to see you," she said.

Two other women sat with her and gave me a welcoming smile. As I approached the table, I noticed all three women had half-empty glasses of beer in front of them.

"Sit down, Kyle," Kate said when I got to within a few feet of the table.

I pulled out a chair. "Thank you," I said and sat.

Ms. Carmela came out from behind the bar. "Kyle, do you want your usual?"

My usual? I remembered that yesterday - which seemed almost like another lifetime - I had a hamburger and a Diet Coke. For an instant, I couldn't believe the change in everyone. What had happened since yesterday? Then, it hit me: I had passed the test and was being accepted into the new order. I looked at Ms. Carmela. "Yes, please, ma'am."

"Coming right up," Ms. Carmela said. She pivoted back to the bar.

Kate turned to me. "Well, Kyle. How was work today?"

I wondered if she really wanted to know or was just making polite conversation. I realized at that moment that I knew next to nothing about her. Perhaps she was testing me. One thing I had come to realize in this new order is that a man needs to be careful. It wasn't difficult to imagine saying the wrong thing and ending up bent over for a spanking or even arrested for being a subversive.

I read once that a female dominant could be much harsher and crueler than her male counterpart. I had very little experience with this type of lifestyle. However, from what I had seen of the women, I could believe it. I glanced around the table. All three women looked at me expectantly. Still, when you work on trucks all day, how do you answer the question?

"It was a good day today," I said after a moment or two.

"Good to hear it," Kate said. "By the way, I want to introduce you to Jocelyn and Meredith."

I made brief eye contact with both women. They appeared to be in their early thirties with smooth faces and short hair. They were both dressed in a professional manner, as was Kate. If I had to guess, I would say they were either teachers or managers of some kind. "Very pleased to meet you," I said in my gentlest voice. For all I knew, they could be undercover police.

Kate chuckled. "It's okay, Kyle," she said. "We're not spying on you. You can loosen up."

I didn't feel reassured. Besides, I had no idea what I could possibly contribute to the conversation. Better to listen and respond sparingly. I tried to smile. "Thank you," I said.

The woman named Jocelyn reached across the table and tickled the ends of my fingers. "You're right, Kate. He is a gem."

Kate nodded. "And from what I'm told, Kyle will soon be on the market. Right, Kyle?"

My body twitched involuntarily. "I... I'm not sure what you mean."

"Lieutenant Rawley said you passed the first testing," Kate said.

Both Jocelyn and Meredith smiled. "Oh, that's great," Meredith said. "So, when will you be available for matching?"

Suddenly, I felt as though I was being interviewed or appraised. I wasn't sure which. "I... uh... don't know."

At that moment, Ms. Carmela approached with a hamburger and a glass of Diet Coke. She set these in front of me. "Enjoy," she said.

"Thank you, ma'am," I said as I watched the steam from the hamburger spiral up toward the ceiling. The aroma almost made me dizzy.

While I ate, the three women at the table sipped their beer and munched celery and carrot sticks. Occasionally, they would talk among themselves but always with one eye on me.

I finished eating and drank half of my soft drink. I eased back slightly in my chair. Meredith leaned toward me and took my rough hand in hers. "So, Kyle, you're not yet spoken for?"

That was another of those dangerous questions I wasn't sure how to answer. I shifted my eyes to the tabletop. "No, ma'am. I don't believe so."

Meredith smiled and tightened her grip on my hand. Her brown eyes darted around the room. "Do any of you mind if I take him home with me for the night?"

Jocelyn huffed. "Wait a minute, Mer. I saw him too."

Of course, no one asked me my opinion, not that it would have made any difference what I thought. Even in the old order, I would have very willingly gone home with either of them.

Meredith scowled. "Jocelyn, you got the last one," she said. "It's my turn."

They both looked at me as though I was the last man on Earth - and maybe I was one of the last available men. I certainly hadn't seen too many men lately.

"What do you say, Kate?" Jocelyn said. "Or do you want in this too?"

Kate shook her head. "You ladies know I've got a husband at home," she said. She smiled in my direction. "Although I have to admit, Mike isn't in the same category as Kyle. Still, Mike's adequate enough. Perhaps you too can share for tonight."

Jocelyn and Meredith looked at me, then at each other. "I guess we could do that," Jocelyn said. "What about it, Mer?"

Meredith turned toward me. "What about it, Kyle? Can you take care of both of us?"

A three-way? In all my experience, I had never been involved in a three-way. I dared a glance at the two women. Both were attractive in their own way. My penis answered the question for me. "Yes, ma'am. I think I can take care of both of you. It would be my privilege."

They both laughed at that. "Yes, it would be," Jocelyn said. "We don't go with just any man." She touched Meredith's hand. "What about it, Mer? Your place or mine?"

Meredith shook her head. "Well, not your place. Too small and dirty."

"It is not dirty," Jocelyn said. "It's certainly better than your place."

Ms. Carmela came out from behind the bar. "Stop bickering, you too," she said. "You can use the empty apartment upstairs. There are clean sheets on the bed. I think there's some condoms up there too. Get Kyle to clean the bedroom up after you're done."

"That'll work," Meredith said.

Jocelyn took my hand again. "Kyle, you better be right about taking care of both of us."

Meredith nodded. "And if you're not, we'll take turns spanking you and bring ourselves off."

"Good idea, Mer," Jocelyn said. "I almost hope he can't take care of us."

"Almost," Meredith said, pushing back her chair.

Jocelyn also pushed back her chair. "Kyle, are you ready to go?"

I hadn't realized I had any kind of choice. I rose from the table. "Yes, ma'am." I started to fetch my wallet from my back pocket.

All three women and Ms. Carmela stopped me. "Kyle, your money's no good here," Ms. Carmela declared.

"She's right," Kate said. "I'll take care of it."

I had the unsettling feeling I had just been bought for the price of a hamburger. For an instant, I thought about all the women whose food and drinks I had paid for over the years. I wondered if they felt the same way about it that I now did. I also remembered the reaction I had provoked when I had inadvertently offered to pay for everyone's drinks yesterday. Welcome to the new order. I looked at Kate. "Thank you." It was the only safe thing to say.

Meredith took one hand; Jocelyn took the other. "Come on, Kyle. Let's go upstairs."

With Ms. Carmela pointing to a door in the rear of the room, my two companions led me to a staircase. "Third floor," Ms. Carmela said.

Both my companions nodded and urged me up the stairs to the third floor. When we reached it, Jocelyn opened the door. Together, we entered a small, modestly-furnished one-bedroom apartment. I seemed to recall that Jake told me once he lived on the third floor above the bar. It was obvious that he had been evicted. Where did he live now?

Both Jocelyn and Meredith explored the apartment. "Well, this seems adequate," Meredith said.

They both looked at me as I stood in the middle of the living room. "Kyle, take your clothes off. We want to see what we're getting," Jocelyn said.

I thought about protesting, but what would be the point? "Yes, ma'am," I said and proceeded to strip out of my clothes. I blushed slightly as I stood naked in front of the two women. I felt like a prize bull. Better get used to it, Ms. Compton had said.

They took turns walking around me. "Not bad," Meredith said. "Certainly better than the last guy I took to bed."

"Who was that?" Jocelyn asked.

Meredith shrugged. "I don't remember his name, just that he was a poor excuse for a man."

Jocelyn smiled. "The problem with you is you're too picky. That's why you'll never get a match."

Meredith nodded. "You may be right, Jocelyn. But I have a right to be picky, if I want to be."

"How many matches have you rejected?" Jocelyn asked.

Meredith seemed to think for a moment. "Four," she said. "But the last one doesn't count. He disappeared after one night together. I guess you could say he rejected me. Last I heard, he enlisted in the army, probably got shipped out to the Middle East."

"Definitely his loss," Jocelyn said. "What about the other three?"

"Wimps, sorry excuses for men," Meredith said. "One…Ross, I think his name was - begged me not spank him, said he couldn't take punishment. The other two - well, they just weren't worthy." She paused and touched my cheek. "Kyle, you, on the other hand, seem almost too perfect."

Once again, I had no idea how to respond to that. That Meredith seemed very picky when it came to men didn't surprise me or put me off. She was an attractive woman. "Thank you," I said. "No one has ever said that to me before."

Meredith huffed. "I said almost." She paused again, then took a step back. "Kyle, you know what really turns me on?"

Another in a long line of dangerous questions. "No, ma'am."

"I like a man who still has a little fire in his belly, a man who needs to be tamed, who needs to be reminded of his place in the new order. What do you think of that?" She looked into my eyes and winked.

I'm slow but not totally stupid. I caught the wink and got the underlying sense of what she was saying. In short, she wanted me to resist a little, to show some masculine petulance, to give her an excuse to spank me. Would I go along with it, play the part? Of course, I didn't want to be spanked. But I did want to have sex with these two attractive women, and the more turned on they got, the better it would be for me. I learned that lesson even before the changeover. A spanking would be a small price to pay for the pleasure of having these two women.

I manufactured a scowl. "I think we're wasting valuable time," I said in a matter-of-fact voice. "I think you girls need to go into the bedroom, take of your clothes, and let me show you what I can do."

For an instant, the eyes of both women widened. Then, Meredith's face broke into a large smile. She nudged Jocelyn. "The boy is good," she said. "Okay, Kyle. No doubt, you know that will cost you. Bend over the arm of the sofa." She turned to Jocelyn. "Jocelyn, did you see anything we can spank him with?"

Jocelyn nodded. "Yeah. There's a nice school paddle in the bedroom - looks well-used."

"Get it," Meredith said.

I knew what was coming; after all, I had deliberately brought it on myself. Dutifully, I bent my upper body over the arm of the sofa, wondering if Jake had done the same. Probably. Why else would there be a paddle in the bedroom?

Meredith touched my backside. "Looks like you've been spanked before - and by a pro," she said. "Well, no worries. This won't take long. I'm already pretty turned on and ready for some action."

Somehow, I didn't find that declaration all that reassuring, especially when I saw Jocelyn approach carrying a wooden school paddle. This implement looked a lot worse than the hairbrush or the wooden spoon.

"Who goes first?" Jocelyn asked.

"Well, you've got the paddle," Meredith said. "Go ahead. But don't break him." She patted my bare backside. "Kyle, I hope you're not a wimp."

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Meredith reach under the black skirt she wore and remove her white, silk panties. She set the panties next to me on the sofa arm and thrust her right hand under her skirt. I could only imagine what that hand was doing. Probably the same thing I wanted to be doing.

Jocelyn, paddle in hand, approached my left side. "Don't break him," she muttered. "Kyle, don't attempt to get up and don't say a word. Okay?"

I lifted my head slightly. "Yes, ma'am. I'll do my best." Like my two companions, I didn't want to prolong the paddling any more than was necessary.

Jocelyn retracted the paddle and launched it forward, impacting my left cheek with a resounding thud. The pain spread through my backside like the ripples in a pond after someone threw a rock in it. I grimaced. My fear was confirmed. The paddle was worse than the spoon and the hairbrush.

Jocelyn wound up and struck again, this stroke landing on my right cheek. She followed this up with two more strokes directly across the center of my two cheeks. Waves of pain raced up and down my spinal cord. I closed my eyes and clawed the sofa seat.

Jocelyn struck four more times, then stopped. I guess she understood her role was to soften me up so Meredith could be the one to break me. "Okay, Mer," she said. "He's all yours."

I opened my eyes and watched Meredith remove her hand from under her skirt and grip the paddle. Her face was flushed. Beads of sweat dotted her forehead. She bent down toward my head. "Well, Kyle. I must say I'm impressed so far. The last guy I spanked begged me to stop after five strokes of my hairbrush. Let's see which of us will break first. It might very well be me because I'm very turned on and on the brink of coming."

She ran a finger over my wounded flesh. "Pretty impressive, Jocelyn," she said.

Jocelyn nodded. "This paddle does good work. I'll have to get one for myself. Sure beats the hairbrush."

Meredith gripped the paddle firmly in her right hand, retracted it, and snapped it forward, striking the crease between my left cheek and my left upper thigh. I had to bite down on my tongue to keep from crying out in pain.

A second later, she struck again, concentrating on the right cheek. Pain washed over me and, in spite of my best efforts, I emitted a low groan. She struck five more times in rapid succession. The pain very nearly overwhelmed me. Tears formed in my eyes. My feet did a small dance. But I held my ground and my tongue, determined not to break before she did.

She struck three more times, then suddenly cast the paddle to the floor. She laughed. "Well, Kyle. Today is your lucky day. I'm both impressed and more turned on than I've ever been before. I need you to take care of me... now!"

"Wait a minute, Mer," Jocelyn said. "What about me? I'm pretty turned on myself."

"I've got an idea," Meredith said. "Kyle, Give us a minute, then follow us into the bedroom and be ready to perform."

She took Jocelyn by the arm and urged her into the bedroom.


Chapter Six

What happened after that is very nearly the stuff that legends are made of. I pushed myself up from the sofa and watched Jocelyn and Meredith stroll into the darkened bedroom. I remained where I was and cupped my wounded bottom in both hands in a vain attempt to tamp down the sting. My penis, I noted, seemed to have a mind of its own and pointed to the bedroom door.

While I stood frozen, attempting to decide whether or not to go in, Meredith's voice rang out. "Kyle, get your ass in here."

That settled the issue. I gathered myself and moved through the doorway. I stopped when I saw something I had never seen before, something so glorious I could only marvel at it. Both Meredith and Jocelyn had removed their clothes. They lay side by side on the edge of the bed. They had both spread their legs so that their gaping labia were clearly visible.

My eyes bulged; my tongue protruded. It was all I could do to keep from jumping on the bed and attacking both of them, although I'm not sure which one I would have taken first.

Meredith raised herself up on her elbows. "Well, Kyle, what do you think?"

How does any man answer that question? I thought I'd died and gone to heaven. I forgot completely about the paddling I had received not more than five minutes before. I took a deep breath and swallowed the saliva that had accumulated in my mouth. "What do you want me to do?" I knew what I wanted to do.

Meredith smiled. "Good boy," she said. She nudged Jocelyn. "Joc, I want Kyle to do you first."

"Okay, but why? I thought you couldn't wait."

"I've already come once," Meredith said. "I want Kyle to come inside me."

I remained where I was, nearly dumbfounded and overcome by lust.

After a few seconds, Jocely nodded and looked at me. "Alright." She shifted her position so that her bottom hung on the edge of the bed. "Kyle, get over here and bring me off with your tongue."

"Yes, ma'am," I said. My penis would have to wait, but I had a feeling that the wait would be more than worth it.

I got on my knees and crawled over to Jocelyn. When I reached her, I parted her legs, extended my tongue, and began a slow massage of her labia and clitoris. She moaned and groaned and had a powerful climax in less than five minutes. I guess she really was turned on.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Meredith fingering her own labia and clitoris, getting ready for me, I assumed.

I thought Jocelyn would push me back, but she surprised me. Once she got her breathing under control, she glanced down at me. "Do that again... more slowly."

I did as ordered. I swirled slowly and deliberately, taking my time and savoring the taste and feel of her vagina and beyond. Jocelyn took longer, but eventually she came in a gush of orgasmic fury, unlike any I had ever seen before.

When she had finally regained her breath, she raised a leg and pushed me back. "That was... rather unique," she managed to say. She slid her naked body off the bed and assumed a standing position. She looked at Meredith. "He's all yours, Mer. I've had enough."

Meredith nodded and removed her hand from her crotch. Much to my surprise, she lay down on the bed on her back. "Okay, Kyle. Get up here and fuck me," she said in a breathless voice. "Fuck me like it means something to you. Fuck me like a real man would do. No holding back. Understand?"

Did I understand? I was practically over the moon. I never thought I would hear a woman say that to me, especially now. "Yes, ma'am."

I climbed onto the bed. Meredith spread her legs and bent her knees to give me better access. I lowered myself onto her and inserted myself easily - I couldn't recall a woman being this lubricated. She was definitely beyond turned on.

Now, I'm not one of those men who believes he can satisfy a woman through intercourse. I have had my share of experience and have learned a bit about female anatomy. However, I was about to meet the exception to the rule. With Meredith urging me on, I thrust for all I was worth and came inside her in less than five minutes. From her breathing and her animated reaction, I would say that she also came.

When I drooped and slipped out of her, she pushed me off and onto my side. She propped herself up on her elbows while I struggled to catch my breath. I did notice that Jocelyn stood off to the side apparently watching.

Jocelyn took a step toward us, shaking her head. "Meredith, what were you thinking? He didn't have a condom on."

Meredith smiled and stroked my cheek. "Yes, I know. I didn't want him to use a condom."

Jocelyn's eyes widened. "For god's sake, why?"

Meredith sat up against the headboard. "I want to have a baby," she said. "I can't find a suitable match, and I don't want IVF and get an implant. Kyle may be the best I can hope for."

Had I just been complimented or insulted? For an instant, I wondered what kind of world we were living in. If Meredith wanted me, why couldn't she simply take me? It appeared that the women in this new order didn't have much more freedom than the men. None of this made any sense, but maybe it wasn't supposed to.

Jocelyn stood in front of the bed, sweat glistening on her naked body. She shook her head. "But, Mer, if you do have a kid, who will take care of it if you don't have a husband?"

Meredith huffed. "I'll get a nanny," she said. "Benton-Zwicky can arrange it. They certainly have for others."

"Why didn't you want to be on top? Jocelyn asked.

Meredith laughed and tickled my cheek with her long fingers. "I read that the missionary position is best for getting pregnant," she said. "Besides, if all I wanted was to impale myself on some guy's dick, I would get a sex doll. Sometimes, it feels good to be appreciated for being a woman."

"I guess so," Jocelyn said. She turned toward the door, giving me a nice view of her bottom. "I'm going to see if there's anything to drink in the kitchen." She left the room.

Meredith turned toward me. "Kyle, I think you're going to make some lucky woman a good match."

"Thank you," I said. Then, I thought I would take a chance. "But, ma'am, with all due respect, why not you?" I slumped on the bed, hoping she wasn't offended.

She flashed me an uneasy smile. "It isn't that simple," she said. "Jocelyn and I and Kate have important jobs as software engineers for an international company involved in digital security and AI. We need to make the right kind of match. Plus, as Jocelyn pointed out, I am very picky. I lost my place in line, and the number of available men is dwindling."

I looked at her and came as close to falling in love as I ever had before. I would have gladly done anything she asked me to. "I... don't understand."

She reached over and kissed my cheek. "You're a true gem, Kyle," she said. "But you're also naïve as to how the world works in this new age." She looked into my eyes; the smile left her face. "I don't mean to demean you, but in my position, I can't just run off with a man who fixes trucks. I am expected to accept a match with a man who knows his place but is also at my level. We're expected to produce high-functioning children who will thrive in the future."

She paused and sighed. "The problem is that I'm just not attracted to that kind of man. I have found these men, although intelligent, have no manly qualities at all. They're all wimps without a shred of real masculinity." She glanced at me again. "Look, I'm a dominant woman. I enjoy seeing a man on his knees in front of me, ordering him to serve me and spanking him when he doesn't do what I want him to do. But sometimes I want a man to act like a man. I'd like to believe I can protect myself; but I'd also like to believe my husband could protect me and his family if that ever became necessary. Does that make sense to you?"

Actually, it made perfect sense. I dared to touch her side. "I could be that man."

She smiled down at me. "I'm sure you could," she said. "But not for me, unfortunately."

Just then, Jocelyn appeared in the doorway. She was still naked. "Hey, you two. I found a bottle of wine in the refrigerator."

Meredith slid off the bed and glanced back at me. "Come on, Kyle. The law says you can have a glass of wine. You earned it."

I took a deep breath and watched her join Jocelyn. I had a quick vision of living with the two of them and serving them in whatever capacity they desired. They were two beautiful and accomplished women, the kind most men, including me, would have considered it a privilege to be with. I also wondered if I had somehow succeeded in getting Meredith pregnant and what would happen - if anything - if I had. I dismissed the vision and the thought from my head. In this new order, neither men nor women were free to make their own choices or chart their own path in life.

It was quite possible that I would never see Jocelyn or Meredith again. And if Meredith did get pregnant, I would probably never know. I wondered if there was anywhere else left in the world where a man and a woman could be free. And if so, how does one get there? Maybe I could become a revolutionary.

I shook that thought from my head as well. I didn't have the intelligence or the strength to be a revolutionary. In the past, I had always accepted the world as it is, as others had made it; I saw no reason to change now.

I twitched and closed my eyes. My head felt like it was going to explode. Plus, my entire backside hurt as my wounded flesh slid across the coarse sheets. I wanted to go sleep and forget all that was happening and hope that when I woke up everything would back to normal.

Jocelyn's piercing voice shattered my fantasy. "Kyle, get in here and join us. We're not through with you yet."

I grimaced. My body felt like jelly - all, that is, except for my penis which, much to my surprise, stiffened. I took a deep breath and rolled out of bed. "Yes, ma'am."

I straightened my shoulders and spine and went into the living room. Meredith and Jocelyn, still naked, sat on the sofa sipping white wine. They both smiled when they saw me.

"Get yourself a glass of wine," Meredith said.

"Then come and sit between us," Jocelyn said.

I gave them a quick glance. There appeared to be just enough of a gap between them for me to squeeze into. I nodded, then remembered myself. "Yes, ma'am."

I found a small glass in the kitchen and poured myself some wine. As I have said, I have never liked wine, especially white wine. But I was thirsty and confused. I needed some alcohol. With the glass in hand, I walked over to the sofa and lowered myself onto the seat. The two women scooted in so that our bodies touched. It was an electric sensation being flanked by two beautiful naked women. I took a long swallow of the wine and tried to keep myself under control.

For at least a minute, no one spoke. Then, Jocelyn put a hand on my thigh. "You know, it's too bad we can't keep him, Mer."

Meredith nodded. "Yes. But I explained to Kyle our dilemma."

Jocelyn shrugged while keeping her hand on me. "We don't have to marry him," she said. "Maybe we can just keep him in this apartment. Or we could get a bigger apartment and move in together."

Meredith smiled. "That would be nice. But you know they would find out and split us up."

"Well, what happens if you're pregnant? What do you tell them?"

"Accidents do happen, Jocelyn," Meredith said. "And it's not like we're required to be celibate. Anyway, didn't you want to get pregnant by that one guy you were matched with?"

Jocelyn withdrew her hand and glanced up at the ceiling. "I wouldn't have minded. But remember, he bugged out on me."

Meredith smiled. "Yeah. Whatever happened to him anyway?"

"Last I heard, he made it to Wyoming where the law is less restrictive or not vigorously enforced. I think he found work on a ranch. You know, it's kind of a blow to my ego to think he prefers working twelve to fourteen hours a day in the hot sun over me."

Meredith looked over at me. "Hey, don't give Kyle any ideas about fleeing."

Jocelyn put her hand back on my thigh. "What about it, Kyle? Are you going to run to Wyoming? They could probably use a good truck mechanic."

I had never thought about Wyoming or any other rugged terrain. I didn't think I would like it very much. Besides, Wyoming was fifteen hundred miles away and I didn't know anyone west of the Mississippi River. With my luck, I would get caught running and sent to Greenland. "No, ma'am."

Jocelyn shifted her hand to my crotch. My penis responded immediately. "Just as well. We have some unfinished business right here. And it appears that you're up for it, if you know what I mean."

I knew what she meant. My southern friend was eager for more action.

Meredith joined Jocelyn in stroking my inner thigh. "Well, Kyle. We can see that you're turned on. What are you going to do to get us turned on?"

All thoughts of Wyoming left me. I shifted my eyes back and forth between the two women. Savor the moment. "With your permission," I said and slid off the sofa and onto the floor.

I rose up on my knees and looked at the two sets of labia displayed before me. I licked my lips in anticipation. "Which one of you ladies wants to be first?"

Meredith affected a mock scowl. "That is an impertinent question and requires correction. Turn, put your head down, and your butt up."

Knowing how spanking turned them on, a part of me was actually hoping for that response - not that I really wanted to be spanked again. My bottom still hurt a little from the earlier paddling. Still, I had provoked the response; now I had to live with the consequences. "Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry."

I assumed the indicated position. I glanced over my shoulder and watched my two companions whisper to each other. After a few seconds of a conversation I couldn't hear, Meredith slid off the sofa and towered over me.

"I think a hand spanking will be sufficient," she said. She retracted her right hand and proceeded to lay siege to my bottom, covering every square inch from my backbone to my upper thighs.

One stroke from her hand didn't hurt nearly as bad as one stroke from the paddle; however, the cumulative effect was dramatic. Pain raced up and down my spine. For at least two or three minutes, she kept up a steady barrage of strokes, reigniting the fire the paddle had produced earlier. Tears filled my eyes. I clawed at the dirty floor and came close to collapsing.

Finally, she stopped and took a step back. "Your turn, Jocelyn."

Jocelyn stood and administered the same stinging barrage. In spite of my best efforts to remain stoic, I groaned and let out a low wail. The pain became nearly overwhelming. "Please stop," I blurted out.

Jocelyn delivered about ten more strokes, then stopped. "Do Meredith first," she said. "I want you inside me like you did her."

"Yes ma'am," I managed to say.

I rose to my knees and crawled to Meredith who was now sitting with her legs spread. She patted the top of my head. "I know what you can do with your dick. Let's see what you can with your tongue."

"Yes, ma'am." I plunged my tongue into her with abandon, swirling and sopping up her natural lubricant. I couldn't believe this was happening. I mean, less than three hours before, I entered Anderson's bar. Since then, I had been spanked twice, tongued one beautiful woman to multiple orgasms, had intercourse with another, and was now tonguing her. And I still had Jocelyn to look forward to. I thought for an instant that I should die right after, because it would never be this good again.

Meredith didn't last long. She climaxed like a volcano. I guess the combination of the wine, the company, and spanking me had worked to perfection. Once she recovered her breath, she raised her leg and pushed me onto my back.

Jocelyn slid off the sofa and looked down at me. "Kyle, don't move," she said. "I still believe in the woman on top. And if you come before I do, I will get the paddle and make you sorry you were ever born. Okay?"

On any other day, that might be a tall order. But I had already come once less an hour before. Even though I felt incredibly aroused, I wasn't sure I could actually manage it in such a short period of time. I might have when I was eighteen or nineteen, but at age thirty-three? I wasn't so sure. I looked up. As she straddled me, all I could see was her gaping vagina, covered in short, curly hair. "Yes, ma'am."

She nodded and lowered herself onto me. She impaled herself easily on my penis and rose up and down like a piston in a well-lubricated cylinder. And while she did this, she fingered her clitoris. She moaned and became more and more animated.

As I watched her bring herself off, with her hair flying and her full breasts swinging back and forth, I had to stop myself from moving with her. I most definitely didn't want to be paddled again.

But the sight of it was glorious, especially as her face flushed beet red and her eyes rolled back in her head. She came hard. And for an instant, just before I let go, I wondered if she deliberately forgot the condom, if she wanted to get pregnant just like Meredith. At least in this new order, I was apparently good for something.

After I came, she collapsed on top of me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her in an embrace until her breathing was under control. When I slipped out of her, dislodging a few stray strands of semen, she rolled off me. She smiled and kissed my cheek. "You're right, Mer," she said in a near whisper. "It's a god damn pity we can't just all live together. I don't know that I like what's happening in the world."

"Don't let Kate hear you say that," Meredith said, her eyes shifting around the apartment as if looking for a hidden microphone.

Jocelyn sat up and rested her back against the sofa. "Well, she can afford to be a strong supporter. She got the last decent man."

Meredith glanced at her wristwatch. "Well, as much as I don't want to, it's time we got dressed and went home. We've got an early day tomorrow."

I looked at my watch as well, surprised it was nearing ten o'clock. The time had passed quickly, perhaps too quickly.

Both women went into the bedroom. They emerged a few minutes later, fully dressed with their hair smoothed down. I also dressed. They approached the door. "Kyle, thanks for the evening," Meredith said. "We'll leave you to clean up - Carmela's orders."

Jocelyn kissed me on the cheek. "Good luck with your match," she said. "Maybe we'll see you again sometime."

I wasn't sure what to say to that. A part of me wanted to cry. The evening's encounter had been magical, and I didn't want it to end. But end it had to. "Thank you," I said. "I would like that."

They both flashed a smile, opened the door, and disappeared down the stairs.

I would never see them again.


Chapter Seven

As ordered, I put away the wine, washed the glasses, and changed the sheets on the bed. Suddenly, I felt totally exhausted. My entire backside hurt, and my body felt sore and misused. Plus, I felt drained and depressed. I wondered what the weather was like in Wyoming or even Alaska. But then, what did it matter how I felt at that moment? In spite of the changes and the new order, I still had to go back to my apartment, get a little sleep, and show up for work in the morning, just like always.

*  *  *

I didn't get the summons until Friday afternoon. Ms. Compton called me to her office and informed me that the local director of operations required I present myself for testing tomorrow morning at nine. As she told me the news, she flashed me a smile. "Kyle, I just want to say that I believe you will be a very good match. I hope the testing goes well. You may clock out for today."

"Thank you, ma'am," I said. As I turned to leave the office, I caught a glimpse of the infamous spanking bench, now gathering dust in the corner. I believe I was the only man left in the facility, and I didn't think Ms. Compton found it necessary to spank the female employees.

After I left the office, I clocked out and returned to my apartment. I resisted the temptation to go to Anderson's. The memories of my recent encounters were too bittersweet for me to relive. I didn't think I would be good company anyway.

I got dinner at the local Chinese restaurant and ate it while watching an old movie on television. I fell asleep in my recliner.

The next morning, I was up early. The instructions from the director of operations were relatively simple: Present yourself at the front desk at nine, don't eat breakfast before the appointment, wear easily removable clothing, and plan to spend at least six hours.

As it was a fairly warm day, I put on a tee shirt and cargo shorts. I drank two glasses of water and tried to relax but couldn't. All I could do was keep one eye on the clock. I didn't want to be late for the appointment which could very well decide my future.

Finally, at about eight-thirty, I thought I had procrastinated enough. I got into my small car and drove the twenty minutes to the operation center which, not all that long ago, had been a medical facility. I remembered going there for a few work-related physical exams.

The young woman at the lobby desk checked my ID and gave me a folder. "Report to room 244, second floor," she said. "And just for your information, you are now Kyle Forty-Seven."

I pivoted toward the stairway. "Thank you, ma'am." Kyle Forty-Seven? So, it appeared that I had lost my identity completely, reduced to a number.

I entered the designated room. A middle-aged woman in a white lab coat greeted me. She took my folder, glanced at it, and ushered me into an examination room.

"Kyle, I am Dr. Galsworthy," she said. She handed me a gown. "Take off your clothes and put this on."

I didn't hesitate. Better get used to it, Ms. Compton had advised all those months ago. Nothing in this new order surprised me anymore.

While she watched, I removed my clothes and put on the gown. Dr. Galsworthy proceeded to visually examine every square inch of my body. She listened to my heart and lungs and felt my ankles. She looked inside my eyes, nose, and ears. She tapped my knees with a small hammer. She concluded the exam by ordering me to bend over. I had done that before as well, but I wasn't sure what her purpose was.

She put on new gloves, spread some lubricant on her fingers, and proceeded to stick a finger into my rectum. She told me to cough. I coughed. "Checking your prostate," she said in a matter-of-fact voice.

I nodded as I stood up.

She wrote a few notes on a paper and put the paper inside the folder. "Everything looks good, Kyle," she said. "Go to room 260 down the hall. Leave the gown on but take your clothes."

"Room 260?" I asked.

She sighed wearily. "Yes." She pivoted away from me and washed her hands.

"Thank you, ma'am." I picked up my discarded clothing and left the room.

For the next two hours, I went from room to room, from area to area. In the lab, they took blood and urine. In radiology, they scanned all my organ systems. In cardiology, they checked my heart and circulation. I felt like a person applying for astronaut training.

My last stop was pulmonology. After she tested my lung capacity, Dr. Spencer wrote a few notes in my folder, which was now thick with paper. Before she dismissed me, she patted me on the back. "Very good, Kyle," she said. "Report to suite 110. Dr. Augustine will complete your testing and review your data."

I glanced at the clock over her testing station. It was now five minutes before one o'clock. I had endured nearly five hours of testing. I was tired and hungry. "Yes, ma'am," I said as I neared the door. "Thank you."

She smiled. "Good luck," she said and turned away from me.

Suite 110 was the only area in the building with a separate reception room. I entered and saw a reception desk and two molded-plastic chairs. Beyond the desk was a white door that was closed. I approached the desk, which was deserted. Now what do I do? I wondered. I thought about knocking on the white door but didn't have to.

After a few seconds, a young woman came to the desk from the room beyond the white door. She scanned me. "Give me your folder and have a seat. Dr. Augustine will call you when she's ready."

"Thank you, ma'am," I said. I handed her the folder. She turned away and disappeared.

I watched her go, then slumped wearily into one of the uncomfortable chairs. I put my bundle of clothes on my lap and retied the gown. I looked at my wristwatch and saw that it was now five minutes after one.

I nearly fell asleep, in spite of the uncomfortable chair and the bright light. I felt totally drained. A part of me wondered if all this testing was designed to break my spirit, to demonstrate in no uncertain terms their dominance over men. As I thought about it, I realized I had yet to see a man in the building. Every professional I had seen so far had been a woman.

Just as I closed my eyes, I heard the white door open and footsteps approach. I looked up and saw the young woman who had taken my folder.

"Kyle Forty-Seven. Dr. Augustine is ready for you. Follow me." She pivoted toward the door without waiting for a response.

I pushed myself up from the chair and followed her through the door and into a room that was larger than I had been expecting. There were no windows anywhere. In one corner of the room was a metal desk with a computer in the center. In another corner were two women sitting in padded chairs. One was rather burly; the other more petite. Next to the two women were a large, gray-metal cabinet and a small refrigerator. In the center of the room, seemingly out of place, was what appeared to be a gymnast horse covered by brown leather. Gigantic metal hooks were attached to each side and embedded in the metal legs.

Behind the desk was a middle-aged woman wearing a white lab coat. A nameplate on the desk declared: Dr. Frieda Augustine, MD, PhD. She looked up as I entered the room. "Kyle, Forty-Seven. Stand by the platform."

Platform? At first, I was a little confused. I didn't see a platform anywhere. Then, I realized she was referring to what I thought was a gymnast horse. "Yes, ma'am," I said and moved to the horse.

She returned to reviewing my folder while I glanced around the room. The two women remained where they were, gazing at me but not saying a word either to me or to each other. The receptionist stood near another door which I assumed led to the reception desk.

Finally, after what seemed like an hour but was probably only a few minutes, Dr. Augustine pushed back her chair and stood. "Kyle, I have reviewed the results of your testing," she said. "I am pleased to inform you that all of your test results are very good. Even your sperm count is adequate."

"Thank you, ma'am," I said, not knowing whether or not I was supposed to respond.

She took a few steps toward me. "Kyle, I am the one who makes the final decision regarding your eligibility for matching, and so far, I believe you have the potential to be a good match. However-" She paused and shifted her eyes around the room.

I took a deep breath and held it, realizing my future lay in her hands.

She took another step toward me so that I could now see the gray streaks in her hair and the small wrinkles extending away from her brown eyes. She appeared to be a woman who had struggled and fought her way to her powerful position, a woman not to be reckoned with or defied in any way. I lowered my eyes and waited.

"However," she continued, "there is more to being an acceptable match than passing all the physical tests or having a good sperm count. If sperm count was all that mattered, we would simply milk your sperm and then ship you off to a work colony." She looked hard at me. "Tell me something, Kyle, and be honest: Do you want to be matched or would you prefer to go to a work colony and spend your days with other men. I know several places that could use your skill as a mechanic. And from what I hear, the work colony in Alaska has a football league."

So, this was it; the moment of truth. It appeared I did have something of a choice as to my future. What did I want? After my experience with Jocelyn and Meredith the other night, what I really wanted was a lifetime living with them, serving them. But that clearly wasn't a possibility. Still, I knew I would prefer a life with a woman rather than a life spent shivering in the cold with a bunch of other cast-off men, even if they did play football.

I exhaled and responded in a bold voice, "Ma'am, I would rather be matched." I said it as though I meant it. And at that moment, I did mean it.

Dr. Augustine smiled, showing the edges of perfect teeth. "I was hoping you would say that," she said. "It would be such a waste to send you away. Okay. That was the first test. Now, we have to test your willingness to obey orders without question. Are you ready?"

Obey without question. I had heard that before from Sergeant Abernathy and gotten punished when I had briefly questioned her. I didn't want that experience again. "Yes ma'am."

"I see you've got the respect down pat," Dr. Augustine said. "But calling women ma'am is the easy part and doesn't really impress anyone anymore."

I remained in my position, ready to be put to the test. I said nothing.

She eyed me up and down. "Remove your gown."

That was an easy order to obey, as practically every doctor in the building had seen me naked. "Yes, ma'am," I said. I untied the draw string and shed my gown.

Dr. Augustine nodded. The other three women in the room appeared indifferent. "Now, run ten times around the platform as fast as you can."

That seemed like a rather odd order but one that would be easy to obey. "Yes, ma'am." Keeping my eyes firmly on the linoleum floor, I ran around the horse ten times. When I had completed the ten laps, I stopped at the horse to catch my breath.

Once again, Dr. Augustine nodded. The other three women still appeared indifferent, as though they had seen this a hundred times before. And who knows? Perhaps they had. Perhaps this was a standard test.

Dr. Augustine looked at me. "Kyle, go to the refrigerator, take out four cans of Diet Coke, open the cans, and give one to each of us."

My eyes widened a little. So far, this had been almost too easy, and I wondered when the real test would come. Take it one test at a time, I told myself as I moved toward the refrigerator. I found the cans of soda, popped the tops, and proceeded to hand one to each of the four women.

As I watched them sip their drinks, I realized that this test may have been more challenging than I thought. After more than five hours of testing, I was very thirsty. Watching them drink made me aware of it. No one offered me a drink.

Dr. Augustine set her can on the desk and turned back to me. "Final test, Kyle," she said. "Go to the cabinet, take out four restraints and the school paddle, give them to Ms. Martinez and Ms. Bee, then bend your upper body over the apparatus."

So, the final test would be a severe paddling with me restrained and helpless. I glanced around the room. Too late to run. And where would I run to, even if I could make it out the door? I was trapped - and not only in this room but in this dystopian world in which women controlled everything, including the condition of my backside. Did I want to stay in this world or did I want to go to Alaska?

Obey without question. Obey without question. That phrase kept scrolling through my mind like a mantra. I looked at Dr. Augustine. "Yes, ma'am."

I crossed to the cabinet, opened the metal door, and found the four short, chain-like restraints and the wooden school paddle, which was similar to the one Jocelyn and Meredith had used on me earlier in the week. I was in for a painful ordeal. Would it be worth it in the end?

Ms. Martinez took the restraints and followed me to what Dr. Augustine had called the apparatus. I bent my upper body over the soft leather and allowed Ms. Martinez to secure my hands and ankles to the hooks. I attempted to tamp down my sense of panic as my body and brain understood I couldn't move. I was going to get whatever they decided to give me.

Ms. Bee, paddle in hand, approached me. She stopped a couple of feet from my left side and looked over at Dr. Augustine. I guessed she was the designated executioner, but Dr. Augustine was the one who decided when to start.

"Kyle, Ms. Bee is going to paddle you," Dr. Augustine said, in case it wasn't obvious. "This is a test of your pain tolerance. Once you say, 'Please stop', Ms. Bee will stop and the test will be over. Are we clear on that?"

So, I could stop the test at any time. But what would be the consequences of stopping the test after only a few strokes? I took a deep breath. "Yes, ma'am," I said through gritted teeth.

"Ms. Bee, please commence," Dr. Augustine said.


Chapter Eight

Without saying a word, Ms. Bee, like a good and loyal executioner, took a step toward me, retracted the paddle, and launched it forward, striking the center of my left cheek with a solid stroke. I grimaced and bit down on my tongue. I was determined to go the distance, whatever that was.

Perhaps two or three seconds later, Ms. Bee struck again, this time hitting the lower part of my right cheek. Pain pinballed through me. However, as I concentrated on the nature of the pain, I conceded that Meredith had been harder on me so far, and I began to take heart. Maybe I could get through this.

My hopes collapsed with the next three strokes, delivered in rapid succession and with more force. I guess the first two strokes were meant as warm up or to test me, to see if I was what Meredith had described as a wimp. I resolved not to be a wimp.

Ms. Bee struck five more times, now concentrating on the crease between my bottom and my upper thighs. The pain escalated, approaching my threshold. Ten strokes of the paddle had a cumulative effect. Once again, I bit down on my tongue to keep from shouting out please stop.

However, as the next two strokes hit just below my coccyx, I wondered just how much I could endure, as I knew I would break eventually. How many strokes would be sufficient to satisfy Dr. Augustine?

After two more well-placed strokes, Ms. Bee stopped and glanced over at Dr. Augustine as if seeking confirmation. Dr. Augustine walked over to me, put a hand on my scorched flesh, and nodded. "Not bad," she said. "Pretty impressive pain threshold, I must say." She bent down to my head. "Kyle, do you want Ms. Bee to stop?"

I thought through the pain and the confusion. What was the right answer to that question, assuming there was a right answer? I felt a few tears in my eyes. I had suffered fourteen hard strokes so far. I dared to look at the doctor and said, "Yes, ma'am."

She huffed. "Well, you haven't told her to please stop. Ms. Bee, give him five more."

Ms. Bee nodded, retracted the paddle, and struck five more times in rapid succession, piling on another layer of pain. I had had enough. "Please stop," I said in a garbled voice.

Dr. Augustine smiled. "Nineteen strokes of the paddle," she said. "Almost a record."

Almost a record? For an instant, I wondered what the record was and what idiot man set it. Some men are just plain stupid or too macho for their own good. I wasn't one of those men.

"Kyle, you have passed the final test," Dr. Augustine declared. "Ms. Martinez, please remove the restraints."

Ms. Martinez released the restraints on my wrists and ankles.

"Kyle, you may get up and put on your clothes," Dr. Augustine said.

Slowly, I pushed myself up from the horse. I resisted the temptation to cup by wounded backside. I found my shorts and tee shirt and put these on, along with my shoes. Now what?

Dr. Augustine approached me and touched my cheek in a motherly fashion. "Kyle, you will get another summons early next week," she said. "By the end of the week, you will probably meet your potential match. She will then decide whether or not she accepts the match. If she does, then you will be married and granted suitable housing. What happens after that will depend on your match. Do you understand all this?"

I came close to laughing at that question. I understood nothing except that I was a virtual prisoner in this strange new order. Having chosen to accept a match rather than getting shipped off to some work colony, my future was no longer my own. "Yes, ma'am. I understand."

Her smile widened. The other three women resumed their original positions. "Do you have any questions?" She gazed at me as though daring me to ask something stupid.

A part of me thought this might very well be a trap. Of course, I had questions, hundreds of questions. I wasn't sure I had the courage to ask them, however, or that I wanted the answers even if I did ask them. The curious and concerned part of me eventually overruled the cautious part. "Uh... ma'am, I do have a question."

Dr. Augustine did a half turn toward me and sighed. "Yes, what is it?"

I took a deep breath. Mostly, I wanted to go home, get something to eat and drink, enjoy what quite possibly could be my last weekend of relative freedom as a single man. "Uh... after I meet with the woman I am matched with... do I have the right... to sort of reject the match?"

All of a sudden, the eyes of the three other women in the room were riveted on me, perhaps waiting to see what was going to happen next. Dr. Augustine stared at me. "Technically no," she said. "Our matches are made using the most sophisticated computer algorithms. Our vetting process is second to none. However-" She paused and gave me a hard look. "However, the matching service doesn't embed the tracking microchip until the woman involved accepts the match. Usually, that takes about twenty-four hours and sometimes longer. So, during that window, you could possibly go on the run, link up with the underground."

I thought about that for a few seconds. I could either accept whomever I was matched with or spend the rest of my life as a fugitive on the run. Not much of a choice, but at least I had one. And what about this tracking chip? No one had said anything about that. I had possibly a week or so to make up my mind. I took a step toward the door that led to the outside world.

"Thank you, ma'am." I looked at the other three women. "And thank you all."

Dr. Augustine smiled again. "Remember, Kyle, you agreed to this. And remember also that we need you here. It's a woman's world now, but some men are still necessary to make it work. I think you'll be happy, if you let yourself be."

Happy if I let myself be? That actually struck a nerve. The life I had been living up to this point had not really brought me happiness or even contentment. I always felt there was something missing. I thought I had come close to finding it with Jocelyn and Meredith. But for reasons I didn't fully understand, the three of us would be denied any additional chance to be together. This new world, this new order, would be a dark and lonely place for a man. I nodded as I approached the white door. I opened the door and went through it without looking back.

On the drive back to my apartment, I thought about what Dr. Augustine said, especially the part about linking up with the underground. Was there really an underground? I laughed. There's always an underground. Or at least there is an underground in every dystopian movie I ever saw.

But in the movies, the underground is always populated by shabby-looking rebels valiantly fighting against some kind of authoritarian government or regime. No one ever really fully explains where they come from, what their objectives are - other than to overthrow the regime - or how they get their technology and weapons. The underground just appears and usually wins in the end.

Okay, I thought. Assuming there is some kind of underground, how would I link up with the people in it? And does this new order consisting of female dominance really qualify as an authoritarian regime, one that people should try to overthrow? And if they did overthrow it, what kind of government or regime would replace it?

So many questions. By the time I reached my apartment, my head felt like it was going to explode. I got a bottle of water from my refrigerator, heated a boxed dinner, and ate it sitting in my recliner. I turned on the television.

Ironically, the classic movie channel played the original black-and-white version of the Invasion of the Body Snatchers. I had seen the movie before; however, today, I watched it as though I was Dr. Miles Bennell running from a town in which the entire population had been replaced by mindless clones.

After the movie ended, I turned to ESPN and watched a women's bowling tournament. I fell asleep in my recliner before the championship match. While I slept, I dreamed I was the last male on the planet, running as though my life depended on it, hiding out wherever I could and eating whatever scraps I could find.

The women who chased me were relentless pursuers. They would call out to me, assuring me that I would be safe as long as I accepted the life they offered, which was total and complete subjugation to their stronger will. I awoke in a cold sweat just before they caught me for the last time.

In near darkness, I staggered to the bathroom and turned on the light. I stripped out of my clothes and looked at my bottom in the mirror over the sink. It was still red with two or three purplish bruises. Parts of it hurt to touch. I grimaced, realizing this was the future I had to look forward to if I remained and accepted my place in this new order. But was this future worse than the alternative?

I couldn't answer that question, at least, not without seeing the alternative. But I knew I couldn't do that. I would either have to accept the known or risk everything on the unknown. Choose the lesser of two evils, my mother would have put it. For one of the first times in my life, I wished I'd been smarter and more courageous.

I turned out the light and went to bed. I fell asleep in a matter of seconds and, thankfully, had no dreams.

I awoke late Sunday morning to an empty stomach and a parched throat. My backside still hurt a little when I slid it over the sheet. I awoke not any closer to making a decision as to which of the two choices I would select.

I glanced out the window and saw that the day appeared to be perfect: cloudless blue sky, temperature hovering around seventy. All in all, a nice day for late September. I took a quick shower, dressed in casual clothes, and ate a bowl of cereal.

I finished the cereal, drank a glass of orange juice, and looked out the window again. I decided that I didn't want to spend this Sunday - which could very well be my last free Sunday - cooped up inside staring at my television and worrying about a future I couldn't fully control.

I actually thought about going to the Methodist church down the street, but decided against it. This was no time to find religion. Besides, I didn't think my sore bottom would appreciate the hard pew.

I thought about going to Anderson's for what could be one last round. I rejected that notion as well. I didn't want to spend my last Sunday drinking a small glass of wine with a group of women.

Ultimately, I decided to just get in my car and drive without a particular destination in mind, simply enjoy the sunshine and the fresh air, maybe see if my old neighborhood had changed very much since I last saw it ten years ago.

I nodded to myself and got my car key. What will be will be, I told myself as I walked to my car, thankful it was still where I had parked it yesterday. "Well, old friend. It's just you and me," I said to the car as I unlocked it and slid behind the wheel. I started the engine, put the car in gear, and took off, not bothering to see if anyone was watching me.

I drove for maybe twenty minutes up and down the mostly-deserted city streets. I drove until there were more houses than buildings, eventually making it out of the city altogether and into the suburb of Crawley, where I had grown up.

And as I drove, I passed many houses where men were outside mowing the lawn or trimming the trees and hedges. Were all these men matched? Had they been already married when the changeover occurred and were now grandfathered into the new order? I even saw many children outside playing or helping with the yard work.

I drove further into the neighborhoods, struck by how normal everything seemed. But then, as I recalled the movie, everything seemed normal in that town as well. Then again, perhaps this was the new normal that I would soon be a part of. I couldn't help wonder how many of the men I passed had bruises on their bottoms.

I also wondered about something else as I drove. The whole scene seemed both natural and unnatural at the same time. I thought about it and realized it was after two o'clock on a Sunday afternoon in late September. A couple of years ago, the men I saw outside working would be inside watching football. I would be inside watching football and drinking a beer. But now there was no football to watch and drinking beer was illegal for men.

As I approached a large shopping plaza, I noticed a police car following me but I didn't get too concerned. I wasn't speeding or breaking any other traffic laws. For all they knew, I was one of the men in the neighborhood running an errand for his wife.

Still, just to be cautious, I pulled into the parking lot of the plaza and stopped in front of a small Chinese restaurant. I was growing hungry anyway, and Chinese is one of my favorite cuisines.

As I got out of the car, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed the police car that had been following me was now on the far end of the lot, stopped next to another police car. Okay, I thought, maybe they're just talking or planning what they're going to have for dinner, as the plaza featured three different restaurants and a pizzeria.

I entered the restaurant and found a table near the back. I quickly realized I was the only unattached male in the dining room. A small man waited on me and took my order: sweet and sour chicken, fried rice, egg roll, and hot tea.

From my vantage point, I could see into the kitchen. Three men appeared to be cooking. Occasionally, one would glance out into the dining room while he worked. A woman in a long, black dress stood behind the cash register. Her dark eyes shifted around the room. I surmised that she must be the supervisor and most likely the wife of one of the cooks.

When I finished my meal, the waiter brought me the check and the obligatory fortune cookie. After he set these down, he took several steps back and positioned himself by a small aquarium. I glanced at the check and saw that the amount was slightly less than I had been expecting. That surprised me a little.

However, it was the fortune cookie that most surprised me. I opened it and read the print: "The eyes in the earth are watching over you." Now, in my lifetime, I have read a lot of fortune cookies and sometimes marveled at the implied wisdom. But this was a first. The eyes in the earth are watching over me. Was this some kind of code that I failed to decipher?

Then, to further my surprise, I noticed that on the other side of the fortune, someone had written in very small print, yushi. At first, I thought maybe it was just a scribble that meant nothing. However, as I caught the waiter watching me, I understood that yushi was meant for me. I thought maybe it was a Chinese word, so I looked it up on my phone. Yushi is the transliterated word for bathroom. Again, was this meant for me? Did they want me to go the bathroom? Why?

When I saw the waiter discreetly wink and nod in my direction, I knew I had to find out. Of course, there's an underground. There's always an underground. But who would have imagined it being in the men's room of a Chinese restaurant in a suburban shopping plaza? I got out my wallet, dropped some money on the table, pushed back my chair, and started toward the men's room.

However, before I could reach it, four women dressed in police uniforms entered the restaurant. "Nobody move," one of them said.

I recognized her as the driver of the car that had been following me. I froze as I realized I was an unattached male in a suburban neighborhood. I had been spotted as someone out of place. And now, I was going to be the victim of an apparent sting operation. What now?

They answered that question for me. Three of the officers moved to the kitchen while the fourth approached me. She grasped my wrist. "Come with me," she said.

I thought about running but knew I would never be able to escape successfully. Better to face it. After all, I had done nothing wrong - unless being an unattached male in this neighborhood was somehow illegal.

With her hand still on my wrist, the officer, who must have been close to six feet tall and a hundred seventy pounds of pure muscle, opened the restaurant door and shoved me onto the sidewalk.

I looked up at her. "What's going on, officer?" I asked as innocently as I could.

She scowled. "Shut up."

"Yes, ma'am." I began to tremble. All of a sudden, my future took a dark turn.


Chapter Nine

The officer escorted me to a black van about the size of a small RV that I hadn't seen before. It had Mobile Correction Unit painted in white letters on the side. She opened a side door on the van and urged me inside.

The interior of the van was plain, no windows. A small desk with a laptop computer on it was up against one of the sides. A straight-back chair rested in front of the desk. At the rear of the van was a wooden bench and two posts with large metal rings embedded in them. Next to the bench was a small metal cabinet with four drawers.

The officer pointed to the chair. "Sit."

I sat and tried to control my breathing. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.

She glanced at the laptop, then looked at me. "You're Kyle Kurtz. Correct?"

"Yes, ma'am." I knew it would be best to be polite and not ask questions.

She took a seat behind the desk. "Okay, Kyle. What are you doing in this neighborhood? I advise you not to lie."

I took a deep breath. I had no intention of lying, as I assumed she knew everything about me. I just wasn't sure what to tell her. "Uh... I used to live in this neighborhood... over on Alvarado Street. I haven't seen the neighborhood in over ten years. I wanted to see how much it's changed."

She huffed. "Why?"

At that moment, I didn't really know why. "Well, it's a beautiful day. I thought it might be nice to take a drive."

She nodded. "Why did you go to that restaurant?"

"Uh... I saw it from the road. I like Chinese food and was hungry."

She huffed again. "You expect me to believe that?"

Now, I felt myself getting indignant. I took another deep breath. "Ma'am, with all due respect, why wouldn't you believe that?"

"Your records indicate you're due to be matched," she said. "We've had the Dragon Palace under surveillance for several weeks as a possible link to the underground. You're telling me it's just a coincidence you went in there, that you didn't know about it ahead of time?"

Oh, shit! "Yes, ma'am. That's exactly what I'm telling you."

For at least thirty seconds, she gazed at me. Then, she broke off eye contact and nodded after she looked at something on her phone. "Okay, Kyle. I'm inclined to believe you," she said. "However, you were caught going into what has now been confirmed as a link to the underground. Plus, you were in this neighborhood without authorization. Now, I could arrest you along with the men inside the restaurant and you can explain your situation to the lieutenant on duty at the station. Or-" She paused.

"Or what, ma'am?" I asked. I wasn't sure I actually wanted to know the answer.

She smiled. "I am authorized to settle your punishment right now. You decide. The lieutenant may let you off with a warning. But then again, you might get sent to Greenland. I imagine you already know what I would do."

Yes, I had already determined what this officer would do. The bench looked very much like the bench in Ms. Compton's office. It must be standard issue for all the women in charge. I wasn't sure I wanted to endure yet another paddling; but it had to be better than the alternative. I was faced with another of those infamous choices. I swallowed. The food I had just consumed began to back up on me. "Uh... I would rather not go to the station."

The officer smiled for the first time, lighting up her face. "I was hoping you would say that," she said. "The lieutenant will have her hands full when those other men get to the station. I definitely wouldn't want to be in their shoes. Officer Barkley found a secret door in the men's room."

So, the Dragon Palace was actually a link to the underground. What an incredible coincidence. Or maybe it was fate. Who knows about such things? Not me. "Ma'am, I swear I had no idea."

"Don't press your luck, Kyle," she said. She stood. She glanced once again at the laptop. "I see from your record that you had a date last week with Sergeant Abernathy."

"Yes, ma'am. She said she was testing me."

The officer - whose name I later learned was Moss - laughed. "Yes. And I can only imagine how she tested you."

I didn't attempt to respond to that, as the memory of that encounter came roaring back.

Officer Moss shut down her computer and moved to my left. "Okay, Kyle. Here's what we're going to do. You are going to lower your pants and underpants and bend over the bench. I'm sure you know what happens once you're in position."

I knew only too well. "Yes, ma'am." I pushed myself up from the chair. What had started out as a nice Sunday drive in a suburb was becoming an all-too-familiar nightmare.

I moved to the bench, unbuckled my belt, and peeled down my jeans and briefs, baring my backside to a woman I had only met ten minutes before. This too was becoming normal. I bent my upper body over the bench.

Officer Moss approached and touched my bottom with her hand. "Kyle, somebody really did a number on you recently," she said. "Looks like real pro work."

"Yes, ma'am," I said. "Dr. Augustine tested me yesterday."

She traced a bruise with her finger. "Looks like you passed with flying colors." She withdrew her hand. "Well, as I said before, I'm inclined to believe your story, as implausible as it sounds. And I don't wish to put another layer of bruises over the ones you already have."

Maybe this won't be so bad, I thought. I raised my head. "So, what does that mean, ma'am?"

"I can't just let you walk out of here," she said, dashing my hopes a little. "The law dictates that you be punished. But I can do it without inflicting too much additional damage." She opened one of the cabinet drawers and withdrew a leather riding crop. "The crop will hurt like anything, but it doesn't bruise."

Great. Yet another new implement to endure. Who taught these women?

With the handle of the crop tightly gripped in her right hand, Moss moved to the side of the van, which was about as much leeway as the vehicle would allow. She retracted the crop and launched it. The leather loop impacted my right cheek, imparting a sharp sting. I grimaced. She quickly repeated the motion, this time concentrating on my left cheek.

I realized she was right. The pain from the crop, although significant, felt different from the paddle, more superficial and less deep. I could see where it would probably leave a mark but not a purplish bruise.

With the crop singing a happy song as it cut through the air, Moss inflicted perhaps thirty or forty strokes on my unprotected backside. I vowed to never venture into this neighborhood again - or eat at another Chinese restaurant, just for good measure.

Finally, she stopped and put the crop back into the cabinet. "Kyle, stand and face me."

I pushed myself up from the bench and turned toward her. I didn't think to pull my pants back up, and she didn't think to issue the order.

Her blue eyes were wide as she scanned my body. "You know, Kyle, you're kind of cute," she said. "I've been waiting for a suitable match for several months. Maybe I'll request you. The pool of available men is dwindling."

I'd heard that before. Most of the men had either been banished or run away via the underground. I had no doubt the Dragon Palace wasn't the only possible exit, but rather one of several.

She continued to scan me until her eyes finally rested on my crotch. I blushed. "Kyle, how would you feel about being married to a police officer? I'm due for promotion to detective before the end of the year. I would definitely need a husband then."

Yet another in a long line of dangerous questions. I took a deep breath and dared to look at her. Even though she was nearly my height with an intimidating bearing, she wasn't unattractive. "I would be honored, ma'am."

She smiled again. "Okay. Pull your pants up before I'm tempted to violate a few policies. It's been a long time since I've been with a man."

I blushed once more and restored my attire. I recognized the compliment for what it was.

She took my hand and tickled the ends of my fingers. "Tell me something - and I want the truth," she said, gazing into my eyes. "If we hadn't barged in when we did and you made it to the men's room and found the portal to the underground, would you have run?"

I could tell she was serious. I hadn't had a chance to ask myself the same question. And now I knew I had probably missed my last chance. I could feel the heat in my bottom and understood that I needed to get used to it. Perhaps I already was used to it. I remembered another thing my mother told me: Sometimes it's better to choose the devil you know rather than the devil you don't know.

I knew what it meant for a man to be trapped in this female-dominated world. And, except for the frequent spankings, it didn't seem too bad. In some ways, not much worse than the single life I had been living for the past thirteen years. Loneliness has a way of insidiously creeping up on you.

On the other hand, I didn't know what kind of life the underground would offer. Maybe it was all freewheeling sex, drugs, and rock and roll on a tropical island with no extradition. Or more likely, it was a life of hardship and privation. A life where you're always looking over your shoulder and listening for strange footsteps in the dark.

I shifted my eyes around the inside of the van, then lowered them to face Officer Moss. "Ma'am, I would've done my business and returned to the dining room." And I wasn't lying in an attempt to score points with the police.

She reached over and kissed my cheek. "Kyle, you really are a gem," she said. "I think I will request you. I know a few people at the matching service." She paused and kissed me again. "But for now, you're free to go. Get out of this neighborhood and don't come back."

I slipped past her toward the door. "Thank you, ma'am."

As I opened the door and exited into the parking lot, I wondered if I would ever see Officer Moss again. A part of me hoped I would.

When I got to my car, I noticed that the Dragon Palace now had yellow tape on the door and windows. The police cars had disappeared, probably carrying the unfortunate men to whatever punishment awaited members of the underground. Too late to worry about them. I had narrowly escaped their fate. I got into my car and steered out of the parking lot and onto the main road. Time to go home while I still had one to go to.

During the drive, I thought about what had just happened. My bottom did sting a little, but it didn't hurt as bad as it had yesterday after the paddling Ms. Bee had administered. But it wasn't the pain that concerned me. I thought about all the events that had occurred in the past week. Six spankings altogether, inflicted by five different women. These along with mind-blowing sex with three different women. For some men, this could be a lifetime of experience. It certainly was for me.

Then, to top it off, I had just missed an opportunity to run via the underground. But would I have run, if I had been given the chance? Probably not. Parts of this new order didn't seem so bad, especially when I recalled the look in the eyes of Jocelyn, Meredith, and Officer Moss. All three wanted me - me, an average guy, a regular Joe. This was a lot to process.

That evening, I got a pizza and sat in my recliner to eat it. While I ate, I watched a couple of my favorite movies on the DVD player, Hoosiers and The Edge. At least for one night, I wanted to feel like a normal man admiring other men overcoming great odds. And as I continued to watch and eat, I wondered if the woman I was eventually matched with would allow me this small luxury.

Then, again, maybe I wouldn't get matched. Maybe the computer system would malfunction or regard me as a bad risk. I laughed at that idea. I had already met three women who said they wanted me. And I knew the pool of available men was dwindling. When I thought about it, I was amazed I had lasted as long as I had. I guess somehow I had slipped through the cracks of this new order. But the cracks had now been sealed up.

I put away my dish, drained two bottles of water, and fell asleep in my recliner. I had a dream in which I was naked and surrounded by women. They appeared to be bidding on me while I could only watch, knowing I would go with the highest bidder, regardless of who she was or what she looked like. I awoke in a cold sweat, unsure as to whether the dream was a fantasy or a nightmare or both.

I pushed myself out of my recliner and tried to flush the dream from my head. In the end, nothing I dreamed or thought about mattered anymore. My future was beyond my control. And maybe that was a good thing. I stumbled to the bathroom to get ready for work. Good or bad, I just wanted to get my future settled.

*  *  *

The word came Thursday afternoon in the form of a text on my phone. "Report to the Matching Service, 75 North State St., six o'clock today."

I read the text over and over again. So, this was it. I glanced at my watch: five o'clock, quitting time. I put away my tools, washed my hands and face, and removed my coveralls. One hour of relative freedom left. How to spend it?

I got something to drink and a snack out of the machines in the break room. A couple of my co-workers, none of whom was matched, patted me on the back and wished me good luck. I'm not sure how word got out, but it seemed everyone in the large complex knew I was about to be matched. I smiled at them and said thanks. And that was the end of that. Nobody - neither man nor woman - had extended conversations at work.

I finished my snack, got in my car, and drove the twenty or so minutes to the Matching Service. I parked and entered the lobby. A receptionist greeted me with the kind of indifference I had come to expect in this new order. She made of a note of my name and instructed me to sit in one of the molded-plastic chairs. I would be called when it was my turn.


Chapter Ten

My turn came at ten minutes after six. A door opened near where I sat and a middle-aged woman wearing a long, black dress appeared. "Kyle Forty-seven," she called while looking directly at me.

I stood. "Yes, ma'am."

She pivoted toward the door. "Follow me."

"Yes, ma'am." I followed her through the door and into a large office that contained a desk with a computer and several padded visitor chairs.

The woman sat behind the desk. "I am Dr. Farinowski. Sit."

I sat and resisted the temptation to cross my legs. My heart pounded in my chest.

She shifted her eyes back and forth between me and the computer screen. Finally, she leaned back in her chair and flashed a thin smile. "Well, we've never seen this before."

I shifted my position in the chair. "Ma'am?"

She folded her hands in front of her. "Usually, the matching process is confidential. No one knows the outcome until the computer makes the final decision. However, in your case-" She paused and looked back at the computer screen. "In your case, five women have specifically requested you."

For an instant, I wondered if this wasn't my dream somehow coming true. I thought back to Sunday when Officer Moss said she would request me. At the time, I didn't know what that meant beyond the obvious. Now, I had an idea. But who were the other four women? Meredith and Jocelyn told me the matching service wouldn't consider me 'worthy', given their lofty positions in their high-tech super company.

I wanted to ask the follow up question, but I didn't. Best to remain silent and let Dr. Farinowski or whomever sort this out.

Dr. Farinowski took a deep breath. "Well, we ran everything through the computer again and put that data against the vetting algorithm to see what happens. As you may or may not know, at present, the law only permits one woman per match. Plural marriage is still illegal."

Very interesting, I thought. I wanted to stand and scream. Let's get this over with. I held my tongue. Think of this as a compliment.

She smiled again. "Okay. I understand you're probably quite anxious right now," she said.

What an understatement. But again, I said nothing.

"So, after careful consideration, we - and I mean mostly I, as I make the final decision - have decided to place you with each of the five women on consecutive nights. We'll see if any of the five ultimately rejects the match. That would make the process easier. Do you understand what I'm telling you?"

I wanted to scowl and roll my eyes, but I controlled myself. As I have said before, I may be a bit slow, but I'm not an idiot. "Yes, ma'am."

She gazed at me for what seemed like an eternity, then leaned back in her chair and looked at the computer again. She sighed and shifted her eyes back to me. "On second thought," she began, almost as though talking to herself. "Five consecutive nights with five different potential suitors seems cumbersome and overcomplicated." She paused and rubbed her hands together. "Plus, the pool of desirable men is drying up, in spite of the recent crackdown on the underground. We may have to tinker with the law a little bit." She looked at the computer one more time.

Once again, I wanted to scream. Get this over with. Once again, I stopped myself and kept my eyes mostly on the floor.

Dr. Farinowski abruptly leaned forward. Apparently, she had made her decision. She looked directly at me. "This is what we're going to do," she said. "You report here tomorrow evening at five-thirty. That is possible, is it not?"

Yes, it was possible. "Yes, ma'am."

"I will ignore the computer's recommendation and arrange for all five suitors to be here. They can decide among themselves how best to proceed." She typed something into the computer.

I exhaled the breath I'd been holding. My dream seemed to be coming true. I also noticed that Dr. Farinowski didn't mention who the women/suitors were. I guessed I would find out when the time came. It wasn't important for me to know.

"Okay, Kyle Forty-seven. You may leave. I will notify the five suitors and your employer that you need to leave work early and that you may not be available for work on Saturday. When you report tomorrow evening, bring a change of clothes. Okay?"

Recognizing that I was now dismissed, I stood. "Yes, ma'am."

The door to the office opened, seemingly on its own. I gave Dr. Farinowski a side glance and left, more confused than when I entered.

On the drive back to my apartment, I pondered my situation. Five women had requested me. Tomorrow evening, I would present myself to these five and they would decide who got me. Who were these five women? How would they decide? Would I have a say in all this? I laughed at the last question. Of course, I wouldn't have a say. It appeared I had ceased to be a human male. I was now an object and nothing more.

But then, I thought, men had been objectifying women for centuries via 'arranged' marriages or sometimes just by buying a woman and holding her, not bothering to ask if she wanted to be held. This new order had turned those centuries of male dominance completely around. And maybe that was a good thing. As I said before, I'm no misogynist. Besides, I had my chance to run and didn't take it.

But what if I didn't like the woman who eventually 'won' me? I laughed at that question too. If I didn't like her, too bad. I would have to learn to live with it.

I picked up a fast-food meal and sat in my recliner to eat it. I hoped that no matter how my life turned out, I would get to keep my recliner. It had been my best friend for ten years. As if to prove my point, I slumped into the soft cushions and fell asleep.

*  *  *

The next day, Friday, I could hardly concentrate on my work. I kept looking at the clock. Part of wanted the time to go slower; another part of me wanted the opposite. Let's just get this over with. In many ways, the anxiety and uncertainty were mind-numbing.

Finally, at a quarter to five, Ms. Compton phoned the maintenance area. She informed me that I was free to clock out. She also told me not to worry about coming to work tomorrow, that she would be in contact with the matching service. I simply said thank you and left the maintenance area.

I arrived at the building at five twenty-five and entered the lobby carrying a small satchel that contained my clothes for tomorrow. I didn't think I would need anything else.

The receptionist glanced at me and pointed toward the door that led to the back of the building. "Go on in," she said. "I believe they're waiting for you." The door opened on its own.

"Thank you, ma'am," I said and pivoted toward the opening not knowing what to expect.

In the corridor, a woman wearing a long green dress confronted me. "Kyle Forty-seven?"

"Yes, ma'am."

She scanned me. "Room 146, last door on the right."

"Thank you, ma'am." I glanced down the long corridor and saw a row of closed doors. I didn't see any other people, male or female.

I found room 146. The door was partially open. I pushed on it and peered through the opening. From my vantage point, I could see it was a large room with several chairs, a queen-size bed, and the usual wooden bench. There was no doubt what the room was used for.

"Kyle, come in," came a soft female voice that sounded vaguely familiar.

I pushed the door open completely and took a tentative step inside the room. What I saw stunned me. Sitting in a row beside a long table were five women. I recognized two immediately: Officer Moss and Marie Frontiere, Ms. Compton's executive assistant and chief accountant. I thought I recognized two others. One I had seen in Anderson's; the other might have been at the Dragon Palace on Sunday. I didn't recognize the fifth woman at all.

All five women gazed at me. "Kyle, sit on the bench," Officer Moss said.

I positioned myself on the bench. Wait for it, I told myself. Just wait for it.

Officer Moss, who seemed to be the designated spokeswoman for the group, stood. "Kyle, I am sure that right now you're very confused. Am I right?"

I nodded. Confused was an understatement. "Yes, ma'am."

"We have all requested you as a match," Officer Moss said. "As Dr. Farinowski explained, the five of us are supposed to work this out among us. First, let's introduce ourselves. You already know me from our encounter on Sunday. I was Officer Moss then. Today, I am Detective Sergeant Olivia Moss. Promotions have come pretty fast in the PD, especially since our commissioner pushed out most of the men." She sat.

The next woman stood. She wasn't quite as tall as Detective Moss, but just as imposing. "Kyle, I'm Jaylynn Jefferson, Lieutenant Jefferson of the PD. You may have seen me at the Dragon Palace on Sunday. I was the lead detective." She sat.

The next woman stood, the one I recognized as Marie Frontiere. "Kyle, you already know me," she said. "I've been observing you for three years and waiting for you to come on the market." She sat.

The next woman stood. She wore a long, white dress. Dark blonde hair spilled over her shoulders. She had wire rim glasses and no makeup. "Kyle, I am Professor Tonya Runyon. You may have seen me at Anderson's. I am a professor of gender psychology at the university. You fascinate me. I believe you would be a perfect match, certainly much better than the grizzled math professor they tried to palm off on me." She sat.

The last woman in the row stood. She cut a stately pose. "Kyle, I don't think you've ever seen me. I'm Maddie Monroe. I'm the principal attorney for the city and one of the members of city council. Like the others, I have rejected several matches. When I saw your profile and heard about you from Lieutenant Jefferson, I knew I wanted to get together with you." She sat.

What now, I wondered. Sitting in front of me was an imposing group of women; all well-educated professionals. What did they want with me? I wasn't worthy of any of them, let alone all of them. I took a deep breath. "Ladies, it is a privilege to meet you."

They all smiled and looked at each other. "I told you," Detective Moss said.

The other four nodded.

I began to fidget. The bench was uncomfortable and my brain was spinning.

"Kyle, obviously we have a dilemma," Maddie Monroe said. "And we are here this evening to work it out."

"Yes," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "We've already been talking to each other and have discovered that we're all in the same boat, so to speak. We've all been matched with unsuitable men. We all know the pool has dried up along with our chances of getting an acceptable man."

Professor Runyon sighed. "All that's left are old men no self-respecting woman would ever want, men who stopped being men, and boys who came of age after the change and who lack, shall we say, your masculine qualities. And those boys are being matched with younger women anyway."

So, I thought, I am desirable because I am a masculine male who obeys orders, knows when to keep his mouth shut, and can take a spanking. I wasn't sure I found that flattering. Still, I said nothing. It was up to them to work it out. However, in truth, as I scanned the five women arrayed before me, I wasn't put off. They were all attractive in their own way, and I wouldn't have minded going home with any of them - or all of them.

Detective Moss looked at me. "Kyle, excuse us for a few minutes." She shifted to her companions. "Ladies, let's talk."

The five women moved their chairs so they now sat in a circle. They put their heads together and had what appeared to be a heated discussion that I couldn't make out, although I did hear my name mentioned a couple of times.

As I watched and tried to listen, I realized I needed to go to the bathroom. I thought maybe I could hold it until they finished their conversation; however, after several minutes, my bladder began to send urgent messages I could no longer ignore. I slid off the bench. "Uh... ladies," I said.

Three of the women looked up at me.

"Please, I need to use the bathroom."

Lieutenant Jefferson scowled and pointed to a door behind the table.

"Thank you, ma'am," I said and scurried past them to the bathroom. I did my business, remembering to put the seat down like my mother taught me, and returned to my perch on the bench. The five women, I noted, still had their heads together.

After what seemed like an eternity, they broke apart. Professor Runyon approached me. "Kyle, take off your clothes."

Another test of obedience, I thought. Any hesitation or protest would no doubt prolong the process and result in punishment. I slid off the bench and quickly stripped out of my clothes. Professor Runyon circled me, occasionally touching my naked body.

"Not at all bad," she declared. "You were right, Olivia." She put two smooth fingers on my penis. In spite of my best efforts to remain impassive, my penis stiffened. She laughed. "Not unimpressive."

"Sperm count is adequate, according to the Service report," Maddie Monroe said.

"Sergeant Abernathy indicated he's good in bed, follows orders," Lieutenant Jefferson said.

I shrugged - I couldn't help it. They talked about me as though I wasn't actually there. I took a step back. "Ladies, can I say something, please, and not get into trouble?"

"We can't promise that," Maddie Monroe said.

I took a deep breath to bolster my courage. I may have been simply an object to them, but to me I was still a man who had at least a little pride left. "Look, I'm just a guy who fixes trucks," I said. "I don't understand most of what's going on in the world or in this room. But I guess I do understand the need for change. My mother had the courage to divorce her abusive husband. She raised me to respect women, and if she was still alive today, she would applaud this new order."

All five looked at me, then looked at each other. "Kyle, what's your point?" Lieutenant Jefferson said.

"I don't know," Professor Runyon interjected. "He's got a right to be confused. Gender identity can be very fluid, especially in today's world. For a man like Kyle, the change came very fast, probably too fast for him to process."

Okay, I thought, I recognize an insult when I hear one. But, in truth, she was right, at least about the change coming too fast. "I-"

Lieutenant Jefferson held up her hand to stop me. "Kyle, sit down and shut up," she said. "We have to sort this out, and you're not helping."

For some reason, I could feel myself growing more and more indignant. I didn't sit as ordered. "But-"

Once again, Lieutenant Jefferson stopped me. "I thought you said he was obedient, Olivia."

"Well, he was on Sunday," Detective Moss said.

"And the reports on that were positive," Maddie Monroe said.

Lieutenant Jefferson huffed. "I can see he still has a petulant streak in him. Let's gag him and tie him over the bench. He could probably benefit from a solid paddling."


Chapter Eleven

Professor Runyon shook her head. "Let's not be so hasty," she said. "He's got a right to be confused and ask for clarification. As I said before, gender identity can be very fluid, and he has a lot to process." She turned to me. "Don't you agree, Kyle?"

I felt like my head was going to explode. I knew that punishment was probably inevitable so might as well get it over with and say my piece in the process. I took a deep breath and swallowed hard. "I didn't think it was my place to agree or disagree," I said in a not-so-humble voice.

The eyes of all five women widened. "Of all the impertinence," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "I don't know about you ladies, but I've heard enough." She took a step toward me.

But Professor Runyon stopped her and smiled. I guess the academic in her was piqued. "We'll get to that in a few minutes," she said. Once again, she turned to me. "Okay, Kyle. You already know you're going to be punished for your impertinence. You might as well finish what you were going to say."

I took a step back toward the bench. I had already forgotten I was naked in front of five women. "Look," I began, "I apologize if I offended anyone." I glanced at Professor Runyon. "Professor, I've never been to college; I'm not smart enough. But with all due respect to your position and to the new order, I believe your ideas about men are... misguided."

She continued to flash what was probably a patronizing smile. "What do you mean? Please clarify."

I took another step back, realizing I was way out of my league. "For most men, there's no... gender confusion. We know who we are and what we are. Most men - at least the men I've known - are not complicated. Look at me. I fix trucks. I like working with my hands. It's the only thing I'm good at. I like sports and hiking in the woods. I like an occasional beer. I watch war movies. And I like having sex. You can have your new order. Women can rule the world. I don't really care. You can banish all the men you believe are troublemakers. Again, I don't really care. I have no problem working with and for women." I paused and took another deep breath.

All five women continued to stare at me with their mouths wide open, as though they had never heard anything like this before. But they made no attempt to stop me.

"All I'm saying," I continued, realizing I might as well let it all out while I had the chance. "If you want men with some masculine qualities, you have to let us be men sometimes. I don't think it's all that difficult or complicated." I stopped and lowered my eyes to the floor. I had said my piece.

After a few seconds, Lieutenant Jefferson looked around her. "Kyle, are you finished?"

I nodded. Time to suffer the consequences of my rant. "Yes, ma'am." I turned toward the bench and bent my upper body over the seat. "I know I deserve to be spanked."

Maddie Monroe nudged Professor Runyon. "Well, Tonya, what do you think?"

"He's more articulate than I would've given him credit for and probably made a couple of valid points," Professor Runyon said. "Still, though, he probably does deserve a paddling for speaking out so boldly. We certainly can't tolerate that in the future. He needs to learn that."

"And he appears to be asking for it," Marie Frontiere said.

"Who's going to do it?" Professor Runyon asked.

"I've already spanked him once," Detective Moss said. "I did find a school paddle in the cabinet. Maybe you guys can take turns."

"Well, I'm not shy about it," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "Olivia, give me the paddle. I'll go first."

"Not too hard, though," Maddie Monroe said. "Don't break him until I get my turn."

I lifted my head and watched Lieutenant Jefferson approach, paddle in hand. "Don't worry. I hear he's pretty tough."

I was sorry to hear I had a reputation for toughness. I had a feeling that reputation was about to be tested.

Lieutenant Jefferson put a rough left hand on my bottom. "Okay, Mr. Tough Guy," she said. "One of my jobs has been to break men like you. And I'm proud to say I've done it many times, reduced grown men to tears, gotten them to beg me for mercy and promise me anything. But I won't do it this time. I'll let the others have the honor."

While I closed my eyes and grimaced, she swung the paddle and struck a solid strike to my left cheek. God, it hurt. Pain raced up and down my back. I braced myself. A second later, she struck again, this time concentrating on my right cheek. Then, before I had a chance to react, she struck again and again, laying down a barrage of ten well-placed strokes that nearly broke me.

She stopped and handed the paddle to Marie Frontiere. "All yours, Marie."

"Thank you, Jaylynn," Marie said. She gripped the paddle and turned to me. "You know, Kyle, I've wanted to do this for a long time. I've watched Krista spank a few people, but I've never gotten my own chance."

She retracted the paddle and struck the crease between my left upper thigh and bottom. I gritted my teeth, although her stroke hadn't been as hard as Lieutenant Jefferson's had been. I could tell that Marie was no pro.

She struck five more times, then stopped and caressed my wounded backside with her long, smooth fingers. "Well, I've had my turn," she said. "Who's next?"

Maddie Monroe took the paddle from Marie's trembling hand. "You ladies want me to finish him?"

"Go for it," Professor Runyon said. "I don't need a turn."

Maddie Monroe retracted her right arm. "Okay, Kyle. I may be a lawyer and a politician, but I do know how to administer a good paddling to a miscreant." She took a deep breath but didn't swing. "You know, Kyle, I'm impressed. You've taken seventeen strokes and not uttered a peep. The last sorry excuse for a man Fiona tried to match me with begged for mercy after ten strokes of the hairbrush."

"Did you show him any mercy?" Lieutenant Jefferson asked.

"Hell, no," Maddie Monroe said, laughing. "I really let him have it, then sent him back to the matching service. By the way, whatever happened to him anyway?"

"What was his name? Do you remember?" Detective Moss asked.

Maddie Monroe paused as though thinking. "Lucas something. Uh... Lucas Scott Harvey. I think he said he'd been a supervisor at Home Depot or something."

"I found him," Detective Moss said, apparently looking at her phone. "He's been reported as a fugitive."

Maddie Monroe huffed. "Well, I wouldn't dedicate too many resources trying to bring him back."

"If he's caught, he'll go to the matching service in South Carolina. There are some unattached women there who'll make good use of him."

Maddie Monroe huffed again. "They can have him." She turned back toward me. "Okay, Kyle. I've been tasked with breaking you. But I'm not sure I want to do that just yet. We still have the rest of the night to sort this out."

I opened my eyes, hopeful that this ordeal might actually be over, at least for the time being. But no such luck.

Maddie Monroe retracted the paddle again. "Still, five good whacks with the paddle might serve to curb your attitude and encourage you to keep your mouth shut for the rest of the evening."

Immediately after saying that, she launched the paddle forward, striking a vulnerable spot just below my right coccyx. I groaned with the pain and tightened my fingers. A second later, she struck a solid stroke to the center of my left bottom. She followed this up with three more strokes delivered in rapid succession. The fire in my backside intensified dramatically.

A stray tear formed in my right eye and began to trickle down my cheek. I bit down on my tongue to keep from uttering a sound. I was determined not to break, although I'm not sure why. Perhaps my male pride, which had occasionally gotten me into trouble, even before the changeover.

Maddie Monroe lowered the paddle to her side and stepped back. She traced a bruise on my bottom with the fingers of her left hand. "Kyle, I am impressed," she said. "I have to respect a man who can take his punishment." She turned toward the others, then turned back. "Oh, you can get up now and sit on the bench while we confer. As your lawyer, I advise you to keep your mouth shut. Okay?"

I pushed myself up from the bench and resisted the urge to cup my wounded bottom. I glanced around the room. The five women were now all huddled in a group. "Yes, ma'am." I hoisted myself on to the bench, grimacing when my backside came into contact with the hard wood.

While I sat silently and watched, the women apparently plotted their future and mine. Occasionally, a sliver of pain shot up my spinal cord, reminding me of my status. I glanced at the clock over the table. It was now nearly seven o'clock.

For the next fifteen minutes or so, the women conversed. Marie Frontiere appeared to take notes while Detective Moss occasionally consulted a laptop computer. Finally, they nodded to each other and turned toward me, lining up in a row.

"Kyle, I think we've reached a solution we can all live with and that will satisfy the law," Maddie Monroe said. "Ladies, are we all agreed?"

"Yes," the other four said in unison.

Maddie Monroe, apparently now the spokesperson for the group, smiled. "One of us will claim you as her husband. The other four will move into a large house with the two of you. We can't all legally marry you, but we can share you."

Share me? I dared to look up. I tried to imagine having to serve five mistresses. I remembered my recent experience with Jocelyn and Meredith and recalled that I would have gladly gone home with both of them, if it had been possible. Which one of these five women would be elected to marry me?

Detective Moss leaned forward in her chair. "We're going to pool our salaries and buy an empty bed and breakfast that just came on the market." She turned to Marie Frontiere. "Marie, what will happen with Kyle's salary and any money he has in the bank?"

"Well, of course, his paycheck will go to his wife, according to the new law enacted last year. I'm not sure about his bank account."

"His wife can claim that as marital assets," Maddie Monroe said. "Although from what we've been able to see, Kyle hasn't been all that thrifty. Still, there's enough there to help us with the down payment."

A part of me found this almost fascinating. My future and my finances, such as they were, in play and I had absolutely no say in the matter.

"Which one of us marries him?" Lieutenant Jefferson asked.

"Does it matter?" Marie Frontiere asked.

"From a legal perspective, yes," Maddie Monroe said. "The wife has the legal access to all the marital assets, so it has to be someone we all trust."

The five looked around at each other. "Maybe we should vote on it," Marie Frontiere said.

"Okay. Does anyone not want to marry Kyle?" Maddie Monroe asked.

No one spoke up. Again, I found this fascinating in a perverse sort of way.

"All right. Let's vote then."

"Wait a minute," Detective Moss said. "Won't we all just vote for ourselves?"

"Well, we can't just do rock-paper-scissors," Maddie Monroe said.

Lieutenant Jefferson huffed. "Oh, hell," she said. "One of you can marry him. I was already married once. But he turned out to be a bastard. I had him sent to Greenland."

Maddie Monroe nodded. "Anyone else want to drop out?"

"I wouldn't mind marrying him," Detective Moss said. "But with my new position, I will be away from home a lot. It's probably better if I don't marry him."

Maddie Monroe nodded again. "That eliminates the police."

Professor Runyon leaned forward. "Count me out," she said. "I think he's an interesting case study, and I'm anxious to see how he performs in the bedroom. But it may be a conflict of interest for me to actually marry him."

"Okay. That leaves me and Marie," Maddie Monroe said. "And speaking for myself, I also may not be the best candidate. Although like Tonya I look forward to spending quality time with him, the people in this city and county that I serve may consider him less than worthy to be my husband. They would expect at least another former professional."

That stung a little. But I had gotten used to it. And a part of me agreed with her. In reality, I didn't think I was worthy of any of them.

All the women turned toward Marie Frontiere. "Well, Marie. It looks like you're elected," Maddie Monroe said. "Do you accept?"

Marie looked at her companions, then at me. "It would be my privilege," she said.

Lieutenant Jefferson flashed a thin smile as she touched Marie's arm. "Marie, we're trusting you," she said, "since you have access to his money - our money."

Marie smiled. "I wouldn't dream of trying to cheat the police," she said. "And I do have some control over his schedule, in case we need to use him in other capacities."

Maddie Monroe stood. "Are we all agreed then? Marie will marry Kyle?"

Lieutenant Jefferson, Detective Moss, and Professor Runyon all said yes at the same time.

Maddie Monroe nodded and turned toward me. "Then it's settled. Marie will marry Kyle. Can we get it arranged by next weekend?"

"I don't think it will be a problem," Marie said.

"Maddie, how soon can we get the house?" Professor Runyon asked.

Detective Moss consulted her phone. "It's available now," she said. "We need to pool our money on Monday so we can make the down payment."

"I haven't seen it yet," Professor Runyon said. "Is it move-in ready?"

"Olivia and I toured it this morning right after we got the word from Fiona that we would be meeting as a group," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "It appears to be in good condition. Probably needs a few renovations here and there. But it even comes furnished."

"I checked with a few contractors this afternoon," Marie said. "I think we can get the renovations done in two weeks."

"Again, we're all agreed? We get together on Monday afternoon and make the down payment?" Maddie Monroe asked. She looked at me. "What about it, Kyle? Will you be joining us on Monday?"

Upon hearing my name, I glanced up. "Do I have a choice?" It was a stupid and self-destructive thing to say, and I was sorry as soon as I said it.

Lieutenant Jefferson stood and took a step toward me. "My god, boy. Haven't you been spanked enough this evening?"

I lowered my eyes to the floor. Yes, I had been spanked enough. "I'm sorry," I said in my most humble voice. "If Ms. Frontiere and Ms. Compton let me leave early so I can make it to the bank."

"I think I can arrange that," Marie said.

"We'll meet at the realtor's office on Margin Road at five to complete the transaction," Maddie Monroe said. "I know the broker personally and can expedite the paperwork. I think we can tour the house Monday evening."

Marie stood and took a step toward me. "God, this is exciting."

Lieutenant Jefferson huffed. "I hope you still think it's exciting in a few weeks."

Maddie Monroe scowled. "Now, Jaylynn, don't ruin it for her. Just because you had a bad experience."

Lieutenant Jefferson flashed a wicked smile. "I didn't say it was a bad experience," she said. "In fact, I rather enjoyed sending that bastard to Greenland."

"Well, now that we've got this dilemma settled, what do we do for the rest of the evening?" Detective Moss asked.

Maddie Monroe looked at the small laptop on the table. "First, we contact Fiona and tell her we've agreed on a solution. After that, we order some dinner. I'm starving. Then, I believe we see what the boy can do, find out if he's worth it."

Marie opened the door to the outer corridor and disappeared. A minute later, she came back with Dr. Farinowski.

"Fiona, we've got this settled," Maddie Monroe said.

Dr. Farinowski smiled as she looked around the room. "I'm listening."

"Marie is going to marry Kyle," Maddie Monroe said. "And the five of us are going to buy a house and live together. We're going to share him."

Dr. Farinowski once again scanned the room. "And you're all agreed?"

"Yes," all five women said simultaneously.

Dr. Farinowski nodded. "Okay. I will record that Kyle Forty-seven is matched with Marie Frontiere and remove the names of you other four from the matching service list. What you do after that is your own business." She rotated toward the door. "Nice job, ladies. I will arrange for dinner to be brought in."

"Thanks, Fiona," Maddie Monroe said.

Professor Runyon stood, raised her dress above her waist, and removed her white silk panties. "All right, ladies. While we wait for dinner, shall we see what the boy can do?"

The other four women looked at each other, then smiled. They all removed their panties and sat in their chairs with their legs spread wide.

Maddie Monroe beckoned to me. "Okay, Kyle. Your file indicates you know how to please a woman. Come over here and prove it."

What red-blooded, heterosexual male could resist an order like that? Not me. I scanned the five sets of pubic areas arrayed before me, got off my bench, and crawled over to the first in line, which happened to be Lieutenant Jefferson.

I put my head between her powerful thighs and extended my tongue toward her clitoris. She put a strong hand on top of my hand and urged to get to work, which I did with abandon. She began moaning and tightened her grip on my head.

And while my tongue swirled around her gaping vagina, I felt five hard slaps to my already-wounded bottom. "I couldn't resist," Marie said with a sparkle in her voice. "Kyle, hurry up though. The rest of us are getting impatient."

"Marie, let the boy alone," Lieutenant Jefferson said in a breathy voice. "You'll get your turn."

A short time after she said this, she let out a small shriek and nearly choked me with her thighs as she experienced a powerful climax. A minute or so later, she relaxed and lifted her hand off my head. She raised a leg and pushed me back onto the floor. "Not bad," she said. "I'd ask you to do it again but you have other customers waiting. Maybe later."

"Kyle, get over here," Marie said. She had slid forward on her chair completely exposing the lower half of her body.

I scooted over to her. "Yes, ma'am."

I got between her legs and went to work. She tasted sweeter than Lieutenant Jefferson, and for a moment I was glad she would be my wife.

A few minutes after I started, she came in a gush, letting out a small scream and tightening her legs around my head. When her breathing returned to normal, she pushed me onto the floor. "Wow." It was all she said.

For the next fifteen or so minutes, I went down the line until I had tongued all five women to orgasm. It was the most incredible experience of my life, and at least for that moment, I was very glad I didn't run. I tried to imagine seeing these five women every night in various states of dress and undress, servicing them at their request. In many ways, this was the ultimate male fantasy, and I was poised to live it.

When I had finished my work, the women allowed me to return to my bench to await the arrival of food. They all re-dressed and talked among themselves. A part of me felt very tired while another part felt very stimulated. I glanced over at them and coughed to get their attention. "Uh... excuse me," I said in a meek voice. "Could I please get some water and maybe put my clothes back on? I'm getting a little cold."

They all looked up at me. "Get a bottle of water out of the refrigerator," Maddie Monroe said.

"And I think we've seen enough of your body for a while," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "Although, I have to admit, it isn't bad."

Marie took a step toward me. "I think I saw some robes in the closet next to the bathroom. Put one of those on."

I slid off the bench. "Thank you, ma'am," I said. I retrieved a bottle of water and found a long, terry-cloth robe.

A few minutes later, dinner arrived. The women sat around the table and divided up the pasta and salad. Just before she started to eat, Marie looked over at me. "Kyle, come and get yourself something."

"Thank you, ma'am." I ventured to the table and filled a plate. They didn't invite me to sit with them, so I took my plate back to my bench.

For the next three hours, I sat on my bench, huddled in my robe, and watched the five women interact. They were all very attractive, but in different ways. I wondered if any of them would want to go a step further this evening and test my ability in bed. But as I watched, I determined they were more interested in each other than they were in me. Better get used to it, I thought.

Finally, at around eleven, the party, such as it was, seemed to break up. "I'm going to go on home," Detective Moss said. "I'm on duty in the morning."

"Same here," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "We'll see you on Monday."

Maddie Monroe also pivoted toward the door. "I've got a lot of things to attend to before our meeting on Monday." She joined her two police companions at the door.

Professor Runyon looked at the trio by the door, then shifted to Marie. "Well, Marie, are you going to stay, see what you're about to marry?"

Marie looked back and forth between Professor Runyon and me. "Sure, I'll stay," she said. "Why not? Are you staying, Tonya?"

Professor waved to the three by the door. "You ladies go ahead. I'll see you on Monday afternoon at the realtor's office." Once the three left, she turned back to Marie. "Marie, if you don't mind sharing him, let's see what he can do."

"Good idea," Marie said. "Kyle, get that robe off and join us in bed."

I slid off my bench and shed my robe. It was about time they got to me, although I would never have dared say that.

Both Professor Runyon and Marie removed their clothes. Both had very nice bodies. I stiffened immediately in anticipation.

Marie looked over at me and licked her lips. "On the bed on your back," she ordered.

"Yes, ma'am." I did as ordered.

Marie slipped a condom over my penis, straddled me, and impaled herself. As she rocked back and forth, she glanced at me. "I think Tonya would appreciate it if you didn't come. Understand?"

That was a difficult order. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. "Yes, ma'am. I'll try."

She smiled and continued her rocking until she had an earthquake of a climax. I don't know how I managed it, but I didn't come.

Marie disengaged and got off the bed. "Your turn, Tonya."

Professor Runyon licked her lips, removed the condom, and replaced it with another. "We can't be too careful," she said. She fingered herself for a minute or two, then impaled herself on my erection. She closed her eyes, put an index finger on her clitoris, and went to work. She climaxed in less than a minute. "Do it, Kyle," she said.

I opened my eyes. "Yes, ma'am." I allowed myself to move a little inside her and came a moment or two later. It was an incredible sense of relief.

She disengaged when I shriveled and lay down beside me. She kissed my sweating neck. "You know, Kyle. You're pretty special. I'm going to enjoy living with you. But with all due respect to Marie and the others, I'm not so sure about the sharing part."

Marie lay down on my other side. "I know what you mean, Tonya. And don't forget, he'll be my husband, so I get first dibs."

"We'll see about that," Professor Runyon said.

Flanked by two beautiful women who both wanted me, I closed my eyes and fell asleep.


Chapter Twelve

On Monday, Marie arranged for me to leave early. I went to the bank and withdrew all my money I had saved for the past ten years - yet another step toward total submission. I realized that after I married Marie, she would have complete control over my finances.

I met Marie at the realtor's office. We were soon joined by the other four and Helene Jankowski, the broker handling the sale of the bed-and-breakfast we were buying. With Maddie expediting the paperwork, we concluded the sale in less than thirty minutes. Consistent with the new laws regarding male ownership, my name didn't appear on the deed even though I had contributed a substantial sum toward the down payment and the majority of my paycheck would be used to pay the mortgage. At first, that bothered me a little. But after I thought about it, I knew it didn't make any difference whether my name was on the deed or not. It would be my home as well as theirs.

After the conclusion of the sale, we toured the house. It was a true gem, a ten-thousand-square-foot mansion built in the 1920s and carefully updated to reflect its function as a bed-and-breakfast. It had eight bedrooms, all with adjoining bathrooms, a large living area and kitchen. It also had a finished basement, part of which served as a theater room, and five acres of lawn and trees. Finally, the estate had a five-car garage and two large sheds. I learned as we toured that I would be responsible for maintaining the grounds. I understood that I would perpetually be busy. Yet, when told, I simply answered, yes, ma'am. It was not my place to complain.

When we concluded the tour, Marie turned to me. "I love our new house," she said. "I claim the blue bedroom for Kyle and me." The blue bedroom was the largest and had been the owner suite.

The other four didn't contradict her. However, they did look at me. "Don't forget, Marie, that we're sharing both the house and your husband," Professor Runyon said.

Marie smiled. "I won't forget." Then she turned again toward me. "And Kyle, as a wedding gift, I think you should have the small bedroom on the third floor to use as a sort of man-cave. Okay with the rest of you?"

"Okay with me," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "As long as he gets his work done and comes when he's called."

"What about it, Kyle?" Maddie Monroe asked.

I was actually pleased to have my own space, even if I rarely got a chance to use it. "It is my privilege to serve," I said. "Thank you all for including me."

They all smiled and took turns patting my head and back.

*  *  *

The following Saturday afternoon, Marie and I married in a small ceremony at her church - and naturally by a female pastor. I became Kyle Kurtz Frontiere, according to the new custom.

After the ceremony, Marie and I, accompanied by our four new partners, had dinner at an exclusive restaurant, paid for by one of Maddie Monroe's law clients and a loyal constituent. Then, while the other four moved into our new house - which had been renovated during the week, compliments of another of Maddie Monroe's clients - Marie and I went to the Douglas Inn, a small boutique hotel.

When we settled into our suite, Marie sat in the armchair. "Kyle, sit at my feet."

I immediately sank to the floor in front of her.

She glanced down at me and smiled. "Kyle, I know the last few years have been hard on you and all the other men who didn't run or get banished."

I lowered my eyes. Was I supposed to say something? "Ma'am, I don't know-"

She stopped me with her hand and chuckled. "It's just the two of us here, so let's dispense with the absurd formalities. Please call me Marie. After all, I am your wife. Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am... I mean, Marie."

"I also know you're not much of a conversationalist. That's okay. But I want you to know that you can talk to me at home when we're alone. I accept that I'm your - what's the word? - dominant, so to speak. And I will take that role seriously, both at home and at work. But we can also be friends of a sort. Okay?"

I dared to look up at her and smiled. "I would like that."

She rose from her chair. "Then it's settled. I know I will have to share you with the others, but tonight belongs to us. Get your clothes off and stand with your face against the wall. I will call you when I'm ready for you."

I pushed myself up from the floor, stripped out of my wedding suit, and moved to the wall. I pressed my nose against it.

"You should probably get used to this position," she said. "If I ever have to punish you, I will put you in this position first, give you some time to think about it."

Ah, corner time. My mother had used it occasionally. I didn't like it very much but knew it was my wife's decision. Like everything else, I would have to get used to it.

I don't know long I stood there, not daring to turn around. I thought I heard drawers opening and sheets pulled back on the bed. What was she doing?

Finally, just as my back was about to give out, Marie tapped me on the shoulder. "You may turn toward me."

I turned and my eyes practically bulged out of my head. Marie stood before me completely naked, flashing a body that was absolutely stunning. I guessed she had come prepared for the wedding night. She had even shaved her pubic hair.

She smiled at me and took my hand. "Kyle, over time, we will experiment with all kinds of things. But tonight, I want straightforward, old-fashioned, man-on-woman sex. I've already made myself come twice while you were against the wall. Now I want you inside me - no condom. I'm thirty years old and ready to get pregnant. Can you accommodate me?"

I dared to touch the side of her cheek, noting that she had a vulnerable side to her. At that moment, I actually felt love for her. I wanted to be both assertive and gentle in making her wish come true. I nodded. "Yes, ma'am. I can accommodate you. With your permission."

I reached down and scooped her up in my arms. I carried her to the bed and carefully lay her on her back. She spread her legs and raised her knees. "Do it," she ordered.

Even though I wanted to, I didn't just jump on the bed and attack her. Rather, I slipped onto the bed, cradled her in my arms, and entered her. I thrust slowly and gently until she began to feel it. With her urging me on, I moved faster and faster until I couldn't hold back any longer. I groaned and she shrieked as we seemed to come at the same time - no small feat.

I collapsed on top of her and remained there until I slipped out of her, carrying a small strand of semen with me. I rolled over on my side and pulled her into my arms. I dared to kiss her sweating neck. "Thank you, Marie," I said in a whisper.

She grinned at me and kissed me back. "Tonya was right. You are special. I hope I don't have to share you too often."

"I hope that too," I said.

I believe we both fell asleep in that position, just like two lovers in the old days before the changeover.

The next morning, I awoke with Marie standing at the side of the bed gazing at me. She was still naked. "Good morning, my husband," she said with a broad smile on her unadorned face.

I opened my eyes fully and returned her smile. I was momentarily stunned by how beautiful she appeared. "Good morning," I said.

"Go to the bathroom and come back to bed," she ordered.

I rolled out of bed. "Yes, ma'am."

When I returned from the bathroom, I found Marie sitting on the side of the bed with her legs spread, a position I recognized immediately.

She crooked a finger and beckoned me to approach. "What we did yesterday evening was very satisfying and belonged to both of us. This morning belongs to me. Come over here and take care of me."

I got on my knees and crawled toward her. "Yes, ma'am."

I reached her and went to work. She came in a matter of a few minutes, moaning loudly and squeezing my head between her thighs. She relaxed and slid off the bed into a standing position. "On the bed on your back."

I knew what she wanted, and it was okay because I wanted the same thing. "Yes, ma'am." I climbed onto the bed and rolled onto my back. My penis stuck straight up.

Marie chuckled, got on the bed, and impaled herself. She rocked back and forth and moved up and down, using my penis to make herself come, which she did in less than five minutes. I let loose right after she did, a bit surprised I had that much left after our experience the evening before.

She collapsed on top of me and kissed my neck. "Kyle, I think we're going to be very good together," she said. She looked into my eyes and smiled. "Maybe Tonya and Jaylynn are wrong. Not all men are bad."

I dared to laugh. "No, they're right," I said. "It just takes the patience and guidance of a wonderful woman to bring out the good."

She rolled off me and allowed me to cradle her in my arms. She kissed me again. "Well, if that's the case, I intend to keep you on a short leash."

"Probably a good idea," I said. At that moment, I was happier than I had ever been before. I didn't want it to end.

I believe after that exchange we dozed a little.

We awoke with the late morning sun in our eyes. Marie nudged me. "Kyle, order us some breakfast. I want two eggs scrambled, wheat toast lightly buttered, fruit, and orange juice. Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am," I said. I got out of bed, picked up the room phone, and placed the order.

After breakfast, we showered together. She left the bathroom to put on her makeup and fix her hair while I remained to finish shaving. When I emerged from the bathroom, I found Marie sitting on the side of the bed with her big hairbrush in her hand.

She looked at me and lightly shook her head. "You know, Kyle, I almost hate to do this," she began. "But the others will fully expect me to spank you before we leave as a sort of sign of my position of authority in our marriage."

I swallowed hard. I didn't want to get spanked, especially after a hot shower. However, I understood her dilemma and her logic. I definitely didn't want her to lose face, so to speak. I flashed a small smile. "It's all right," I said. "I probably need it to keep me on the straight and narrow."

Then, without waiting to be summoned, I walked over to her, shed my towel, and draped myself across her lap. She raised her right arm. "Thank you," she said in a near whisper. She proceeded to lay down a stinging barrage of stroke after stroke after stroke.

I choked back a protest and tried to keep my body still. I couldn't believe how much the hairbrush hurt. Not quite as bad as the school paddle, but definitely effective in inducing pain.

She finished with a flourish that brought tears to my eyes. I hoped that the severity of this spanking would satisfy our new partners. I knew it would definitely keep me on the straight and narrow for a while.

She put the hairbrush beside her on the bed and gently massaged my scorched flesh. "You poor boy," she said. "You didn't really deserve that, but it had to be done."

I managed a weak smile. "It... it's okay."

She rubbed my neck. "Let's get dressed and go home."

I pushed myself up from her lap and got off the bed. I started to put my clothes on, but Marie had one more surprise for me. "Kyle, wait," she said.

I stopped short of the small suitcase and turned back to her.

She bent her upper body over the bed and spread her legs. "I want you to do me from behind," she said, looking over her shoulder. "I've never done it that way before. Can you manage?"

I glanced down. My penis was way ahead of me. "Yes, ma'am."

She huffed. "Enough of the ma'ams. Get over here and stick that thing in me, and don't be too gentle about it."

I had to stop myself from saying yes, ma'am. I settled for nodding. I walked over to her, stuck two fingers into her vagina and massaged her clitoris to get her more lubricated. Then, when I thought she was ready, I inserted myself into her and thrust hard and fast. I didn't think I would actually come, but I did. I believe she came also.

When I drooped, I slipped out of her and kissed her on the neck. I helped her up into a standing position. She touched my cheek. "Thank you for that," she said. "I don't know that I would want that all the time, but it was better than I was expecting."

We were both spent and nearly collapsed onto the bed. However, we recovered, got dressed, and headed back to our new home.

When we arrived, our four partners greeted us with enthusiasm. "Marie, how was it?" Detective Moss asked.

Marie smiled and tickled my fingers. "Not bad," she said. "I'm not so sure I want to share him."

"Did you have to spank him?" Professor Runyon asked.

Marie nodded. She had been right about their expectations. "Only once," she said. "He's pretty well behaved."

"Good to hear it," Professor Runyon said. "But I think he'll need at least a weekly maintenance spanking. Do you all agree?"

The other four, including Marie, all said yes at the same time. Thus, it was decided that one of them would spank me once a week for the same reason Marie spanked me this morning. Again, I didn't want to get spanked, but understood the logic in the context of the new order. Besides, as I looked around me - five beautiful women, a beautiful new home - I knew I didn't want to do anything to mess this up.

"How soon do you think he'll be available for sharing, Marie?" Jaylynn asked.

Marie scowled. "Don't I get a honeymoon period?"

"Ah, newlyweds," Maddie Monroe said. "We'll give you three more days. Then we'll work out a schedule."

I suddenly felt very tired, as though the weight of the world rested on my shoulders. "Uh... ladies... may I go to my room for a while?"

They all laughed.

"I guess you wore him out, Marie," Professor Runyon said.

"Okay," Lieutenant Jefferson said. "But we expect dinner at seven. We'll order take out, but you'll need to serve and clean up."

For me, the honeymoon was already over. I scanned the faces of my five dominants. "Yes, ma'am."


Chapter Thirteen

It's now been two years since I married Marie and surrendered my single life to move into the grand house with her four partners. These past two years have seen many changes, both within our little group and in the outside world.

The five women worked out a schedule of sharing me. As the wife, Marie got two nights a week, while the others got one each, with Friday night up for grabs. They graciously decided to give me every other Sunday off to spend any way I wanted. They also encouraged me to join a bowling group, which I did. I bowl every Thursday evening after work with four or five other married men.

They also keep up the schedule of weekly maintenance spankings, administered on Friday evenings. They take turns doing this. I have to admit that the maintenance spankings do keep me more or less humble. In two years, they have only had to spank me seven times for punishment. It is a privilege to serve them, and I can't imagine my life any other way.

Marie did get pregnant after three months of trying. We now have a baby girl who is precious and loved by all. Both Jaylynn and Maddie - the women instructed to call them by their first names after the first month - decided they were too old and too busy to have a child. Tonya also expressed remorse over being too committed and past what she considered to be desirable parenting age. So, I guess Amber Marie Frontiere will be the only child in the household, as Marie doesn't want to have another.

Six months after we all moved in together, Olivia was offered a position with the U. S. Secret Service to head a task force dedicated to breaking up the underground. The position involved a promotion, but it also meant she would have to travel nearly all the time. Reluctantly, she accepted the position and is only home a day or two a month, if she's lucky. I admit I miss her when she's not here but wish her well.

Tonya wrote a textbook last year on gender identification and the new order. I occupied a few pages in one of the chapters. In the book, she predicted - and her prediction appears to be coming true - that the nation would ease its restrictions on men and that male/female relationships would, while not return to what they were before the changeover, at least stabilize.

As I said, her prediction seems to be coming true. Laws passed in the last few months have eased restrictions on male mobility. Men and women are no longer required to be matched; however, marriage is still strongly encouraged, and unmarried heterosexual men are eyed very suspiciously. Still, there is even some talk of granting partial amnesty to men who were banished to work colonies several years ago or had run. We'll see what comes of that.

About fourteen months ago, Compton Trucking got so busy that Ms. Compton promoted Marie to executive vice-president in charge of operations. She asked me to help her hire more people in the service department and offered me the position of supervisor. I politely declined the offer, saying I would gladly help train the new hires, which, for the first time, included three young men. However, I believed then and I still believe that women make better supervisors.

I call her Marie at home. However, at work, I still say ma'am and Ms. Frontiere. Very few people at Compton even know we're married. They don't need to know. And as for me, I'm still just a regular guy at work and serve as a role model for the young guys, who came of age during the changeover and don't really know any other kind of life.

All in all, I am very happy. I live in a beautiful house. I'm married to a beautiful and very successful woman. I am appreciated by four other beautiful women. I have a precious daughter who will grow up knowing her father loves her.

Five days a week, I go to a job I enjoy. Yes, the technology in my industry changes from time to time, but that is the challenge, and I accept it as such.

I still don't pay much attention to what's going on in the world at large. What will be will be. I wouldn't give up what I have even if everything went back to the way it was in the twentieth century and before. Let women rule the nation and the world. I don't care.


Also from LSF Publications...

Punished Husbands - Book Ones to Three by W. Arthur

Includes the following and a great many more:

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

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

Coping with Early Retirement: Mike isn't sure what he's going to do when he retires, but his second wife has her own ideas and plans to do what Mike's first wife did - spank him! She proves more than capable with the paddle, and it's exactly what Mike needs.

Spanked by His Therapist by W. Arthur

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

Spanking Stepmothers 1 to 4 by W. Arthur

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

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

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

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

The Disciplined Male Anthology Two by W. Arthur

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

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

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

Spanked by His Mother-in-Law by W. Arthur

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

Joey Detwiler Becomes a Man: Joey's life plans fail to materialise when he marries at the age of eighteen. His wife Rachel is sweet, but his new mother-in-law is not. Vera is strict and assertive, yet she has a genuine affection for Joey - which is why she paddles him when he breaks her rules.

Motivating J T: Jackson Tanner Watterson (JT) works for a high profile finance company of which his uncle is vice president. Because of this, JT knows he can slack off at work and get away with it. This works for a while, but then he gets his mother-in-law as his new boss, and she gives him an ultimatum. She 'motivates' him with the help of a sorority paddle.

The Big Change: Tom is a selfish husband who neglects his wife, Peggy, but when mother-in-law Irene moves in with them, things start to change. Tired of Tom's bad attitude towards women in general, Irene resolves to do something about his lack of discipline... beginning with a tongue lashing, followed by a pants down hairbrush spanking.

Strict Ladies - Books One to Three by Peter Martin

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

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

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

Bob's Assistant: Bob is Managing Director of a company, and his assistant is 18-year-old Alice. Alice catches him looking at spanking pictures on the internet, and ends up caning him, even though secretly she is the one who likes to be spanked. However, when Alice's mother, a strict headmistress finds out what's been going on, she disciplines Bob herself - and he loves it!

The Spanking Court by Jack Crawford

Charles Davenport (Charlie to his friends) is a ridiculously rich, good-looking guy who enjoys a lavish lifestyle. But the world has changed, and men no longer have the upper hand. Charlie finds himself up in court for being sexist and disrespectful to women, where he receives the comeuppance many believe he so richly deserves. A painful and humiliating switching is followed by a sentence of 're-education' at the Briarwood Facility. Once at the facility, Charlie cannot buy his freedom, and has to endure endless rounds of corporal punishment and harsh discipline. The tables are truly turned as the women guards call all the shots, and sexual favours are demanded...

Punished by Miss Honeywell by Gary Kane

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

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

Derek is eighteen and a senior at Brentwood, a private boys academy. His planned attempt to seduce the lovely Maisie backfires as he is caught by Lauren Dour, the attractive young headmistress of Heatherly Hall school for girls. After some discussion between Miss Dour and Derek's headmaster, it is decided that Miss Dour will give the young man a good thrashing. This proves to be life-changing, and the first of many such experiences for Derek, introducing him to harsh physical punishment at the hands of the headmistress and her colleagues. Derek wrongly assumes he will get the slipper, but instead gets two dozen hard strokes of the cane. It is the first of many punishments, and over time Derek gains sexual enjoyment from being disciplined by beautiful women, and the harsher and more humiliating his treatment, the more exciting he finds it.

The Spanking Secret by Ken Burke

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