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Selected Excerpts
From The Performance:
The man flipped up Amy’s skirt revealing a pair of white panties that
showed off her figure quite well. He began to spank her, really spank her,
slapping her bottom loudly. Even in Paris this was an unusual sight, I
guess, for the tables around me were all filled with hushed whispers of
astonishment.
“He can’t really be—” I started to think, and then the man pulled
down Amy’s panties. I gasped out loud. I couldn’t believe this. But it was
true. There, on the stage, not twenty feet away, was Amy, dressed as a
child but with bottom bared and the large hand of a strange older man
slapping her ass! It was unbelievable.
From The Rich Maid:
She turned on the floodworks. Her beautiful eyes opened even wider
and brimmed with tears. Her lips curled in that delicious pout he loved
so much. “Oh, sir, please! Can’t we come up with another solution? I’ll do
anything, sir, anything!”
“Well... in the good old days of my great-grandfather, maids were
subject to discipline by their masters. I suppose we could institute something along those lines, if you were willing.”
“You mean... physical punishment!” The girl was horrified, her
sensuous mouth hanging open.
“Yes. And for something as serious as this, a mere paddling wouldn’t
be nearly enough. This offense merits the cane.”
From Disciplinarian:
“I’ll bet you remember this beating,” grunted Ingrid. “It’s going to hurt.”
Carrie looked mournful as she draped herself over the bar. This was
a waist-high metal pole that she could lean over. Another pole cut across
her shins, and this was the one she was to grab and hold on to for dear life.
Bent in position, her large bottom curved and presented itself magnificently, and Ingrid smiled as she flexed the cane. Even if should couldn’t
make Carrie repeat, this was going to be a pleasure.
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The Client
M/F — severe, consensual
A discipline session with a female client affects a young man more than
he planned. (4,800 words. Written in 1998.)

I recognized Vivian immediately—she was everything Uncle Reuben
had described. She was supposed to be in her early thirties but he hadn’t
been kidding when he’d said she looked young. I’d have put her in her early
twenties except for her rather forlorn expression which made her appear
much older. Pretty, with long blond hair pulled up into a short stalk at the
back of her head, and a soft 20-watt smile she rarely used. She stood off by
herself, away from the others at the bus depot. She wore a conservative,
pale blue, full length dress, and high heels that brought her up to the 5’6”
my uncle had described. Her hands clutched a small black leather purse
and a Macy’s shopping bag as though worried someone would take them.
The key, however, was the red ribbon pinned to her lapel.
I parked the Mercedes as close as I could to her. She watched me as
I approached. Her face was clean and modern, with simple, rather plain
features: faint eyebrows, nervous brown eyes, petite nose, tiny mouth.
There was the suggestion of sadness in her expression. It made her look
beautiful. It made me curious about her, wondering why she wanted this.
She bit her lower lip as I drew up to her. She ignored me until I spoke,
then stared at me as though I were a mugger.
I made my face as dark and grim as I could, but retained a degree of
civility and politeness for the others at the station. My voice was deep,
not loud—but insistent and filled with urgency—nearly a hiss of barely
restrained fury. (My father always said I should have been an actor. But I
preferred Uncle Reuben’s line of work.)
“So there you are, you little tramp! Trying to sneak out of town!”
“Sir?” The woman’s face was blank.
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I moved closer, grasping her arm. She looked like she was going to
scream. “I warn you—don’t play games with me. You’re in enough trouble
as it is.”
“Who are you?” said the woman. She tried to break free from me, but
I held her tightly. Our eyes connected and the woman hesitated.
“Are you going to make a scene?” I murmured. “Do you really want
me to take you over my knee in front of all these people?”
The woman’s mouth opened but no sound came out. She stood
frozen, hands clutching her bags, her doe-eyes watching my every move.
“I will, you know.” My voice was soft but solid as doom. “I’ll pull you
over my lap, yank up that flimsy dress of yours, and bare your ass to all
these kind folks. And then I’ll spank your butt until it’s the color of raw
hamburger. Is that what you want?”
The woman’s eyes darted about in terror as I spoke. She was good,
this one. The best I’d ever done. Really into her part. I could feel her
terror. It made me perform my role even better. I clutched her tighter,
leering at her.
“Oh, don’t think they’ll help you, Princess. This is New York City.
They watch muggers and beatings every day, and don’t do a damned
thing.”
The woman shuddered, accepting the truth of my words. Her voice,
when she spoke, was a harsh, guttural whisper—it made me cringe it was
so raw and desperate: “What to you want?”
For the first time I softened my look. I gave her tender smile and
gently touched the side of her face.
“I want you to come home, Princess.” I hesitated. “Daddy loves you
very much.”
It was like I’d struck her. Her body seemed to collapse. She fell against
me, trembling violently. Her eyes were wild, unstable, and her lips moved
but she made no sound. Gently I guided her to the Mercedes, opening
the back door and helping her inside. She shook her head and moaned,
mumbling, “No, I can’t, I can’t,” over and over, but did not try to run away.
I closed the door firmly and got behind the wheel.
“We’ll be home in a few minutes, Princess. You’ve been a naughty girl
and Daddy is angry, but he loves you very much.”
The eyes in the rearview mirror were haunting. I tried not to look at
them, but my heart kept drawing me back. The girl did not move but sat
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frozen, eyes locked on the mirror so she could watch me. She seemed in a
daze, or lost within a fascination she could not control.
Neither of us said a word, though the drive home took nearly an hour.
I wanted to speak, to say things, but every time I looked into those eyes I
forgot whatever I had planned to say. Those eyes said it all.
At the gate I entered the code and the metal grill opened, then closed
behind us. The girl seemed to take no notice. I parked underneath the
covered entryway and got out. When I opened her door she did not move,
but sat there as though stunned. My first reaction was to physically move
her, but something made me wait. I waited for a long time, just standing
their patiently (and I’m an impatient man).
Suddenly the woman appeared to make up her mind, or come to
a conclusion, because she hopped out of the car as calmly as if I’d just
opened the door seconds earlier. She didn’t look at me but waited while I
shut the door, then walked with me inside the house.
My uncle’s house is beautiful and elaborate. I’m not certain where
he made his money—most of the family rumors are not flattering—but
I don’t really care. The fact is, he lives like a king, and now that I’m his
assistant, I live like a king, too. And on occasion—like today, since my
uncle’s on business in Italy—I get to take over for some of his clients.
Inside the main entrance is a large fountain, dripping water day and
night, lit with colored spotlights. It’s directly in front of a huge picture
window overlooking the courtyard. The courtyard contains a manicured
garden and a long swimming pool. Since the house is U-shaped, nearly
every room has a view of the courtyard.
Like most visitors, the woman was fascinated by the fountain, and
then the courtyard. She walked in a daze, gazing at everything as though
she were seeing things forbidden.
“It’s amazing,” she whispered. She stood at the window and stared at
the elaborate garden.
“My uncle spared no expense. He’s terrible with plants, but he loves
nature. A gardener comes three times a week to maintain that area. It’s
actually a greenhouse. It’s enclosed, see?”
“But it’s so big!”
“Big is just money.”
“Magnificent.”
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I realized with embarrassment that I was talking with the woman as
an equal—I’d forgotten my role. It was understandable. The woman was
really nothing more than a girl, weak and frail, and I felt my heart aching
for her obvious pain. Whatever we were going to do—as severe as my
uncle said she liked it—it was nothing compared to the pain she carried
every day.
I hesitated. “What shall I call you?”
Reuben had told me clients often liked to use aliases rather than their
real names—it made the illusion more real. It was Reuben’s Rule Number
Seven: Never refer to a client by their real name during a scene unless
they have told you to do so.
The woman stiffened. “My name is Anna.”
“All right, Anna.” I whispered: “I know you’ve got a schedule, so we’ll
continue the scenario.”
I raised my voice, making it gruff. “Daughter, you have behaved
disgracefully! Skipping school, slapping your mother, and attempting to
run away—such things will not be tolerated in this house!”
The woman shuddered again, backing away from me, shaking her
head and looking about for someone to save her.
“You will come with me to the Punishment Room.”
At those words the woman became frantic, but she seemed divided
at what to do. She glanced at the distant doorway, beyond which was the
Mercedes, the keys safely in my pocket, and she looked down the two
hallways on either side of lobby where we stood.
I turned and began to walk with determined steps down the south
wing. I didn’t look back but walked calmly, listening. For a minute there
was silence, my own feet dragging across the carpet the only sound. Then
I heard it—soft, hesitant footsteps behind me. I turned.
The girl was at the entrance of the corridor, staring at me. Her pale
face was a bizarre blend of confusion, terror, sadness, and desire. She
looked at me blankly, then began to follow.
I turned forward again and walked, not slowing or turning to check
on her. This was something she had to want, something she had to accept.
I would not force her. I might encourage her, but it was her decision to
make.
We passed the empty living and dining rooms, the library, the game
room, the den, and a number of closed doors that represented various
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offices Uncle Reuben used, depending on the task. Finally we reached the
end of the long corridor. There was only one door left. Appropriately, it
was closed.
I waited until I sensed the girl was behind me. I never once turned
to look. For all I knew she had a knife and was preparing to stab me in
the back.
“You must open the door,” I said firmly.
The girl did not move. Again, I was filled with a patience uncharacteristic of me. I waited. I could hear the girl’s breathing, harsh and urgent,
filled with near panic. I did not move.
I’d almost gone into a trance myself when I felt a brush on my arm.
Anna—since that is what she asked to be called — was moving passed me.
She did not look at me, but approached the door. Her hand rested on the
handle for a moment, then she turned it and pushed the door open.
At the movement, the lights in the room automatically snapped on.
They were bright but subdued, so there was no glare. I watched as the
girl froze at the sight of that room. According to Uncle Reuben she’d
been here many times, but her performance was superb. If I hadn’t known
she was pretending, I’d have thought she’d never seen anything like that
room.
She stared at the furniture: numerous mounts and sawhorses and
bondage stands, even a wooden X at the far end, next to the whipping
post. Her head turned to the walls draped with black leather whips,
chains, belts, thin wooden rods and canes, dozens of wooden paddles of
all shapes and sizes, tawses, riding crops, multi-tailed whips and martinets. She licked her lips and her eyes were wide with amazement. Uncle
Reuben had everything. The girl was speechless with fear. I could smell
her terror. It filled me with an excitement I hadn’t sensed in a long time.
This girl was fantastic—she was so believable, so into her role it made the
entire scenario seem real.
Gruffly I pushed her inside, closing the door behind us. With exaggerated motion I locked the door and pocketed the key. “Anna, my dear,”
I said sternly in my “Daddy” voice, “you are here to be punished.”
She glanced at me, face calm, eyes frantic.
“Put your things down and come to sofa. We are going to begin with
an old-fashioned spanking.”
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I walked to the sofa and sat. Anna did not move. Her bag and purse
were held tightly against her chest. Her act was becoming wearisome.
I like realism, but there are limits. A scene’s no fun unless it is clear all
participates are enjoying it. Perhaps she just wanted some encouragement. She did look nervous.
“Anna!” I roared, rising. “Do I have to take a strap to your ass? Drop
your things and get over here. NOW!”
Something shook through the girl. She shuddered, closing her eyes
and looking at the ceiling. Then she turned and looked straight at me.
Her eyes were electric, a fierce intensity and strength I had not expected
from this frail-appearing girl. She threw her bags to the floor and walked
to me.
“Anna,” I said gently. “Have you been a naughty girl?”
She opened her mouth, licked her lips, looked around. “Look at me
when I am speaking to you!” I snapped, and her head bobbed up instantly.
She gulped and nodded frantically.
“Yes, sir!”
“You have broken numerous house rules. You have defied your mother
and disobeyed your father. You will be severely punished.”
Her head dropped. “Yes,” she whispered, so faint I wasn’t sure I’d
heard it.
“What?”
“Yes, sir!” she said boldly, raising her chin, her flickering eyes meeting
mine for a second. That was when I first saw it—a faint glimpse of humor
in those bewitching eyes. She knew it was a game, but she was going to
play along. It was clear in those eyes.
“Yes, what, Anna?”
“Yes, I will be severely punished,” she moaned, her eyes closing briefly.
Her breathing was heavy and ragged.
“Give me your hand,” I ordered, and she obeyed. I led her across my
lap. She stretched out without a sound.
For the first time, I had a clear glimpse of her body. The dress was a
long, shapeless kind; it did nothing for her slender figure, fitting her no
better than a potato sack. But lying across my lap I could see she had a
fine body. Her ass was wide and round, perfectly designed for the punishments I had in mind. Her hips were slender but not bony. She was a gem
covered with shit.
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I placed my hand on her ass, feeling its heavy bulk and the shudder
that passed through Anna’s body at my first touch. She was really lost in
her role. I rubbed her butt for a few seconds, then hauled back and let
her have a sharp smack.
She gasped, her legs squeezing together suddenly. I spanked her
again, enjoying the feel of her plump bottom beneath my hand. Her ass
quivered lightly after each slap, and she wiggled her legs and body in mute
protest.
But of course there was little I could do to such a distant target. I
proceeded to bring it closer by lifting up her thin dress. She stiffened in
response. Ignoring her, I studied her white silk panties. They were so pale
I could see right through them, see the dark, mysterious crease between
her asscheeks. Palming her bottom, the panties smooth and slick, I felt
a faint warmness. I decided to increase it, and I began to spank her ass
fast and hard.
Anna shook her body and moaned. She gasped and cried out, faint
cries, so vague one couldn’t tell if they were cries of delight or injury. I
spanked on and on, thrilled by the sounds she was making.
When I stopped the silence was electric. Anna seemed too frightened to say anything. She seemed to have stopped breathing.
“Princess, I know this hurts, but you have been a very naughty girl,” I
scolded gently. “Now listen carefully: when Daddy finishes this spanking,
you are going to go straight to that corner and stand. You are going to
stand with your dress up, showing me your rear, and you aren’t going to
touch your bottom—no matter how much you want to, you aren’t going
to touch your bottom. Is that clear?”
There was silence from the girl. A loud smack to her ass changed
that: an “Oww!” followed by “Uhh, yes, sir. Very clear, sir!”
“Good.” I reached down and grasped the waistband of Anna’s panties.
There was a terrible cry from deep within her throat as I yanked them
downward, exposing pale and pink flesh.
“Nooo!” Her hands flew back to save her bottom.
“None of that, now,” I said firmly, grabbing her hands and pulling
them into the small of her back. “You know all naughty girls get spanked
on their bare bottoms—a spanking doesn’t count unless it’s on bare
skin.”
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“Oh, God, please,” she moaned, but her hands had stopped struggling against mine. She lay half-sobbing, trembling, her plump buttocks
completely exposed to my scrutiny. I studied the smooth curves, admiring
her shape tremendously. I swear God made her body for spanking.
I did not spank her bare bottom very long—just a few dozen leisurely
blows, but the girl quivered and danced on my lap as though this were
her very first session. She did not cry, but I could tell from her subdued
expression that this punishment was profoundly affecting her. She was
changing before my eyes, slowly becoming more malleable even as she
lost her shell and relaxed.
“To the corner,” I said finally, releasing her. She rose and went without
an instant’s hesitation. She toe-walked to the wall, the panties around her
knees preventing full steps.
“Don’t let that dress cover your tush,” I reminded, and she nodded
grimly, her face hard with determination. She faced the corner and stood
quietly, her breathing rapid and panicky.
I let her stew for about ten minutes, then I ordered her back. She
approached cautiously, still holding up her dress and walking funny.
“Fetch me a paddle,” I said. The look of panic that flashed on her face
was arousing to the max. She went pale and I wondered if she would faint.
Talk about good acting!
But somehow she did it. She turned her back to me and gingerly
hopped to the wall of paddles and stared at them. I knew what she was
thinking. I had not told her which paddle to retrieve. I’d left the choice
in her hands. There were the small light ones, usually made of stiff leather,
the heavy oak fraternity ones that took two hands to swing, and everything in between.
“Come on, Princess—we don’t have all day.”
Quickly she made her final decision, picking one of the moderate
leather ones, short and stiff, with a small circular blade. It was a fair
choice. It wasn’t a wimpy balsa wood paddle, but it wasn’t a butt-buster
either. The small blade meant it covered less surface area than most of the
other paddles, but the whippiness of the leather meant it gave a distinct
sting.
“Remove your dress,” I said to Anna. Her face showed she had
expected this, though she didn’t seem happy about it. I watched as she
hobbled to the corner and slipped the dress over her head and placed
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it next to her purse and Macy’s bag. Wearing only a white bra and the
panties around her knees, she turned. She held the paddle over over her
crotch, hiding it from me. I frowned.
“You ought to be more ashamed of your disobedient behavior than
of your body,” I growled. “This is part of your punishment, Princess. Put
your hands on your head.”
Dark eyes gleaming at me, she slowly obeyed. Her pussy hair was pale
and golden, nearly invisible in the right light.
“Very good,” I said. “Now bring me the paddle.” Trembling, she
handed it to me. “You know what this is for?” I asked.
She nodded. “You are going to spank me,” she whispered.
“That’s right. Is it going to hurt?”
“Yessss,” she hissed, her eyes going half-closed.
“That’s also right,” I said, reaching out and tugging her panties to her
ankles. Without a word she stepped out of them, and I tossed them aside.
I had her turn her back to me while I unclipped her bra. It followed the
panties.
“Now go to that sawhorse there and bend over it. Yes, that one.”
Anna went where I pointed. She seemed almost eager, bouncing and
trembling with fear and excitement. I could see why Uncle Reuben valued
her so much as a client—surely there could not be many woman so vulnerable and charming who enjoyed being disciplined as severely as she did.
Her ass bulged out at me, the cheeks round with swelling from her
bent-over state. Between her legs I could see the diamond shape of her
crotch—and within its dim recess the faint outline of puffy pussy lips.
Anna was ready, and so was I.
What followed was a torture session I shall never forget, and I
imagine Anna will remember it even longer. I paddled her ass with the
little paddle until she began to cry. Then I switched to a big wooden one.
Every stroke from that made her howl and dance in agony.
I strapped her ass and legs with a leather belt, and then started in
with a multi-tongued whip. This had her weeping with terror. I bound her
wrists and ankles to the X in the corner and whipped her thoroughly, as
my uncle had instructed, leaving little of her body untouched.
With the lighter whips I did the insides of her thighs, then her tender
pussy. She wept and moaned and even screamed, occasionally, but it was
all part of the scene. I’d catch her eyes, waiting for the safe word, but
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always, even when the smell of fear was greater than her sweat, her eyes
contained that secret, that glow of humor that mocked me: she knew
everything, she was fully conscious of what was happening.
Prior to the finale I let her dangle from the ceiling chain for a half
hour, her legs pulled wide by a spreader bar, her pussy tormented with
welts and an itching salve I’d coated it with. Five minutes after I left the
lights automatically went out, leaving her in darkness, helpless and in
pain.
When I returned she wept with gratitude, begging me to release her.
For an answer I went my uncle’s rack of canes and selected one of the
longest: a four-foot finger-thick rod of ratan imported from England.
“Oh, God, no!” she moaned. “No more, I’m beat. I can’t take any
more, please.”
“You must have the cane,” I said firmly. “I insist. No punishment is
complete without, say, a dozen of the best?”
The girl shuddered, watching me whip the rod through the air.
“Just think of that striking your ass,” I said. “Think of the force as
it swishes through the air and stops cold went it connects to your naked
bottom!”
“Oh, please!”
“Perhaps two dozen?”
“God, no!” she screamed.
“Well, I’ll give you a choice. Two dozen, bound right like you are, helpless to stop me... or a dozen accepted voluntarily, hands on your ankles.”
I waited. The girl didn’t speak for a long time, her eyes darting about
incessantly. “Well? Which is it?”
She seemed to have been subdued. Her head fell forward and she
shrugged. “Okay. Let me down and I’ll take the cane.”
“Excellent choice.”
From my perspective the twelve did not take long: less than five
minutes, I’d guess. From Anna’s viewpoint, however, I’m sure the torment
seemed to last forever. I took my time, aiming my strokes carefully, and
delivering each with full force as Uncle Reuben had taught me. He would
have been proud of that caning, too. The weals were regular and even, and
Anna wept from start to finish.
An hour later, Anna had showered, dressed, and recovered. She
looked radiant, the flush in her cheeks bringing her pale face to life. Her
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dark eyes, once nearly hollow with fear, now gleamed with confidence
and attitude.
“I’ve called you a cab,” I said. “It will be here shortly.”
“Thank you.”
“You have money for it?”
“Eh? Oh, of course.”
“You sure? It will be expensive, for such a long ride.”
“That’s okay. I’ve got it.” She turned to face me, her eyes nearly
pushing me away with their power. Her smile was contagious, and I
suddenly felt rather silly and shy. I blushed and looked away.
“My uncle is sorry he couldn’t make your session,” I said finally.
“Oh?”
“Yes. I know I’m just a substitute, and in training, but I hope I did
well.”
Once more I saw that spark of humor in the girl’s eyes. She grinned.
“Oh, you did well. Very well.” Her hand went back to rub her backside.
“Perhaps too well. I won’t be able to sit for a week!”
“That will make the cab ride interesting.”
“Yes, I’ve been thinking about that,” she giggled, blushing. “I’m sure
the driver will wonder why I keep fidgeting!”
“My mom always said fidgeting was a spanking offense...”
“Oh! Don’t mention spanking!” cried the girl, her face crimson, her
hand going to her bottom again.
There was a soft bell tone. “That’s the cab,” I said, pressing the
buzzer that released the gate. I stared at the girl. She was so beautiful.
This morning I’d thought her pretty. I’d been wrong on that. She was far
more than just pretty. She had a depth to her that was amazing.
“So, this is it?” I asked.
“I guess so,” she said. We could see the cab coming up the driveway.
She turned to me suddenly. “Thank you.”
“For what?”
“For... everything. It was something I’ll cherish for a long time.”
I shrugged, uncomfortable with her praise. “It was your scenario,” I
said. “To be honest, I’ve never been good at the ‘father’ roles.”
She laughed. “As a father, you were terrible.” My face fell and she
smiled, pushing against me and kissing my lips. We held it for a few
seconds, both ignoring the presence of the waiting cab out front.
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She pulled back. “My father passed away last year. It’s been hard.
You... well, let’s just say you made it a little easier.”
My mouth had gone dry and I couldn’t speak as the girl turned,
and with one last gesture, kissed her hand and blew it to me. Then she
was gone. The taxi went around the circle and out the main gate. I was
alone.

8
I didn’t even notice the machine blinking until late in the evening.
There was one message. Someone must have called during the session
with Anna. The playroom was soundproofed, so I wouldn’t have heard.
Perhaps it had been Uncle Reuben. I pressed play.
“Hi, this is Vivian. This message is for Master Reuben. I know you
were planning to send your nephew to meet with me this morning, but
I have to cancel. Nothing personal — work’s called me out of town. I’ll
pay the fee if it’s too late to cancel. Tell your nephew I’d like to meet him.
Thanks. Sorry for the short notice.”
There was a click and the machine robotically announced “Tuesday,
10:45 a.m.”
I fell onto the couch in a daze. Later I started on the vodka, and
morning found me on the floor with a massive headache.
For two weeks I’ve searched for the girl named Anna. I’ve nearly lived
at the bus depot. It’s all been in vain.
I have nearly worn out the video of our session. I watch it every
night, sometimes several times during the day. And every time I see something I never saw before, an expression on Anna’s delicate face that nearly
breaks my heart, or a movement or graceful gasp that makes me want to
weep with her.
The questions keep me awake nights. Who is she? Why did she come
home with me? What kind of emotional pain could anyone harbor so
deeply that they’d welcome an afternoon of physical agony?
I never mentioned the incident to Uncle Reuben. Without the videotape he’ll never know, and I certainly won’t bring it up.
Last week I met Vivian for the first time: a rather scrawny woman in
her mid-thirties who looked nothing like Anna. I suppose to a guy like
Uncle Reuben she would be considered young-looking, but to me she was
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old. She was nice, and she did suffer a terrific thrashing from my uncle
while I watched, but she wasn’t Anna.
With Anna the pain had been real, not a game. In retrospect I saw
it clearly on the videotape. She had wanted it to hurt so she could forget
something that hurt her even worse.
I’ll never know what Anna was running from, but there’s a hole in my
heart—no, a hole in my soul—that feels at least a little like she must felt.
Until she returns, I can only ache. Ache, ache, ache. Perhaps I need
a session with Maria, Uncle Reuben’s new companion he brought back
from Italy? She’s supposed to be an expert with the bullwhip. He swears
by her.
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