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Q: Tell me about your experiences getting
spanked.

 


Olivia: He was an older Australian man. I mean at least a number of
years older than me. He lived on a neighboring ranch next to my
parents' estate out on the edge of the outback. They had purchased
the place from a family friend with the intent that it would be
their retirement home. I had never even been to Australia even
though my father was born there and I had dual citizenship. It was
a few months after they had purchased the place when I decided I
would go visit. I had been living in New York and working a very
stressful corporate job that required me to put in 60 or 70 hours a
week. I needed the escape.

 


Q: Did you find it?

 


Olivia: (laughs) Well, I don’t know if I found escape but I
certainly found what it’s like to get whipped out in parts of the
rugged Australian territory where neighbors are few and far
between.

 


Q: He whipped you?

 


Olivia: Actually, he used a carpet beater, but let me start from
the beginning. I arrived at my parents' ranch with the intent to
stay for a week. They had settled into the place, had begun to farm
a number of crops they grew to supplement their income and had even
purchased a few horses. I had grown up as a child in Kentucky so I
was completely at home on top of a horse. So, two or three days
into my vacation, I would ride the horse out to the far stretches
of their property. They had acquired a couple thousand acres so
their neighbors were literally miles away from them. Well, one day
I took the horse to the western edge of their property. My parents
had told me that there was a man by the name of Ross Higgins who
lived there. They told me they had only met him once or twice but
he seemed to be an eclectic sort of frontiersman. He was divorced
and spent most of his time overseeing his vast acreage of cotton
crops.

 


Q: So what happened?

 


Olivia: It took me nearly a quarter of an hour just to make it to
the property line that was marked with an old handmade wooden fence
and a lot of barbed wire. I rode along the line until I made it to
his place. It was set near the edge of the main dirt road that
divided the territory. As I approached his ranch house, the sight
of his figure standing in the rear courtyard grew larger and
larger. I could see that he was at work doing something but I could
not see what he was doing. There was just this silhouette of a man
on the landscape making a kind of swift motion with his upper body
and the muffled sound of a harsh thud at the finish of the
motion.

 


Q: A thud?

 


Olivia: Yes. It was only once I got close enough to his house that
I saw that there were a half dozen large carpets hung over a
clothes line and he was striking them with some sort of an object.
I only half-recognized the object. I think I had seen it in a movie
or something. I knew that it was called a carpet beater and that it
was used to beat the dirt from the carpet in an age before there
were such things as vacuums and steam cleaners. When I saw him
viciously striking the thick pieces of fabric, it seemed almost
cinematic. Plus, I guess I had always assumed that women had used
them in their traditional domestic duties. To see a man using the
wicker implement to strike the dirty rugs was disorienting at
first, particularly since he had the look of a rugged outdoorsman.
He was wearing a pair of thick tan dungarees but his deeply tanned
chest was as bare as could it could be. I pulled up my horse and
just sat there watching him. The intensity with which he struck
each carpet with the beater was very impressionable.

 


Q: How so?

 


Olivia: He would wind up like a baseball player getting ready to
hit the ball out of the stadium. Every time he struck the beater
against the carpet, he would hit it with the full force of his
whole body. At times, it seemed as if he would catapult his feet
right off the ground. There was such a violent intensity to it but
at the same time it seemed very poetic and beautiful as I watched
it from a distance.

 


Q: So what happened?

 


Olivia: I was just sitting on my horse watching him do his work,
repeating the motion over and over, when he suddenly looked up in
my direction. He must have felt that someone was watching him. He
stopped and looked toward me. When he saw me, I felt my heart skip
a beat. I really wasn’t doing anything I wasn’t supposed to be
doing, but I think I had started to be more of a voyeur than just
an innocent stranger who had happened to come upon him. It only
took him a couple of seconds to motion me to ride down the length
of the fence in his direction. I immediately led the horse down the
line of the property as he casually walked to meet me. When I
pulled the horse up in front of him, he eyed me for a moment to try
to figure out who I was. He asked me if I worked for my parents and
I told him that I was their daughter. He simply nodded up and down
while he took stock of me. There was an intense visual exchange
after I took a moment to ogle his body. He was a good number of
years older than me, but still very fit with a strapping torso
from, what I assumed, many hours and days of rugged labor. His
thick brown hair was graying at the temples.

 


He asked me why I was watching him beat the
carpets. I told him that I was American and that I had never seen
anyone use a carpet beater. He still had it in his hand and I was
covertly examining the woven design of the wicker implement. I made
a comment that I thought women were the ones who typically used
them and he immediately frowned at me. He told me he was divorced
and his own daughter didn’t have any clue how to properly beat a
carpet. He said that it had to be struck with a certain force to
displace the dirt from the tight fabric. He said it in such a
technical way but it seemed so provocative in its erotic
suggestiveness. Maybe that was just me. I don’t know.

 


Q: So did something happen?

 


Olivia: Not then, no. We talked for some time. I asked him more
about beating the carpets and he inquired about my visit to the
country. There was definitely this strange connection between us.
He was a bit irritated that I had come upon him unannounced but I
could tell he was intrigued by this seemingly naïve American woman
watching him from the edge of his property. He rested the wicker
beater on his bare shoulder, as he spoke to me, like it was hatchet
or a baseball bat. He showed no shame or feelings of
self-consciousness to the fact that he was violently beating these
dirty carpets like a man possessed with an uncanny intent to purify
them. After we talked for a bit, there was a lull in the
conversation and he said he had to get back to his work. I wished
him a good day and rode off toward my parents' place.

 


Q: And after?

 


Olivia: That night, I had some intense dreams but I could only
remember fragments of them upon waking. Immediately after
breakfast, I took one of the horses out again and headed straight
toward his place. When I got there, it must still have been very
early in the morning as the air was still a bit chilly. I expected
somehow to find him in the same place where I had left him but not
only was he not there, but the carpets had been taken back into the
house. I hesitated for a moment but then noticed a light on in one
of the windows of his ranch. I slowly rode up the length of the
fence so I was just yards away from his dwelling. When I saw his
bare body through one of the windows, I pulled up the horse and
froze in place.

 


Maybe I wasn’t used to the secluded nature
provided by the vast distances between each house, but it seemed
like he was on full display for me to watch. He had evidently just
showered as he was toweling the water off of his body. He was stark
naked and he rapidly wiped the moisture from his tanned skin with a
white towel. My first instinct was to ride away but I was afraid
that the noise from the horse would betray my presence. I remained
as still as I could on my horse and ogled his body as he shimmied
it dry. Suddenly, he made a quick motion toward the window to hang
up the towel and he glanced out. Our eyes locked and his expression
transformed to a look of shock and fury.

 


I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t just
ride away. Well, I guess I could have but I didn’t. A few moments
later, he stormed out of the back of his place wearing only his
jeans and a pair of dark brown boots.

 


Q: And what did he do?

 


Olivia: He literally stomped across the distance from his back door
to the spot where I rested at the edge of his property. He began to
shout before he even reached me. At first, I could only hear random
words from what he was saying. Not only because of the distance but
because there was a steady breeze blowing. It was phrases like “how
dare you?” and “who do you think you are?” and you “dirty little
voyeur.” It was that last one that really woke me up. I mean I was
afraid from his reaction but when he called me a “dirty little
voyeur,” that got my attention. I suddenly felt like I had
committed a crime or something. I mean I had just ridden up to the
edge of his property to see if he was beating the carpets again. I
don’t know why I thought he would be doing it the very next day,
but I didn’t mean to catch him in the nude.

 


So by the time he got to me, my heart was
racing like crazy and I didn’t know what he was going to do. His
face was red with anger and he was still shouting at me in full
fury. He finally told me to get down from the horse and I did. He
immediately looked me up and down. I was wearing full leather chaps
over my riding pants and I must have looked like some high class
equestrian snob to him. He demanded to know why I was peeping in
his window and I tried to tell him that I didn’t mean to. I was
just there to watch him beat the carpets. He looked at me like I
was some crazy American tourist who thought he was there just to
give her an Australian outback show.

 


Q: Is that was he said?

 


Olivia: No, that’s how he looked at me. What he said was that he
was going to teach me what happens to “dirty little voyeurs.” He
told me to tie up my horse and “get my skinny ass” inside before he
beat it right there. I didn’t know what to do and I froze for a
second. My parents had said he was eccentric but I didn’t know if
that meant he was dangerous. When I hesitated, he moved to step
through the barbed wire fence to come toward me, and I quickly
relented to his orders. I tied up my horse and ducked through the
fence. He immediately grabbed my arm and led me towards his house.
My mind began to race with the possibilities of what he was going
to do. I mean, we were practically out there in the middle of
nowhere. All he said was that he was going to teach me how he beat
the dirt out of the carpets. I knew deep down that he meant he was
going to do more than that.

 


Q: What do you mean? Why didn’t you just
leave?

 


Olivia: I don’t really know. I could have just left, but I didn’t.
I felt like nothing really bad was going to happen and whatever did
happen, no one would be able to see or hear way out there anyway.
It was like I slipped into another zone of reality. This strapping
Australian man had caught me peering through his window and was now
roughly leading me into his house. It just felt like it was
supposed to happen.

 


Q: And what did happen?

 


Olivia: He took me to the back courtyard of his house where he had
been beating the carpets the day before. There was a number of
nylon cords tied to metal poles over which he had laid the rugs. It
looked very ramshackle, as if he had built them himself. When we
got to them, he told me to lift my arms and wrap them around one of
the lines. That was the point at which I felt he was a bit crazy.
Well, I don’t want to say crazy, but he had a certain pathological
way of seeing things that included it making sense in his mind for
making this American woman wrap her arms around his carpet hanging
lines. I hesitated and he told me to get my arms up there. I glared
out toward the prairie as if I was seeing if anyone was there. I
mean I’d been living in the city. I wasn’t used to risking myself
like this without the safety of a cell phone call or a scream to
someone passing by.

 


Q: So did you do what he asked you to?

 


Olivia: Yes. I think my arms were trembling but I made the leap of
faith. I lifted my arms and wrapped them around the nylon cord so
they were extended out in both directions. Then, he immediately
told me he was going to beat the dirt right out of me and that he
was going to teach me not to be a naughty little voyeur. I should
have run away right there but, in retrospect, his words really
turned me on. I had watched the sensual intensity in the way he
used the carpet beater on the rugs and it seemed like there was
just a whole world of emotion simmering underneath the violence. I
turned my head back toward him as he went into the house. I still
remember the sound of the screen door smacking loudly against the
frame of the house. In a matter of seconds, he strutted back out
with the carpet beater in his hand. It was the same one he had used
the day before. It was a long wicker thing with a simple woven
design at its end.

 


He approached me quickly and didn’t give me
any time to prepare really. He just told me he was going to beat
the dirt out of me and I suddenly felt the harsh sting of the
carpet beater strike my butt. It hurt like hell, even over the
thickness of my jeans and I gasped in pain. He whipped it across my
butt several more times and each time I could hear the whisking
sound of it as it flew through the air. When it struck me, a cloud
of dust was sent from the fabric of my jeans and quickly blew away
in the brisk breeze. All I could think was how insane this moment
was. He was beating me like a carpet and I kept my arms entwined in
the nylon cord like I was supposed to be beaten like a carpet.

 


Q: Did he say anything?

 


Olivia: The first few times, no. He just did it. I had never been
spanked for real up to this point, expect for just playing around
sexually with boyfriends. This was for real. It hurt like hell, but
I just gripped the cord in the palms of my hands to bear it. I
never turned around or tried to resist. After he whipped it across
my butt a few times, he started repeating: “I’m going to teach you
how to get the dirt out, young lady.” He said it over and over. Not
only did it make me realize that he didn’t even know my name but
that he was obsessed in some deep way about getting the dirt out of
what should be clean. I had talked to him briefly at our first
meeting about his ex-wife and daughter but he didn’t really seem
like he wanted to provide intimate details about what happened.
There was something about the carpet beating, I think, that helped
him vent his emotions or relieve some deeper pain inside of
him.

 


Q: How many times did he strike you with
it?

 


Olivia: Probably ten times, and then he paused for a moment. I had
gasped in pain each time that he did it but it definitely felt like
just a preparation for something more intense. When he stopped, I
glanced back at him but I didn’t say anything. The whole experience
felt so cathartic, like words didn’t matter. When I looked back at
him, he seemed to be just examining his work. It was as if he was
seeing if he got all the dirt out. Then, he suddenly approached me
and quickly reached around my waist. He immediately started
unbuttoning my jeans. I should have been shocked, but like I said,
it was all so strange for me to be out there in the middle of
nowhere. I think my mind had been so trained, from living in the
city, to always think about what others thought of me rather than
what was actually happening to me. I don’t know. I brought a lot of
emotional baggage to the moment as well. I was so stressed at work
and with my own relationship that I desired some kind of extreme
release. Maybe all the stars were aligned to make it happen how it
did.

 


Q: And how did it happen?

 


Olivia: He unbuttoned my jeans, button by button, and then pulled
them down to my thighs. I mean he did it really, really quickly and
in a rough sort of way. He certainly wasn’t concerned about how I
felt about it or about being delicate. I was still wearing my
leather chaps which must have made the whole thing seem so graphic.
I mean they were belted around my waist and covered the lengths of
my legs, but they are made in such a way that if you happen not to
be wearing anything else, only your bare ass and bare front is left
uncovered. But he could only pull down my jeans to the middle of my
thighs without stopping to take them all the way off so he just
tugged them down as far as they would go.

 


There was a brief moment of silence while he
reached to pick up the carpet beater again. It gave me time to
realize the insanity of the situation. I mean I could have just
slipped my arms out of the cords and run away, but I didn’t. I
waited for him. It occurred to me how we were in this together. It
was not so much that there was a deep connection between the two of
us as much as we each had an uncontrollable urge to participate in
the act. I know that sounds crazy…to participate in the beating of
my bare ass in the middle of the Australian Outback, but that’s
what it was. We needed it deeply beyond any reasonable
explanation.

 


Q: So did he give it to you?

 


Olivia: Yes. He told me that he was “going to beat the dirt right
out of my body.” It was pure mental delusion but I just listened to
his words like I was watching a movie. He wasted no time in
beginning the act. The first time I felt the sting of the hard
wicker against my bare bottom, my body flinched and convulsed.
Beads of sweat began to form on my forehead immediately. It was
intense. I knew that old-fashioned Australians had punished their
kids with these things, but I was shocked by the pain. I felt like
some kind of martyr. Each time he whipped it across the thickness
of my bare butt, the woven end of it struck both of my butt cheeks
at the same time with a vicious force. After the first one, I
gasped loudly in pain. After the next couple, I cried out from the
pain and started mumbling to myself how badly it hurt. After the
fifth or sixth stroke, tears began to stream down my cheeks and I
was wailing in pain. I literally screamed out but it didn’t matter.
There was no one there to hear my cries except for him. I began to
scream at the top of my lungs because I knew that there was not a
single person who was going to come, not a single soul who would
arrive and ask me why I was letting myself be whipped with a carpet
beater by a total stranger.

 


The crazy thing was, and I don’t know if I
was just hallucinating, but I began to see clouds of dust blowing
off of me each time he struck me. It was probably just the dirt on
the ground or on the carpet beater, but in my frenzied state of
mind, I imagined them coming right off my body. I’m sure I was just
romanticizing his vision of beating the dirt from me, but that’s
what I saw at the time. Of course, sweat was beading from my
forehead and I felt like I was about to faint from the pain, so
perhaps I saw things that were not there at all.

 


Q: How did it end?

 


Olivia: I don’t know how many times he whipped me with the carpet
beater but I think my body started to become limp and I was just
hanging onto the nylon cord with my arms to remain upright. I
remember feeling like I was going in and out of consciousness. I
would close my eyes and then open them again. When I felt an end to
the rhythm he had used in the strokes, I opened them completely
wide. He walked around to the front of me and stood a few inches
from me. He told me that if he catches me again peeping in his
window, he’ll whip me bare. I had so totally submitted to his
ritualistic spanking that I just nodded up and down. He passed from
in front of me as quickly as he had appeared. A few seconds later,
I heard his screen door slam behind me.

 


I took a few seconds to gather my composure
and then slipped my arms from the nylon cord. There were deep marks
on my skin that circled around the girth of my forearms. I shook
them to try to get the blood to flow back into them as they were
numb. I pulled my jeans back up, buttoned them and slowly walked
back toward my horse. It all felt so unreal despite the real pain
radiating from my butt. The day had hardly begun and here I was
wiping the tears from my eyes after being senselessly whipped by a
wicker carpet beater. I have never told anyone I know about the
remotest detail of that day.

 


Q: Was that the end of it?

 


Olivia: Pretty much. I mean I was only there for a week. When I got
home, I went to the bathroom and immediately pulled down my pants
to look at the results of it all. My butt was not only bright pink
but there were raw red markings from where the edge of the carpet
beater had struck me particularly hard. The skin was raised in
places and welting up. My entire bare ass was warm to the touch and
there was a deep pain that radiated from every inch of
it.

 


The next day, I examined it again. I was
shocked. My butt was black and blue with bruises. I almost felt
guilty like I had let myself be abused or something. But I couldn’t
stop looking at the marks and running my fingers across my bare
skin. It not only hurt to sit, but I could feel the pain each time
I pulled my pants on and off. It was such a lasting sensation and
that made the experience all the more powerful. I even thought
about riding back out to his property to get another one, but the
one thing that kept me from doing so were the markings. I don’t
know why but I thought it was only proper to wait until they were
gone and my ass looked clean or something. I know that doesn’t make
sense but that’s what I thought. They didn’t heal in time, though,
so I never made it back. The markings and pain were still there
when I sat down in the seat of the plane on my way back to New
York.

 


Q: How long ago was this?

 


Olivia: Last year. I am supposed to go on a trip with a couple
friends to Europe this summer but I haven’t committed to it yet. I
talked to my parents and asked them if that strange man still lived
next to them. They said he did and wanted to know why I was asking.
I’m still undecided if I’m going to go back to Australia this
summer instead. It will be winter there. Not that that matters. I
fantasize about the spanking nearly every week. It was so intense
but I wonder if it was just the serendipity of the situation or
something that got unleashed inside of me. I guess time will
tell.

 


 


 


 


The Formal
Interview


from Natalie Cinderella

 


I was the ambitious woman. I was the
breaker-of-all-glass-ceilings woman. I was the single woman. I was
the incorrigibly kinky woman. I was the wild, adventurous,
fly-out-of-town-on-a-limb,
hook-up-in-a-dark-corner-of-the-hotel-bar woman. Absolutely no one
expected me to suddenly get married, much less to a man with three
grown sons.

“But it was the economy,”
I told everyone. “I had
to do something.”

At least, that’s the
excuse that I liked to tell people when they asked me how I ended
up in the situation I ended up in and did the things that I did.
Yet, that’s not really being honest. I guess you could say that the
economy was my enabler. It made what normally would be considered slightly taboo to
be seen as socially acceptable. Yet, even then, it was only the
façade of my situation that my friends considered socially
acceptable. What I did behind closed doors was as inviolable,
forbidden and naughty as it gets. If they knew about all of that, I
probably would have been paraded as a sex freak on national TV and
branded a slut on AM radio.

Let me give you the basic data on myself
just to get the introduction out of the way.

 


Name: Natalie Cinderella

Age: 28

Occupation: Hired suburban
housewife.

Personality:
Feisty, flirty, super kinky, always horny,
mischievous, too smart for her own good.

Physical
Description: Chocolate brown hair, dark
brown eyes, busty, curvaceous,

toned where it matters and curved where it
moves.

Husband:
One.

 


Prior to meeting my “husband”, I had
resigned myself to the reality that I would never have the family
or the kind of marriage that I had imagined I would have since the
days when we all first imagined our perfect lives in the future. I
had just broken up with another long-term boyfriend who just wasn’t
the man with whom I wanted to spend the rest of my life. I became
convinced that I was going to spend the remainder of my days as a
single woman living on the fringes of all my married friends’
lives. I would be the one who listened to all their joys, struggles
and complaints while they comforted me with encouraging words about
finding the right man, or setting me up with friends of their
husbands.

Yet, I can’t entirely
blame bad luck for the predicament of being an unmarried woman at
that age. You see, as far back as I can remember, I’ve always had a
certain fatal flaw that has been my downfall in choosing men and
staying in relationships. That one little flaw, to put it bluntly,
is that I am insatiably horny. I mean horny. As in: hôrnē – 1. Of or
resembling horn 2. Hard and rough. 3. Feeling great sexual desire.

Yes, I know all women like sex and the
occasional late-night drunken kinkiness, but for me, every
wandering thought and every inch of my body is saturated with
sexual perversion and naughty urges. When I’m at a restaurant, I
always check out the waiter. When I get pulled over by a cop, I
casually insinuate a sexual favor to get my way out of a ticket.
When I’m at the gym, I get hands-on personal training from the most
attractive trainer. When I’m at a bar, I always eye other men while
talking to a man. When I go to the grocery store, I linger next to
random good-looking guys until our hands veer towards the same item
on the shelf. I just can’t help it. Most women will let it happen
in the right circumstances but I make it happen all the time with
the most devious words and the most cunning tricks.

Plus, I not only have an extremely vivid
imagination, but I grew up in a strict household in which my father
forbade me from dating until I left for college. All those pent-up
years of adolescent frustration from not being allowed to touch
what I wanted to touch seems to have resulted in endless sexual
sparks firing away inside my imagination, from the day I left home
to this very minute.

So, of course, the men who I ended up dating
were always the men who I ended up going home with after a drunken
night of innuendos and kinky flirtation because, in my mind, the
most attractive men were the ones who conjured up images of doing
what I felt I was forbidden to do. Even when I’d start to seriously
date a man and begin to fall for him, I could never fully
extinguish my wandering eye or my desire to explore feelings that
were, in some way, forbidden or taboo. When the sex life of my
relationship became dull and routine, I simply began to lose
interest in the man and would naturally find myself flirting with
men with whom I had no right to be flirting.

I knew that acting like a kinky college girl
was only going to last so long, even as I stretched that special
phase well into my twenties and beyond. When I lost my job as a
director of marketing at the beginning of what would quickly become
the great American recession, the reality of my situation soon hit
me. After a number of short-term freelance jobs and a freeze on
hiring at practically every single company I applied to, the stark
truth of trying to make it on my own no longer seemed like it was
worth the price I had to pay. No longer was I able to tell myself
that I was simply going to be the carefree career woman who would
always have her job as an excuse for why she was not yet married. I
suddenly realized that I did not want to struggle alone to make it.
I no longer wanted to be the lone woman who would not settle for
anything but the perfect man.

So on New Year’s Eve I made my resolution.
This year, I told myself, I would get married and have a family. I
would leave the kinky thoughts in my head and focus on what matters
in life. I hoped that I could find a man who would satisfy me both
as a husband and as a sex partner for my endless appetite, but I
was firmly committed to finding the man who I would love and live
with for the rest of my life.

After making official visits to the hair
salon, the manicurist, the waxing spa and numerous department
stores to formally prep myself for the women-looking-for-marriage
market, I sat down in front of my computer and began my search. I
sent out emails to friends notifying them of my new quest,
registered on every relationship website and started browsing
social media profiles of every attractive man I could click on.
Immediately my phone started to ring with calls from my friends,
each of them telling me that they had the perfect guy for me and
wanting to know when they could set me up on a blind date. I
surrendered to all of their propositions, and so began the
quest.

Yet, three months into it and dozens of
awkward hellos and goodbyes later, I had hardly met a man I wanted
to see for a second time much less every morning for the rest of my
days on earth. I knew my search was going to be difficult but it
was becoming painfully obvious how impossible it really was to find
love when you are looking for it. So, with my bank account quickly
depleting, I decided it might be best to just return to the
trenches of the job hunt and put the search for love on the
backburner of time.

The next morning, with my laptop under my
arm and my new resume complete, I headed to my favorite downtown
French café to spend the day drinking double espresso shots and
browsing job listings. I hunkered down at a corner table by the
edge of the window and began my new struggle to return to my role
as the world’s most single career woman.

And then, of course, when I least expected
it, it happened.

“Searching for a
job?”

I looked up and turned my head around to
where the voice had come from. He was sitting behind me at another
table and was obviously peering over my shoulder to look at what I
was doing on my laptop.

“Aren’t we a little nosy?”
I immediately responded. “Are you trying to invade my privacy?” I
added sarcastically with a devious smirk.

“Oh, no, I’m sorry,” he
said defensively. “I just glanced at your computer screen. I didn’t
mean to pry. I apologize.”

His utter politeness and
old-fashioned gentleman demeanor suddenly intrigued me, considering
he was the one who had boldly begun the conversation by
eavesdropping on me. I turned again to take another look at him. He
was dressed in a very conservative charcoal grey business suit and
seemed to be a good decade older than me. He had clean-cut dark
brown hair and serious dark blue eyes. He was stirring his coffee
and glancing at the copy of The Wall
Street Journal that he held in his other
hand as he waited for my response.

“Yes, I am looking for a
job. Are you hiring?”

He set the paper down on the table and
smiled at me. When our eyes met, there was definitely something
there but I just didn’t know what it was. My first impression was
that he was a bit domineering but this was mixed with an attraction
to his almost formal reaction to me.

“Well, yes and no. I am
hiring but it probably isn’t for the job you are seeking. What kind
of work are you looking for?”

“I’ve worked in marketing
for nearly 10 years, but I got laid off a number of months ago,” I
explained to him.

“Oh, I see,” he said while
he seemed to ponder what I told him. “So you have a serious career
path you are already firmly set on?”

“Well, yes…I mean I have a
master’s degree and have been doing it for many years, but I am
open to other offers.”

Our eyes darted back and forth toward each
other and then away again. We seemed to both be testing the waters
of what exactly this conversation was about.

“What kind of work are you
hiring for?” I asked him.

He clasped his hands together and leaned
back trying to figure out what he was going to say next. I quickly
became intrigued by the strange flow of the conversation and was
wondering where exactly it was headed.

“Well, I work in the
defense industry but the position is more of a personal
nature.”

“Personal? Like a personal
assistant?” I asked him.

“Well…not exactly,” he
said, trying to find the right words to explain to me what he was
seeking. He finally just leaned forward and said it. “I’m not going
to lie to you. I’m looking for the perfect housewife.”

“A housewife?” I said,
completely confused by his remark. “You are seeking to hire a
housewife?”

He smiled at my reaction. “No, I mean, not
technically. It’s difficult to explain,” he said with an
emotionally strained look on his face.

Now I was starting to wonder if this man was
not completely crazy and if I shouldn’t just cut the conversation
short to return to my job search. Yet, there was something about
the expression on his face that told me he was being sincere and so
I figured I would listen to what he had to say.

“How is it difficult to
explain?”

He cast his eyes down and then looked around
to see if anyone else was listening to our conversation. He moved a
bit closer toward me and lowered his voice.

“I’m sorry but I’m not
very good at this. You see, my wife passed away a few years ago.
She was working with me on a defense contract in Iraq and we were
attacked by insurgents while we were travelling in a
convoy.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I told
him. It was the last thing that I expected him to tell me but it
was beginning to explain his strange approach to me.

“I haven’t dated anyone
since then and I’m really not sure if I am ready to
again.”

“No, of course, I
understand,” I told him warmly. “Maybe you just need a little more
time.”

“Maybe,” he said, “but
enough time has passed already and I’m ready to meet someone else.
There are just certain things I am looking for in a woman this
time.”

“Like being a housewife?”
I jokingly asked him just to lighten up the tone of the
conversation.

He laughed. “Well, yes. You see, not only
would I not want my wife in any kind of danger again but I have
three teenage sons at home who need a woman to look after
them.”

This conversation was growing more and more
interesting by the second, I thought. It was certainly the last
thing that I expected to happen on my first day on a search for a
new job.

“That must be tough. I
mean, trying to raise three boys on your own.”

He rolled his eyes. “You can’t imagine. Boys
will be boys but they are practically grown men now. I travel a lot
so I really only know about the mischief that they are up to when I
get a call from a neighbor. I tried to hire a nanny but it just
didn’t work out. They need a woman who is always there for them and
keeps them under control.”

“I see,” I told him while
thinking about his situation. “So that’s why you are looking
to hire a
housewife?”

“Well, like I said, yes
and no. I’d like to meet the right woman for a relationship, but
you can’t imagine how difficult it is to just go out and meet the
right person.”

I couldn’t help but smile when he told me
that. I began to seriously think about his circumstances while we
chatted a bit more about other things. I studied him while he
talked and there was no denying that there was something about him
that was very attractive. He was older than me, yes, but not too
old that we could not talk about the same things. He was
fantastically in-shape with broad muscular shoulders, sturdy tanned
forearms and skin that only told its age from the few wrinkles that
formed at the edge of his eyes when he smiled. He had that
distinctive healthy-executive look that comes from having the
resources to take care of oneself in the finest of ways. Yet, it
was something else that was making me feel attracted to him that
had nothing to do with his physical appearance. I couldn’t really
place my finger on it at the moment but there was something about
him that told me he was different than most men and that he had
urges and desires that went to places inside him where other men
preferred not to go. I wasn’t sure what it was exactly, but there
was something in his eyes that clued me into his openness to a
world of kink.

The one thing holding me back, though, was
that he already had a full family of three grown sons. I had always
wanted a family but I had assumed I would be the mother to children
I gave birth to and not some kind of step-wife nanny to boys on the
edge of manhood themselves. But at the same time, the thought of
being asked to put three teenage boys under control instigated
those secret thoughts in me that sent my imagination reeling. I
wasn’t really picturing anything specifically as much as giving in
to that feeling of wanting to once again explore things that seemed
to be utterly forbidden.

So after a few more minutes of chatting, I
just decided to go for it.

“Well, if you are
seriously looking to hire a housewife, I would love to be
interviewed for the position,” I told him.

He looked up at me a bit startled and smiled
at my playfulness. “That’s great to hear,” he said. “Let me look at
my calendar and see when I have time available for your
interview.”

He took his phone out of his pocket and
thumbed through the screens for a few seconds.

“How’s tomorrow at
five?”

“Five works fine for me.
Is there anything special I need to bring?”

We were both starting to really enjoy
pretending we were seriously discussing the hired housewife
situation and at the same time being slyly flirtatious.

“Yes, bring a copy of your
resume and dress well. If you pass the first interview, I might
take you out to dinner.”

“Might?” I said
teasingly.

“We’ll see how things go.
I’m a very tough interviewer. I’ve had to interrogate my fair share
of detainees who refused to tell me what I wanted to
hear.”

Now I was really turned on. “Oh, I see,” I
responded in laughter. “Well, I’ll make sure to come with all my
answers ready for you.” I gathered my belongings and stood up to
tell him bye. He wrote his address and phone number down on a
corner of the newspaper, tore it off with a motion of swift force
and handed it to me.

“You didn’t even tell me
your name,” I told him.

“Anderson Norton. And
yours?”

“Natalie
Cinderella.”

We shook hands.

“So I’ll see you tomorrow
at five?” he asked with a sly smirk on his face.

“Yes,” I responded in a
very firm and proper tone. “I’ll wear my best formal housewife
outfit.”

“Good. I’m looking forward
to it. Don’t be late. First impressions are important to
me.”

I hesitantly smiled and said goodbye.

On my way home, I got butterflies in my
stomach just from thinking about the conversation and about the
meeting planned for the next day. What a strange twist of fate. I
still didn’t know much of anything about this man but his first
impression certainly impressed me. I was at a time in my life when
I was very much open to exploring new directions but this was
definitely not one of the new directions I had imagined.

I called one of my close friends who I
confide in for all of my trials and tribulations. I told her about
my chance encounter and asked her what she thought I should do. She
thought that I was crazy for meeting a man in a café, much less
agreeing to come to his home, but that it all sounded like
something she would expect from me. She asked me what I knew about
him and, of course, I told her absolutely nothing. She told me to
Google him and to call her back after I went through the first 1000
hits or so.

As soon as I got back
home, I started up my computer, typed in his name and then
nervously hit the search button while I hoped that he didn’t come
up as a serial killer. Yet, he not only came up as who he said he
was, but he proved to be even more intriguing than I had imagined.
Anderson Norton worked as Chief Executive Officer for a company
called Hellman Defense Industries, was previously a Lieutenant in
the U.S. Army, was originally from Wyoming and had attended West
Point before going off to serve in Desert Storm and a number of
other military operations. It seems he was an Assistant Professor
for a few years and I found quotes from him in a wide array of
publications from Military Times
to The New York
Times. His name was listed on all sorts of
websites as a recipient of this award and that award. It seemed
like he was the picture perfect specimen of the successful military
man turned civilian. So why was he interested in some woman he met
in a French café?

I called my friend back and told her what I
had found. She was as astonished as I was but we agreed that it was
certainly safe for me to meet someone with such a public image to
protect. So I decided that that was that and I would walk into this
“interview” with the full belief that I was going to get this job.
At the very least, it would be a memorable experience. When else
would I ever get another opportunity to be hired as a housewife to
a dashing military man?

The next day, I outfitted myself in a
provocative light pink shirtwaist dress that had 1950’s housewife
written all over it. It was subtly sheer but my tiny black g-string
underneath was definitely not. I jumped into my car and headed down
the interstate out of the city and deep into the exclusive suburban
neighborhood where Anderson lived. At the time, I was living in a
brownstone apartment in a hip neighborhood in the city which was
popular with post-graduates and young couples. I had only been to
the suburbs a handful of times to visit my married friends who had
moved to start families in towns with good schools and safe
streets. I had never been, though, to the neighborhood where
Anderson lived.

I wasn’t really sure where I was going but
my GPS system seemed set on taking me down as many wide, tree-lined
boulevards it could find. I finally pulled up to this picture
perfect, two-story white Victorian house with a white picket fence
encompassing an enormous front lawn that was trimmed to perfection.
It was like a period piece of old-fashioned charm from a world of
suburban gentility I thought only existed in movies.

I nervously rang the doorbell and after a
few seconds, the door opened. To my surprise, a young man stood
there wearing only a white bath towel, his firm tanned torso
glistening with water. He had obviously just gotten out of the
shower and he had pinned the towel in a bunch at his waist to keep
it around him. He just raised his eyebrows at me rather rudely as
if to ask me what I wanted.

“Hi. I’m here to see
Anderson. Is he your father?”

He just looked me up and down as if to
ascertain what exactly I was dressed to do. Without saying
anything, he nodded his head for me to come in. He turned and
walked away as Anderson came up behind him to greet me.

“Go put some clothes on,
Ethan! Is that anyway to answer the door?” He said it in a
half-scolding manner but it was less of a reprimand than something
he seemed to be saying just because I was there and felt like he
needed to declare it for appearances sake.

“Right on time,” he said
to me, reaching his hand out to shake mine in a very formal manner.
“Please come in, Natalie. We’ll be meeting in my
office.”

He led me through the hallway of the house
toward his home office. As we were walking through the narrow hall,
the son who had answered the door passed by to go into the bathroom
and our eyes met for a brief second before he quickly looked away.
When we got to the living room, Anderson stopped for a moment.

“Ethan, Carter,
Alexander!” he called out. “Come meet Natalie.”

Ethan peered back out from the bathroom
doorway while I watched his other two sons wander into the living
room. Neither of them was wearing a shirt. They just stood there in
their boxers, curiously staring at me and wondering who I was. I
felt like I had just been allowed into the men’s locker room and no
one seemed to be concerned in the least about covering themselves.
I ogled the trio of innocent bare bodies like absolutely nothing
was out of the ordinary. It was as if they were being put on
display for me to admire. At least in my mind, I felt like I was at
market for fresh young male meat.

“Natalie, this is Ethan.
You met him at the front door. And that is Carter and
Alexander.”

“It’s very nice to meet
all of you,” I said in a very warm tone. They just looked back at
me like indifferent teenagers.

“Guys, be polite and say
hello,” their father told them firmly. One of them greeted me while
the two others raised their hands lackadaisically before they
turned away and went about their business.

“Sorry about that,”
Anderson said. “You know how boys are these days.”

“Yes, of course,” I
replied.

He led me into his office and closed the
door behind me. He motioned toward the large wooden armchair that
was placed opposite his chair and desk. I sat down and readied
myself for his questions.

“Did you bring your
resume?” he asked me as he sat down.

“Yes, I did,” I replied
promptly as I reached down into my bag to extract the sheet of fine
linen paper from my leather binder. I passed it adroitly across the
desk to him. He took it from me and began to study it while I
waited. I let my eyes wander around his office while he read and
noticed that he had quite a few photos of himself with an
assortment of military officers and politicians. His entire office
was very neatly organized. Every book on his shelf seemed to be
categorized and meticulously kept. His desk was bare except for a
tidy stack of letters, his computer and a stack of post-it notes
next to a silver fountain pen. And surprisingly, it all seemed to
be very, very clean.

“So,” he began as he
looked up at me, “have you worked as a housewife
before?”

I laughed when he said it, but after I did,
he just looked back at me with a stone cold glare and I quickly
realized he was serious. His strict formality caused me to be taken
back a bit and I erased the smile from my face before I answered
him.

“Well, no, I haven’t
Anderson, but I…”

“Mr. Norton.”

“What?” I said.

“Please address me as Mr.
Norton. I don’t believe we know each other well enough for such
personal addresses,” he told me firmly.

I had expected this to be a kind of
make-believe interview and was shocked as to how proper he was
making it. I straightened myself in my chair and continued what I
was saying before he had cut me off.

“Yes, of course, Mr.
Norton. As I was saying, I have never held the position of
housewife before but I believe that my experience in other fields
has properly prepared me to handle the responsibilities of the
position.”

“How so?” he responded
immediately.

“Well,” I said, trying to
think of something to say, “I have learned to multi-task quite well
through my past jobs and I think that would be the most important
element of managing a household.”

“Of course,” he said,
leaning back in his chair and putting his hands behind his head.
“And what kinds of skills do you have?”

“Well, I can cook, do
errands, clean, take care of the bills…”

“What can you
cook?”

I couldn’t believe that I
was trying to clarify my skills as a housewife, much less speak of
myself as a housewife at all. After more than a decade in corporate
America, ambitiously plowing through the elite ranks of
twenty-first century global marketing departments, here I was
earnestly trying to be hired
as a wife of the house. It seemed almost surreal,
as if I was half-pretending to be someone else who I wasn’t
supposed to be.

“Well, a little bit of
everything. What do you like?”

“I like American food.
Steak, potatoes and apple pie. Sometimes I like it a little more
contemporary and gourmet,” he quickly rattled on. “You would need
to cook breakfast, lunch and dinner, everyday, for me and the boys.
It must always be good and it must be on the table when we sit down
to eat.”

“Of course,” I said. “It
would be my job to take care of my men in the way they need to be
taken care of. Feed them when they are hungry and make sure they
are healthy and strong.”

The conversation had quickly taken on a
feeling of the demanding employer and the eager interviewee who was
expressing her readiness to do anything and everything to get the
job. While at first it was a bit strange, there was something about
it that seemed very exciting and almost kinky.

“And what about when we
are out at social engagements? I attend events with some very
important people who tend to have very traditional values. Tell me
how you would act.”

“Well, I would be the
perfect American wife. I would be well versed on important topics,
supportive of my husband’s career, well dressed at all times and
eager to engage the other men’s wives so they looked upon me
favorably as your other half.”

I couldn’t help but let out a slight smile
at my eloquent delivery. I could see he was quite pleased with my
answer.

“And what kind of
authority figure would you be to my boys?”

The question took me back a bit. I had never
really imagined myself as an authority figure of any sort and the
image of being one to three teenage boys suddenly popped into my
head. I honestly didn’t know how to answer the question.

“Uhmmmm…I think I would
have to learn what it took and what they needed. I guess I would
try to balance being nurturing to them and at the same time molding
them as men.”

“They need someone who is
strict with them,” he responded bluntly. “Can you whip them into
shape?”

A graphic image of me whipping his boys into
shape in the hidden confines of his pristine home filled my head. I
imagined them all butt naked, bent over the kitchen table as I laid
some prison whip into their backsides. Butterflies floated through
my belly and I had to do everything in my power to maintain my
composure.

“Yes, I will give them
what they need to be kept in line,” I replied to him in the most
confident voice I could muster. I struggled to swallow and hoped
that he wouldn’t ask me anything else about the
scenario.

“Very good,” he replied.
He looked back down at my resume as if he was taking time to ask
his next question. He looked back up at me and leaned
forward.

“I want to be honest with
you, Natalie. This would be a challenging position for you. Both my
sons and I are very emotionally guarded at this point in our lives.
Like I told you when I met you, this is why I am seeking to hire a
housewife. Until we feel like we can trust you and there is a
personal connection, there would be a certain distance between us.
You know how men are with their emotions.”

“Of course. I understand,”
I told him. “I would not want to force anything. If there is a
strong connection between us all, I’m sure things will take care of
themselves.”

He nodded slowly in agreement while he
studied me. “And why are you even here? What attracted you to my
offer?”

“Well, to be honest with
you as well, I’m definitely at a point in my life in which I’m torn
between following my career and starting a family. Perhaps this
will be an unexpected solution. I was only looking for one man but
maybe here I have found four.”

He raised his eyebrows the moment I said
that and I instantly realized how it sounded when it came out of my
mouth.

“I mean, with your boys
and all…taking care of those growing boys as they become
men.”

“I see. And anything else
you want to tell me that you believe would make you a good fit for
the position?”

During the course of the interview, I had
become increasingly attracted to his formal manner of interviewing
me. It was obvious that he had difficulty opening up to a woman in
a personal relationship and that he had chosen to maintain control
of the situation by keeping everything very professional. He seemed
to be interested in me but I felt like I just needed to do
something more in order to really get his attention.

“Yes, there is. I
understand I would be initially hired as your employee, but can I
ask you a personal question?”

“Of course. Ask me
anything you would like.”

I glanced around the room for a moment as I
tried to figure out how to put my deviant thoughts into words. At
first, I thought that maybe I should try to conceal my naughty
nature, seeing how this was the very first time we had met. There
was something inside me, though, that just urged me to put myself
out there to him in full display so he would know the kind of woman
I really am. I decided I should just be very direct.

“Well, Mr. Norton. I have
to be honest. I find you very attractive. Does your company have
any rules against sexual harassment in the workplace?”

He tried to suppress the broad smile
spreading across his face in reaction to my remark as he shifted in
his seat. He was visibly uncomfortable at my forwardness.

“Well, I guess that
depends,” he remarked.

“On what?” I asked with a
sly smile on my face.

He reached down to take his silver fountain
pen in his hand and began to play with it, slipping it in between
each of his fingers.

“It depends on how good
you are at sexually harassing me,” he quipped with a deviant
smirk.

I straightened myself in my chair so my back
was perfectly arched before him. I uncrossed my legs and then
re-crossed them toward the other side.

“I think I am very good at
it,” I told him.

He looked back at me as this flirtatious
tit-for-tat started to become much more interesting. I could tell
that he was either trying to think of something witty or
provocative to say but I didn’t at all expect him to say what he
did.

“Show me.”

I raised my eyebrows at him. “Show you? Now?
Here?” I asked him gesturing with my hand.

“Now. Here,” he replied
sternly.

I cleared my throat and searched for a
response to this but I knew I couldn’t possibly back down now. So I
uncrossed my legs, stood up and walked over to the door. I turned
the metal lock on it to make sure no one would walk in, and then
turned toward him. Without taking my eyes off of his, I slowly
strutted across the room and then around his desk to where he sat.
I stood there above him for a few seconds before I bent down and
whispered in his ear.

“Mr. Norton, may I ask
what your housewife should do when you make her terribly horny? Are
there any chores you would like me to do at this moment?” I ran my
hand across the top of his leg and I could quickly tell that I had
made an impression on him. I remained bent over with my mouth just
next to his ear. I couldn’t believe that I was doing this and I
hoped he wouldn’t think I was a total slut for doing it at our very
first meeting. I figured, though, that he might as well know me
from the very beginning. I had hid my outrageously sexual nature
from too many boyfriends before and it had gotten me
nowhere.

I let the edge of my lips glide across his
ear for a moment and let him hear the sound of my breath deepen as
I inhaled and exhaled slowly. I slowly slid my hand across his
thigh and grasped him firmly between his legs. My breath grew even
heavier as his cock turned hard in the palm of my hand. I wrapped
the tips of my fingers all the way around his prick and balls and
squeezed a little harder. He couldn’t help but smile. I whispered
in his ear again.

“Mr. Norton, what happens
when I’m a naughty housewife?”

His smile broadened again and I could tell
he was really getting into it.

“I hope you don’t think
I’m always like this, Mr. Norton. I’m just a little mischievous
behind closed doors. I normally have very high morals,” I told
him.

I decided it might be best not to go too far
so I removed my hand from between his legs, stood up straight and
returned to my chair to sit down. There was an awkward moment of
silence as he just shook his head slowly and laughed at what I had
just done in the middle of the interview.

Yet, before I could say anything else, he
stood up and walked around the desk to where I sat.

“Stand up,” he ordered
me.

I looked up at him. “Why?”

“I have an answer to your
question,” he responded sternly.

“My question?”

“You asked me what happens
when you are a naughty housewife. I’m going to show you.” He said
it very seriously and now I was a bit afraid that I really had
crossed a line I shouldn’t have crossed. But what was I going to do
now? I stood up and faced him, nervously staring up at his
expressionless face.

“Turn around, bend over
and put your hands on my desk,” he ordered me.

I turned to look at his desk and then
quickly back at him. I couldn’t believe he had just asked me to
bend over his desk. The insinuation of what he planned to do wasn’t
difficult to figure out.

“Right now, Natalie,” he
told me again.

A rush of exhilarating fear flooded through
me and my palms became moist in nervousness, but the moment was
undeniably charged with pure eroticism. I had no idea where this
was headed but I was rapidly losing my grasp of reason and simply
enjoying the spontaneity of the situation. I did as he asked,
turning around and bending over his desk. I placed my hands on the
edge of his large oak desk so my butt was protruding toward him. I
looked back at him to see what he was going to do next.

“Head forward,” he said
simply without raising his voice. I turned my head back around as
he began to speak.

“Let’s get things clear
right now, Natalie. I am a highly respected member of this
community and in the world of business and politics. I cannot
afford to have a wife who in any way compromises my integrity. Is
that understood?”

“Yes,” I told
him.

Suddenly I felt his hands grasp the edge of
my dress and lift it up. My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t
believe he was doing what he was doing. He tossed the bottom of the
dress over my back and I could feel my bare butt exposed. I jerked
my head around ever so slightly to him and then looked forward
again. My thoughts were racing but I wasn’t sure how to react. I
should have been outraged that he had just pulled up my dress, or
at least protested, but I was on the edge of a kinky sort of
dramatic anticipation. I clinched the edge of his desk with my
fingers, wondering what was going to happen next.

“In this house and outside
of this house, you need to act like a proper woman who carries
herself with respect. I am not going to have you parading around
here like a naughty girl day in and day out.” As he lectured me I
could feel him pacing back and forth behind me.

“I apologize,” I told him.
“I just thought you might be the kind of man who likes a kinky wife
now and then.”

“Oh, did you?” he
responded. “Well, we'll see how you feel about that after I give
you a nice hard spanking. Now spread your legs and arch your
back.”

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed
in a mixed state of shock. I was so turned on, but I hesitated for
a moment as if I was truly in disbelief that he was ordering me to
prepare to get spanked. I cautiously spread my legs and arched my
back. I glanced back at him and then looked forward once
again.

He casually placed his hand on the edge of
my ass, letting it glide across my right cheek before he lifted it
off and brought it back down with a hard smack across the meaty
part of my butt. The sound radiated through the room as the sting
radiated through my body. I’m not sure if I was more fearful of his
sons hearing me getting my bare ass slapped or the expectation of
pain from the spanking.

“Now, you better listen to
me. If you want to come into this household, you better seriously
re-examine your principles and ask yourself what kind of wife you
would like to be.”

He brought his bare hand across my ass twice
more.

“Is that
understood?”

“Yes,” I told him
immediately in a gasping voice.

“What was that response?”
he asked me.

“Yes, Mr. Norton,” I
responded.

His insistence on formality was
intoxicating.

“Now do you think that I
want a wife who spreads her legs for her husband at the drop of a
hat?”

“No, I’m sorry, Mr.
Norton,” I said to him.

He smacked me on my butt twice more on each
side, and then pulled up my underwear snuggly between my cheeks as
if to add to the feeling of being under his authority.

“Now let me ask you this
and make sure you respond honestly.”

“Okay,” I said
quickly.

“Do you think I want a
horny little housewife?”

“No, Mr. Norton,” I
immediately responded. He smacked my bare butt a few times more. I
could definitely feel the pain of the sting but I couldn’t help but
be turned on by it as well. I was just so fearful that his sons
could hear the sounds outside the door. The volume of the TV was
turned up and I’m sure that the noise was drowning out the sounds
of my butt getting spanked, but I felt so self-conscious with the
thought that they might hear something anyway. He spanked me again
and again.

“You are not being honest.
Answer again. Do you think I want a horny housewife?”

“No, Mr. Norton,” I
repeated. “I am being honest.”

He slid his hand across my reddened butt as
I readied myself for another swat, but this time he took a little
more time. I could feel his palm as it moved from one cheek to the
other cheek, delicately gliding across my tender butt as I waited
for him to stroke it hard across my cheeks again. Yet, as his hand
moved across my ass a final time, it suddenly took a different
course. I almost jerked around when his hand moved from the edge of
my butt to the crevice between my cheeks and then down between my
legs. Before I knew what was happening, his fingers skimmed across
the front of my panties.

“Now, Natalie. Do you
think I want a horny housewife?”

For a moment, I wasn’t sure how to respond
or what he was going to do next. After his fingers glided between
my legs, my thoughts raced to the possibility of getting spanked
there.

“No, Mr. Norton,” I
repeated for what I hoped would be the last time. I waited for his
response as I felt his fingers move across the contours of my
covered pussy. I was completely embarrassed by how wet I was as I’m
sure he could feel that my panties were thoroughly soaked through
from what he was doing to me. I was expecting another few slaps on
my ass, but there were none. He simply continued to rub his fingers
between my legs, pushing his middle finger up and down the length
of my cunt so as to make sure to touch my clit. Then he removed his
hand, clasped the sides of my underwear and pulled them
down.

I could feel the beat of my heart pulsating
through my entire body. I was now firmly in disbelief how rapidly
this strange interview had veered to me bending over his desk with
my panties hanging around my ankles.

“Miss Natalie Cinderella.
Don’t think for a second I don’t know the kind of woman that you
are,” he told me.

My thoughts raced wildly through my head.
What was he trying to insinuate? I wondered if I had gone too far
by outright flirting with him. I was about to object but he kept
lecturing me.

“Don’t think for a second
I don’t know every one of those naughty, kinky, slutty thoughts
that go through your mind. Maybe you have fooled men before, but I
know who you are, Miss Cinderella.”

He slapped my ass again and quickly slid his
hand back between my legs to my bare, wet cunt.

“You might try to hide
your urges, but this little naughty cunt tells the
truth.”

I suddenly began to understand the sly,
controlling game he was playing, although I was still in shock over
his seemingly direct awareness of my depraved mind.

“Now I’m going to ask you
one more time. Do you think I want a horny housewife?”

He was turning my naughtiness back on me,
thrilled by a desire to hear me confess. I twisted my head around
and looked at him as I gave my answer.

“Yes, I think you do want
one, Mr. Norton.”

He tried to suppress the smile on his face
but I could sense the erotic exhilaration he got from hearing my
words. He nodded slowly up and down as he continued to fondle me at
will.

“Yes, I just might want
one,” he said in a reflective and satisfied tone. “But we’ll have
to see if you can properly meet my parameters for naughtiness,
Natalie.”

His renewed formality was turning me on
uncontrollably. I didn’t know what to say. There I was with my
panties around my ankles looking back at him. I didn’t know if I
should just remain bent over to wait for additional spankings or if
I should respond to his confession. Yet, he didn’t even give me a
chance to say anything. He took hold of my arm and pulled me to a
standing position. He swiftly turned me around, grabbed me by the
back of my head and started kissing me roughly. He pulled me
tightly toward him and I wrapped my arms around the small of his
back while he slid his tongue deep into my mouth. He was an
incredible kisser and I knew from that moment on that I was his. We
had hardly gotten to know each other but I was already beginning to
fall for him. The specifics of what our relationship was going to
be didn’t really matter at that point because he had put his hand
back between my legs and my pussy couldn’t have been any
wetter.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. We
both stopped and smiled at the whole situation. “Yes?” he said.

“You have a phone call.”
It was the voice of one of his sons.

“Take a message! I’m in
the middle of a meeting. Do not interrupt me again!” he
yelled.

He turned back toward me and I waited to
hear the person’s footsteps as they walked away but I didn’t hear
anything. I looked back at Anderson and gestured that I thought
there was someone at the door but he didn’t seem to care. He
whispered in my ear to just not make too much noise and we went
back to what we were doing. He guided me back to his desk and
lifted me up to sit me on the edge of it. My panties were still
hanging around my ankles and he reached down to slip them off. When
he rose again, he looked at me with the most intense stare. I felt
like I was completely powerless to look away from his granite blue
eyes. He moved his head toward mine, pressing his mouth to my ear
so he could whisper to me.



“Spread your legs wide,
Natalie.”

The sound of his voice and the feeling of
his warm breath sent shivers through my body. I could feel my legs
shaking as I slowly parted them open. He reached down and pulled my
dress up to fully reveal my bare cunt.

“Wider,” he
ordered.

I spread my legs wider so there was no doubt
that I was fully exposed to him. He delicately placed his hand on
my inner thigh and glided it up the inside of my leg. He ran his
fingers over the contours of my wet cunt and I wondered if he liked
that it was shaved completely bare. Suddenly, without the slightest
warning, he lifted his hand, moved it a few inches in the air and
then slapped me soundly between my legs. My body flinched in shock
and my legs instinctively closed shut. I gasped from the unexpected
sting.

“I said wider, Natalie. I
mean completely wide,” he told me in a loud whisper.

I struggled to swallow, and then took a
couple quick, deep breaths. My legs trembled as I moved to spread
them all the way open. I could feel the muscles tighten to their
full length at the sides of my hips and thighs. My knees were
pointing toward the front corners of his desk. He continued to
speak quietly into my ear.

“Do you need your naughty
cunt spanked again or will you keep them spread?”

I was so uncontrollably turned on that I had
no idea how I should answer. Did he want to spank it again? Did he
want me to be obedient? Did he want me to defy him?

“I will keep them spread,
Mr. Norton,” I professed in a rush of words.

“Very good, Natalie. Now
tell me how naughty you are,” he ordered.

I wasn’t sure what to say.

“How naughty?”

“Yes, tell me how your
previous experiences will help you in this position.”

I couldn’t help but let out a sly smile in
reaction to his words, but before I realized it, he swiftly slapped
me again between my legs. I gasped once again and my legs jerked a
few inches together.

“This is not for your
amusement, Natalie.”

“Yes, Mr. Norton. I’m
sorry.”

“Yes, you will be. It
seems you need to have that naughty cunt trained before I proceed
with any more questions.”

“Trained?” I asked
him.

“You will keep your legs
completely spread during all questions. Understand?”

“Yes, Mr. Norton. I
understand.”

“Now, ask politely to have
your naughty pussy spanked for not keeping the spread
position.”

I was beginning to understand just how kinky
this man really was. The formality of his eroticism was sending
vibrations through my whole body and my mind was reeling with
future possibilities and scenarios.

“Mr. Norton, may I please
have my naughty pussy spanked for not keeping my legs spread?” Even
hearing myself say the words turned me on and my voice cracked
halfway through the question.

I watched attentively as his hand rose
between my legs, and then came firmly down on my cunt with a blunt
slapping sound. My legs jerked slightly but I kept my muscles
tightly constricted to hold my fully spread position.

“Better,” he responded.
“Ask for another.”

“May I have another, Mr.
Norton?” I immediately replied.

His fingers smacked between my legs again,
but this time my thighs were so tautly extended that there was only
a mild flinching of my body.

“Very good,” he told
me.

I smiled at his words but then quickly
suppressed my pleasure as I was uncertain if it was allowed. The
perversity of the interrogation flashed through my thoughts. I
would have never in a million years expected to be having my cunt
spanked during an interview to be hired as a housewife. It was all
beginning to become utterly surreal.

I didn’t really have much time to think
about it at all, though, as he added another few light slaps to
make sure that I held the position.

“Very, very good, Natalie.
Now let’s return to the questions.”

“Yes, Mr.
Norton.”

“Now, tell me how your
previous experiences will help you in this position.”

My mind ran through all the wild and kinky
things I had done in my life. I couldn’t possibly tell him about
everything and I was terrified that if he knew how sexual I really
was that he would not want me for his own. I would have to be
honest without being too honest and hope he did not believe I was
lying.

“Well, Mr. Norton, I have
some solid experience being naughty in many different fields
with…uhmmm…”

I hesitated to go on and he lifted his hand
once again.

“With men…with men in
different industries and of various backgrounds, I guess you could
say.”

“Give me an
example.”

“An example?”

“Yes. Tell me of a
circumstance in which you were naughty that you believe is relevant
to this position.”

I searched through my memories as a cascade
of random sexual scenes from the past poured through my mind. Even
I had forgotten about what I had done and what I hadn’t done. I
thought back to the first time I gave my boyfriend a blow job,
about the time I had sex in a professor’s office, about the time I
went home with two guys after an office party, about the time I
cheated on my boyfriend with his neighbor and about a dozen of
other flings, hook-ups and affairs.

“Answer now,
Natalie.”

I just grabbed on to the closest memory
going through my thoughts.

“Well, Mr. Norton, there
was one time in which I was on a business trip and I was very
naughty with a colleague with whom I worked.”

“How so?”

“Well, after our first
meeting with the client, I ended up drunk in his room and I…well I
made sure…uhmmm…I made sure to please him.”

“In what way?”

“Well, Mr. Norton. I gave
him a very good cock sucking.”

“And what
else?”

“I…I rode his cock up and
down until he had an uncontrollable orgasm. I believe he was
thoroughly satisfied with the kinky sex I provided.”

“I see,” he casually
uttered before he began to fondle me delicately between my legs.
“That’s a bit naughty,” he added as he rolled the ends of his
fingers through the wet contours of my cunt.

I began to moan softly from the
pleasure.

“Yes, a bit naughty,” I
mumbled through my heavy breathing.

“What else?”

I pictured the memory in my mind and I was
still unsure if I should go on confessing to him. I was afraid that
he just wanted to discover if I was an outright slut so he could
throw me out. At that point, though, I really didn’t have much to
lose. We were already well on our way into an unforgettable first
impression of each other.

“Well, the next day,
during another meeting, I slipped him a note across the table that
said I wasn’t wearing any panties.”

“You weren’t wearing any?”
he asked.

“No, Mr. Norton,” I
replied through a heavy moan. The pleasure was beginning to radiate
through my body and I closed my eyes for a moment. Suddenly, his
hand lifted from between my thighs and quickly landed with a sharp
snap.

“Very naughty,” he
whispered deeply in my ear after I gasped from the sting. While at
first I was shocked from having my cunt spanked, it was now
beginning to become a thorough turn-on.

“Yes,” I replied. “Very
naughty. But not as naughty as when we fucked in the restroom on
the way out,” I told him.

“In the restroom? At the
client’s office?”

“Yes, in the building, I
mean. Down the hall from their office.”

He snapped his fingers between my legs once
again and I gasped from the mixed sensation of pain and pleasure.
My cunt was tingling with warmth. I had never felt so exposed and
open to being punished for my desires. My legs were still fully
open and my thighs tightly constricted.

“This is very naughty,” he whispered to me
as he slid his fingers up and down between my thighs. I began to
moan deeply and he refrained from further questioning for a few
moments. He delicately fondled my clit and I wanted to squirm from
the raw pleasure. I felt like I could be moved to an orgasm in a
matter of seconds. My eyes fluttered open and shut while I moaned
with increasing volume. His lips were pressed against my ear and I
could hear every breath he took. Suddenly, he moved his hand from
between my legs and shifted away from me.

“Very well, then, Natalie.
Please return to your seat so we can finish the
interview.”

I sat there in disbelief for a moment, in
total shock that he had just taken me to such a raw moment of
pleasure and then just stopped. My legs were still spread open when
he sat back down behind me in his chair. As I slowly closed my
legs, they were still trembling from the tension of being held in
such an extreme position. I cleared my throat and tried to gather
my composure. I stood up and my dress dropped back down to where it
was before the whole scenario had begun. My panties were still on
the floor but I decided to just leave them there. I turned around
and sat back in my seat. I could hardly think straight and my
emotions were still caught in an aftershock of erotic energy.

“So now that we got that
out of the way, tell me how you would balance the role of the good
wife and the naughty wife.”

He asked the question in the most casual
manner, as if he had not just finished spanking my cunt in the most
perverse way.

I was so thoroughly turned on by how he
methodically controlled the whole moment that I was ready to tell
him anything.

“Well,” I began, still
trying to catch my breath, “I guess I would have to learn…uhmmm…I
guess I would have to learn…”

“Yes?” he said to me as he
raised his eyebrows in expectation of my response.

My mind was sparking in all directions in
its search for the right words.

“Uhmmm…well, I guess I
would have to learn when it was proper to be a good, clean smiley
housewife and when it would be proper to suck and fuck like a dirty
housewife.”

I couldn’t believe the words came out of my
mouth like they did. He just nodded up and down as he processed
what I had just said.

“I see. That’s a very good
response, Natalie.”

He picked up my resume once again and
examined it.

“So are there any other
skills you have that would be beneficial to this
position?”

The only position I had in my mind at this
point was the one in which I was riding on top of him in his office
chair but I was quickly learning how to keep my composure in the
way he desired. His repressed personal feelings following his
wife’s passing had been so fetishized into intense moments of
control that I felt like I was dealing with a warrior of martial
arts eroticism.

“Yes, absolutely,” I
retorted. “I think that I have both particular skills that would be
beneficial to this position as well as a general sense of awareness
about what makes a man like you tick.”

Anderson eyed me up and down, trying to get
a sense if I was bluffing my way into his heart or if I had some
caliber of expertise that I had yet to display.

“Go on,” he said in a
simple tone of a seasoned mind.

“Well, there are certain
things a woman has either learned or will never learn at this point
in her life,” I told him.

“Such as?’

“Such as the extreme care
that must be taken not only of her man but of his relations with
the world around him. Men thrive on power and power they must
have.”

His eyes fixed intensely on my own before
they darted away to the far end of the room as he let the
cogitations simmer in his mind.

“Yet, certain erotic
proclivities often distract him from the task at hand,” I told him.
“I would make sure that your distractions were reduced to mere
white noise on a muted TV.”

He ogled me again as he began to understand
how extreme my mental disposition could be altered.

Anderson sat back in his chair and eyed me
from a more distant perspective. He knew when he had met me that he
had stumbled upon a special women but he hadn’t realized how
eclectic I truly was in my acute perspective.

“Anything else you would
like to add before I conclude this interview?”

I thought for a moment if I should add
anything else to my previous diatribe but I believed I had gotten
my point across. I wanted to leave a little dap of whipped cream,
though, to make sure he understand how sweet of a cunt I truly
was.

“Well, I can drink like a
lady, fuck like a slut and cook like a chef.”

He glanced at me as it tried to take all the
words in.

“That’s all. Maybe there’s
more, but I’m sure your experience will tell you if there is, Mr.
Norton.”

Anderson nodded up and down methodically. He
was still in firm control of the interrogation but he was
definitely taken back by how thorough I was in my profession of my
skills and experience. He rose from his chair deliberately and I
followed his lead. He quickly extended his hand.

“I’ll look over your
qualifications, Miss Natalie Cinderella, and I’ll be in
touch.”

We shook hands, or at least I placed my hand
forward and he proceeded to engulf it in his own potent grip.

“I just want to thank you
for the opportunity, Mr. Norton. I hope I have made a good first
impression.”

He simply glared at me with a fresh sense of
reserve.

“Yes, you have performed
well. I’ll be in touch. Let me lead you out.”

He passed by me and unlocked the door to his
office. It was only once I was at the threshold of the door that I
realized that my little black g-string was still on the floor. I
glanced at it out of the corner of my eye but thought it might be
best just to leave it there. Anderson led me back out into the main
part of the house. I could hear the roar of the crowds from the
football game on the television in the living room as the announcer
made the call on the play. Our quick exchange of eyes communicated
that his sons were occupied with the game. He led me out to the
front entry way and opened the door for me.

“Thank you again for
meeting with me. I’ll be in touch,” he told me. The tone of his
voice had grown exponentially more formal in the short distance
from his office to the exit.

“Thank you for the
interview, once again, Mr. Norton. I hope this is the beginning
rather than the end. I have barely met your sons.”

He smiled reservedly and extended his hand
once again.

“Drive safe,
Natalie.”

“Thank you.”

Before I knew it, I was sitting in the quiet
comfort of my car and the reality of what just happened hit me.
There was still a strong tingling sensation between my legs. I
looked around to make sure no one was watching and then lifted up
my dress to take a look. The sight of my reddened, enflamed cunt
instantaneously turned me in the rawest of ways. I had never had a
man do that to me and the fact that this was the only thing this
man had done to me made it seem especially deviant. I ran my
fingers between my legs. It felt incredibly sensitive but almost
numb at the same time. A car suddenly passed by and I quickly
pulled my dress back down over my legs. I started the engine and
headed back home. As I drove, the erotic images of what had
happened saturated every one of my thoughts. I began to ask myself
how far I really wanted to take this wild and outrageous housewife
situation. Was something like this even possible? Was this my idea
of settling down? Could this really happen? I hadn’t even been
offered the “position” yet, but I wondered how long I would be
considered the “hired housewife” if things moved forward? It all
sounded so outlandish, but it was certainly more interesting than
corporate work. There was no doubt about that.

 


 


 


 


Ivy Glen Academy


from The Slut List

 


Valentina never imagined
that her 18th
birthday would end up like it did, much less the
rest of her senior year at Ivy Glen Academy. She always had a view
of the school as this pristine private institution in the heart of
white-washed suburban Mariposa. It was the type of place that was
always receiving blue ribbon awards and at the top of the list of
America’s best high schools to which parents were just dying to get
their kids accepted.

She had felt like an outsider since her
first day there. Most of the other girls thought of her as
rebellious and free-spirited, but she thought it was simply a
matter of not fitting in. She detested all the school’s strict
rules and had migrated from one group of friends to another as the
years had passed. She planned to go art school when she graduated.
Maybe Parsons in New York or the Art Institute in Chicago, she
thought. Getting into an elite art school was everything in the
world to her, but it would all depend on the usual prerequisites-
stellar recommendations, a brilliant portfolio and some kind of
scholarship or financial aid.

Valentina never imagined her entire world
would come to revolve around “the slut list” nor that her
step-mother would do everything in her power to keep her on the
list. It was not at all how she imagined her senior year was going
to turn out.

She had spent months planning her birthday
celebration. It felt like it was finally going to be her coming out
party into adulthood and the beginning of a new life. She was so
sick of all the immature cliques of high school kids who tried to
exclude anyone who didn’t fit into their stereotypical image of
perfection and who didn’t conform to all those rules of perfection.
She didn’t mind some of them, such as the emos, the goths and the
skaters, but it was that group of preppy girls who got under her
skin with their obsession over wearing the latest couture brand of
clothing and their fixation on only dating a practically inbred
group of guys from other wealthy families.

The “goodies” were this select group of
girls that seemed to hand down their feeling of superiority from
one class to the next, with each higher class deciding who would be
included in the coterie of the cool ones and who would be relegated
to lower regions of the pecking order. When she was a freshman, she
immediately was cast as one of the “dirties.”At first, she couldn’t
figure out why anyone would call her that, but after the first few
weeks of school, she pieced it all together. She dressed
differently, lived in an average neighborhood, had a step-mom and
looked too foreign to fit in with the elite white girls and the
other girls who tried to be white. She was a bit of an exotic
ethnic mutt with a mixture of Italian, Spanish, French and African
heritage. Her olive colored skin and green eyes made her feel like
a foreign exchange student among the homogenous collection of
typical-looking white girls. She was thin but she had what her
friends called a “butt made out of bubbles” and enough cleavage
since she was a pre-teen to make even old men take notice. She
quickly got used to the girls sneering at her and making up things
about her behind her back. It was just how it was- the “goodies” on
one side of the teenage planet, the “dirties” on the other and
everyone else in between.

For the first three years,
the conflicts were fairly innocuous. There was name calling at
lunch, minor scuffles at parties and a general ostracizing of her
and her few friends at all school functions. When “the slut list”
came out, though, everything exploded. It was if the “goodies” had
planned it all along and were just waiting for her
18th birthday to really start the hazing rituals. What really
triggered it, though, was when the school decided to institute
school uniforms for every student. It sent a ripple of confusion
through the entire social order. No longer could all the cliques
show who they were with their choice in clothing. Now they had to
up the ante with harsher talk and real actions.

She had no idea that Tyler
Rothschild was going to show up at her party. She didn’t even know
how he had heard about it. She had saved up money for months at a
part-time job in order to rent out this local club so her friend’s
band could play. She even got a friend’s older sister to buy a
bunch of bottles of liquor to sneak in to spike the drinks. Tyler
was the one who came up to her to wish her a happy birthday. She
never believed that he would really ever be interested in someone
like her, but she didn’t really care by the end of the night. It
was her 18th
birthday, she was drunk and she ended up hooking
up with him in the back room of the club. First they were just
kissing, but then he began to fondle her stealthily underneath her
clothes and after that, it just turned into a drunken blur. The
last thing she remembered was the two of them sneaking up to the
roof where no one could see what they were doing. Even at her young
age, she knew that life was short and she didn’t want to waste a
single moment on it because of fear of what other people thought.
Not everyone else, though, had the same perspective.

It was early on Friday morning when she got
the list. She was walking up the broad cement stairs in front of
the school. She had finally gotten used to wearing the regimented
blue and green plaid skirt, the white button-up and the white socks
that the private school had decided was the way that school girls
should look. She was beaming with excitement that she had finely
turned 18 and the whole world was going to open up for her.

It must have been that gleaming smile spread
across her face that caught the attention of the goodies. The
unquestionable leader of the clique was Brittney Van Slauson. She
looked like a blond-haired Amazon goddess of white girls. She was
nearly six foot tall, had the slender curves of a model, possessed
a pair of blue eyes as pure as the sky and walked around like she
was going to step on you if you didn’t move out of her way. Her
father had also donated so much money to the school that they named
the library after her family name.

When Valentina entered the central hallway,
it was as if time suddenly went into slow motion. Brittney’s eyes
locked onto her in a hard, cold gaze and a devious smile spread
across her seemingly angelic face. Brittney moved immediately
toward her and Valentina’s body tensed up as she waited for
Brittney to accost her with some new insult. She never understood
why but just being in the presence of that Nordic-looking goddess
made her tremble. She always got the sense that she was going to do
something physical to her. It was inexplicable but the mere sight
of her brought butterflies to her stomach. When their two bodies
met this time, though, Brittney merely stopped in front of her,
took a folded piece of paper from her bag and handed it to
Valentina.

“What’s this?” she asked
defiantly.

“I think you know,
Valentina,” she replied with a haughty smirk.

“No, I don’t,” she said to
her coldly.

“Well, you should have
known it was coming and you were going to be on it.”

Valentina unfolded the small piece of torn
notebook paper and looked down at what was written on it. There
were eight names, scribed in Brittney’s elegant handwriting, with
her name at the top.

“It’s the slut list,”
Brittney told her, “and you’re the number one slut.”Brittney looked
her up and down, and then just laughed.

Valentina’s heart beat heavily for a few
quick seconds, trying to figure out what this meant.

“You’ll be on it for the
rest of the year so you’d better get used to it,” she sneered, and
then just walked away with her books held adroitly in her folded
arms like a model student.

Valentina just shook her head in disbelief
and kept on walking down the hall. At first, she didn’t think
anything of the stunt but it didn’t take long to figure out that
she wasn’t the only one who knew about the list. When she turned
the corner and headed toward her locker, a wave of eyes descended
on her. They giggled or snickered to each other before they
motioned toward her so their friends knew exactly who they were
talking about. The blood flushed through her face. She wanted to
run away then and there, but she held strong and marched on to her
locker. She quickly took out the book she needed, slammed the
locker shut and rushed off to her first class.

When she entered the class, the eyes
cascaded toward her once again and she rapidly slipped into her
seat, opening her book to pretend to read. She couldn’t believe
this was happening. She still had the list in her hand and she
stealthily took it out to read it. She placed it on the fold of her
book and opened it. At the top of the paper was written, “The Slut
List,” underlined in thick black pen. She read the list of
names:

 


Valentina Sintora

Lucy Chow

Torie Monroe

Rachel Schultz

Lakeesha White

Maria Mendoza

Liliana Ortega

Sara Worthington

 


She tried to figure out if there was any
rhyme or reason to the list. She knew many of the girls on the list
in a casual way but not all of them. A few of the girls on it did
have a reputation for liking to sleep around but some of the others
didn’t. Half of them were some kind of ethnic minority, including
Lucy Chow and the two Mexican girls. There were rumors that both of
Maria and Liliana’s parents were illegal immigrants. She was
surprised to see Sara Worthington’s name on it as she thought she
and Brittney were good friends.

She folded the list back up and slipped it
into the back of the book. The teacher started the class and she
just tried to spend the next hour tuning out the entire world
around her. It seemed like an eternity before the bell rang for the
break. She grabbed her books and raced out into the hall. All eyes
turned toward her once again, so she dashed out the front of the
building, turned the corner and huddled down between two cars to
hide.

She didn’t know what she was going to do.
She already had a dozen truancies and her step-mother would kill
her if she got another. Her mind raced with the possibilities of
what this slut list thing really meant. She wondered if Brittney
was just making up rumors about her or if she had talked to guys
with who she had been. She had never really done anything too crazy
with any of the guys at the school, though. She certainly wasn’t a
prude as she saw no reason to restrain herself with someone if she
felt the urge to play and experiment, but she was by no means some
out-of-control slut. This had to be just Brittney’s twisted way to
control girls who she thought didn’t fit into her snotty, elitist
realm of coolness.

The warning bell for class rang and she
decided to just head back into the school to deal with whatever was
to happen. When she strolled through the front doors, the looks
fell on her once again. Valentina noticed right away, though, that
everyone had their cell phones out, furiously reading away at the
screens and pointing at what was on them.

“I can’t believe it,” one
of them exclaimed. “The school is in the New York
Times!”

When she heard her say it, Valentina just
snatched the girl’s phone out of her hand to look at what she was
talking about. The headline read: “Slut List Scandal Rocks Local
High School.”She couldn’t believe it. How did they find out about
it so quickly? She scanned through the article. Her name wasn’t
mentioned nor any of the other girls’ names. Someone’s parent had
apparently complained to the school about the list.

“Valentina?”

She looked up to see the principal’s
face.

“Can you come to my
office, please?”he asked her in a low, firm voice.



Alexis Sintora was sitting at her desk
working when she read the headline that came up with the other news
links on her computer screen: “Local High School in Trouble Over
‘Slut List’ Scandal”. She froze in place, her mouth dropped and a
million fears catapulted through her mind. She was terrified to
click on the link. She didn’t know why but she was already sensing
that it was going to be just the beginning of a long ordeal.

Her hand shook as she moved the mouse to the
headline, clicked it and started reading. Her eyes raced to find
the name of the high school…Ivy Glen Academy. Her heart skipped a
beat. It was what she thought it was. There was a photo of the
principal, Liam Rockman, at the top of the article. She had gone to
high school there with him and immediately recognized the strong
curves of his face, his thick brown hair and his muscular neck. She
quickly read through the remainder of the article to find the
salient points of the scandal.

 


The list was discovered by one of the
students at the school. On it, there were the names of eight senior
girls who school officials say were being ostracized for supposedly
promiscuous behavior…It is not yet known who produced the list but
local parents whose daughters attend the school are outraged…The
principal has promised to find the culprits to determine if it is
just a one-time prank or there are other issues to address.

 


Alexis raced through the article again to
try to find the names of the girls on the list. She knew that they
would never print them but she just wanted to make sure. There was
no mention of her step-daughter. She sighed in relief but she had a
feeling that Valentina was caught up in this somehow. She had
already been in trouble numerous times this year. She was going to
kill her if she ended up on such a list.

She thought about leaving work early to pick
up Valentina but she had already used up all her vacation time and
couldn’t really afford it. The family was barely getting by as it
was. The scholarship at Ivy Glen covered part of her
step-daughter’s tuition but there was still all the cost for
textbooks, the fees for extracurricular activities and the monthly
deduction for her college fund. She would just have to wait until
she got home to ask her about the list and hope that it had nothing
to do with her.

 


Valentina had no idea what was going to
happen when she stepped inside the principal’s office. She knew it
was about the list but she didn’t know if she was in trouble
herself or not. She took a seat in the cold leather chair and
waited for the principal. She normally didn’t mind being sent to
his office. He was the type of principal who you could just talk to
like a normal person and he was clued in to the lives of the
students. Plus, he was just really attractive for a high school
principal, she thought. He reminded her of one of those tough movie
actors who always walked into the room with a suave confidence like
he could handle anything. When Principal Rockman got upset, though,
he seemed to change into another person and would sternly remind
students who was in charge.

Valentina heard him tell his secretary not
to interrupt him as he entered the room, closed the thick wood door
and took a seat opposite her. He picked up a small piece of
crumbled paper from his desk. She saw right away that it was
another copy of the list.

“Do you want to tell me
what this is all about?”he asked her in a firm, abrupt
tone.

She didn’t know what to say. She had been in
trouble before but this was not anything that she had done. She was
the victim here.

“I don’t know. Some girls
were passing it around,” Valentina told him.

“Which girls?” he asked
her immediately.

She glanced around his office, trying to buy
some time to figure out if she should just give him the name. She
wondered not only if Brittney would get into trouble but if she
would come after her for snitching.

“Valentina, just tell me
now. Lying about it is only going to get you in more trouble,” he
told her as he folded his thick arms and leaned back in his
chair.

“Brittney Van Slauson. She
gave it to me,” Valentina blurted out.

The stern expression on the principal’s face
changed to one of mild shock.

“Brittney Van Slauson? Are
you sure about that?”

“Yes, she gave it to me
this morning. She’s the one who wrote it,” Valentina pleaded to
him.

The principal nodded up and down
casually.

“And why would Brittney
write your name on such a list?”he asked her.

“Because she doesn’t like
me. She and all her friends,” Valentina professed to
him.

The principal sat back and listened to her
as she went on to tell him about how “the goodies” had always
disliked her and tried to torment her, telling him that it just
wasn’t fair. He let her finish speaking and then reached to his
right to pull open up a drawer. He took out a file, opened it up
and began reading. Valentina noticed that it was her school
record.

“You’ve been in trouble
before, Valentina, isn’t that right?”

She couldn’t believe it. The principal was
trying to put this back on her.

“Yes, but this isn’t my
fault. I didn’t do anything,” she pleaded.

“I didn’t say that. I just
want to be sure that I have all the facts. Brittney is a straight-A
student with an impeccable record here. If I am going to accuse her
of this, I want to make sure that I have the truth.”

“That is the truth!” she
shouted.

“Lower your voice,” he
told her.

“I’m sorry but I’m telling
you the truth.”

“And you’re not just
trying to put this on Brittney to cover your own
actions?”

“My actions? What do you
mean?”

“Well, I have already
spoken to Brittney this morning.”

“And what did she
say?”

“She said that she had
nothing to do with the list. She said she heard a number of senior
guys made up the list.”

Valentina couldn’t believe what he was
telling her.

“She’s lying. What
guys?”

“Well, that’s why I
brought you in here. I thought you could tell me. You have been
written up before regarding your inappropriate
behavior.”

She suddenly felt like she was going to
faint. She had been caught kissing guys a few times at school
functions and once got caught ditching with a couple guys but the
school certainly didn’t know anything beyond that. Almost every
girl there had done something like that.

“I just wanted to remind
you that you are on scholarship here,” he began to lecture her. “We
abide by a strict moral code. It is not our place to invade the
private lives of our students but if anything is done on school
grounds, well then, it becomes our problem.”

“I didn’t do anything,”
Valentina pleaded. She wanted to cry. Her mind was racing with
thoughts of everything that she had ever done with other boys at
the school and wondering if someone actually did see something. She
thought back to the previous night when she was with Tyler. She was
so drunk she really probably wouldn’t have noticed if someone had
seen them.

“I didn’t say you did. I
just want you to be sure that you are confident that it is the best
choice to accuse Brittney. This is no longer just a private school
issue. The press has gotten a hold of this and parents are going to
start asking questions.”

Valentina had no idea what to say. She
certainly didn’t want this to escalate to the point of being the
online poster girl of high school sluttiness. She suddenly wondered
if Tyler or one of his friends had made up the list, but she just
didn’t think any guy would bother doing such a thing.

“I’m just telling you that
she was the one who gave me the list. That’s all,” she told the
principal.

He nodded again, thinking to himself of how
to handle the situation.

“Well, my advice to you
Valentina, from here on out, is to behave.”

“Behave?” she responded, a
bit confused.

“Yes, I don’t want to hear
anything about this list again. I can’t have parents going to the
press with this and creating such a scandal.
Understand?”

“Not really. It wasn’t my
parents who called the press was it?”

“No, it was the parents of
another girl on the list, but I will be having a talk with your
step-mother just to make sure she knows about the list.”

“But why?” Valentina
objected. “I didn’t do anything. You should talk to Brittney’s
parents or the parents of whoever made the list.”

“Brittney is not on the
list. You are,” he told her sternly. “I am only concerned with the
people who might think of complaining about this. It’s not my place
to get involved in internal feuds between you girls. Is that
clear?”

Valentina started to object again. It was
completely unfair that she should be the one who had to keep quiet
about this. She figured she would just wait and talk to her
step-mother about it to explain what happened.

“Yes, it’s clear,”she told
the principal as she rolled her eyes.

“Good. You have done very
well here at Ivy Glen. I’d like to see you leave here with an
upstanding record.”

Valentina just stared back at him, not
saying anything. The principal rose from his chair to escort her
out. When he opened the door, two of the other girls on the list,
Lucy and Sara, were sitting there. Their eyes met for a moment in
mutual fear and understanding. Valentina got a hall pass from the
principal’s secretary and then headed toward her next class.

She paced slowly down the empty hallway, not
really wanting to go back to class at all. She stopped at her
locker and took an extra long time to open it. She rummaged through
her things and took out her math book. When she slammed the locker
door shut, she nearly had a heart attack. Brittney was standing
right next to her. She hadn’t even heard her walk up.

“Don’t even think about
trying to snitch. It’s not going to work,” Brittney told her
immediately.

Valentina just glared at her with a look of
fury.

“Why are you doing this to
me?”

“Why? Because you’re a
slut and you need to know it,” she announced to her in vicious
glee.

“You don’t know anything
about me, Brittney.”

There was always a strange intensity between
the two of them every time they talked. It was like this powerful,
vibrating feeling of combativeness that was just demanding some
kind of conflict.

Brittney just sneered at her and then
reached into her bag to pull out her phone. She tapped on the
screen a few times and turned it toward Valentina. It was a video
of her and Tyler hooking up the previous night on the roof of the
club. It showed Tyler reaching up her skirt and his fingers moving
in and out of her. Her heart started racing and she frantically
thought back to everything else she had done with him.

It suddenly all made sense. She had heard
that she had a thing for Tyler but that he was not interested in
Brittney. This was all some wild plan of revenge or something.

“This goes online
tonight,” Brittney told her. “Along with a link to the article in
The New York Times. Everyone will know who you really
are.”

“Please, Brittney. Don’t.
They’ll kick me out,” Valentina pleaded, trying to rationalize with
her.

Brittney just rolled her eyes.

“Not my problem. You
should have thought about that before last night,” she told her. “A
slut needs to know her place.”She took the phone and put it back
into her bag. “I’ll see you online,” she added with a laugh as she
went to walk away.

Valentina grabbed her by the arm to stop
her.

“Please, Brittney. Don’t.
What do you want from me?” she begged.

Brittney turned back toward her, looking at
her up and down before she spoke.

“Like I told you this
morning, you are the top slut. You and the rest of the girls on the
list are mine.”

“I don’t understand,”
Valentina told her.

“You do what I want, look
how I want you to look and be with who I tell you to be with,” she
told her, and then she raised her eyebrows to accentuate her
intentions.

Valentina wanted to slap her across the
face. There was no way she was going to do this. She couldn’t
possibly subject herself to such humiliation. There had to be a way
out of this. There had to be a way that she could turn the tables
and get her in trouble for blackmailing her. She needed to just
tell her step-mother what happened and see if she could help her.
Her step-mother was the one who got her into Ivy Glen in the first
place so maybe she could talk with the principal. In any event, she
needed to buy some time to figure out what to do.

“Okay, okay, but please
don’t put the video online. I’ll do whatever you want,” she
pleaded.

Brittney eyed her suspiciously and then
reached up to take her chin in her hand. She turned her head to own
side and then to the other.

“You have a cute face. I
haven’t quite figured out if it’s exotic or just strange
looking.”

Valentina didn’t know what to say.

“Tomorrow night is the
initiation,” Brittney told her, suddenly changing the focus of the
conversation.

“The
initiation?”

“Yes. The initiation to
the slut list. You should be happy. It’s a very exclusive
list.”

“But what are you going to
do?”

“You’ll find out. I’ll
give you the address tomorrow.”

Brittney turned and started to walk
away.

“So you’re not going to
put the video online, right?”

“Not as long as you
behave,” she told her without turning around.

“Behave?”Valentina
couldn’t believe she had used the same word as the principal. She
suddenly wondered if the two of them had talked about all of this.
The bell for the end of class rang and a wave of students filled
the halls.

 


Alexis decided she was going to stop by the
school to talk to Liam before she spoke with her step-daughter. She
wanted to get the whole story behind this slut list before she knew
what to tell Valentina. When she got to the school, there were a
number of news vans stationed outside along with various reporters
doing their broadcast on the steps of the main building. She
spotted Liam in front of one of the cameras, doing his best to
maintain a look of total composure.

She was astonished at how well he had aged
and how good he looked. He was always trying to act like one of the
popular kids, but he now had the appearance of a man cut straight
out of the pages of Esquire. He wore a classic camel-colored coat
over a blue-striped dress shirt and dark gray dress pants. It was
almost as if he was dressed for a photo shoot rather than an
emergency press conference. He still had that clean cut
baseball-player look and physique. She wasn’t at all surprised that
he ended up as the principal of the school. It let him control
things he was never able to control as a student.

She got out of her car and approached the
edge of the school to listen to the reporters question him.

“How did you find out
about this slut list?”

“Do you think this is an
attempt to bully sexually active teenagers?”

“What does the list
signify?”

“What are you going to do
to make parents feel safe when they send their teenage daughters to
school?”

Alexis hovered at the periphery of the
cluster of reporters and took in the whole chaotic scene set
against the pristine landscape of Ivy Glen. Just looking at the
idyllic brick building and the serene green landscape dotted with
maple trees made her realize how far she had come with Valentina.
When she married her father, Valentina was a rebellious,
out-of-control kid who was well on her way to becoming a public
high school drop-out. Alexis also saw it as her own opportunity to
turn her life around. Since she had graduated from Ivy Glen, she
had done little with her life, moving from one unfulfilling,
dead-end job to the next while she tried to get her bachelor’s
degree. When she meet Valentina’s father, she threw herself into
family life and did everything she could to give her step-daughter
what she never had. She had even convinced her old friend Liam to
accept her at the school and provide a partial scholarship for her.
Valentina, though, was eager to rebel against authority every
chance she got. It was only once she grew to like the art
department at Ivy Glen and found a small group of friends that she
was able to settle down, for the most part.

Eventually, the media began to disperse and
Liam thanked them before he slipped back through the front doors of
the school. She marched up the stairs past the reporters. One of
them glanced at her, eyeing her to see if she might have any
connection to the story. She suddenly got the feeling that these
reporters were like a grown-up version of the high school kids who
were always looking to judge everyone at the drop of the slightest
word of gossip.

When she got to Liam’s office, she saw that
the door was open and that he was alone. When he heard her
footsteps, he looked up to see her peering through the door. Their
eyes locked for a moment and a thousand memories flooded through
Alexis’ head. It seemed like just yesterday that she had a crush on
him even though so many years had passed.

“I was just about to call
you,” he told her.

“Call me? Why’s that?” she
exclaimed.

“Well, I’m sure you have
heard the news by now.”

She just glared at him in disbelief.

“So Valentina is on the
list then?”

“Yes, she is on it. In
fact, she is at the top of it,” he informed her.

“On the top? Liam, this is
insane. I thought these lists were something buried in the
past.”

“The past? Why would you
think that? Just because you were on the slut list 20 years
ago?”

She couldn’t believe he had brought that up.
Even now, she felt a feeling of dirty shame from hearing her name
associated with it.

“Because it’s archaic to
shun girls because of their sexual behavior,” Alexis
exclaimed.

Liam laughed at her words and shook his
head.

“Not at all. In fact, off
the record, the school has taken an entirely different view of the
whole situation.”

“What do you mean?” she
asked him.

Liam stood up and walked over to a row of
black file cabinets. He took out a set of keys, inserted it into
the bottom cabinet and pulled it open. He removed a thick folder,
walked back to his desk and dropped it in front of Alexis.

“That is a collection of
slut lists from the last 25 years.”

She looked up at him in astonishment.

“Are you kidding me? So my
name is…”

“Yes. On your permanent
record.”

“So why don’t you destroy
them?” she asked him.

“Because you never know
when you might need them again. Once you are on the slut list, you
are always on the slut list,” he casually informed her.

Her mouth dropped open. Alexis couldn’t
believe what he was insinuating.

“Every year, the slut list
comes out. So I’ve learned to embrace the list as just part of the
job.”

“Part of the
job?”

“Yes, Alexis. It’s just a
fact of teenage life. There’s always going to be slutty girls or
girls who get called sluts. It’s just part of the high school
ritual. So I’ve learned to contain the situation.”

“Contain it?
How?”

Liam peered past Alexis to make sure there
was no one else listening.

“Well, I sign off on it
before it comes out. I make sure that none of the girls on it have
parents who are on the school board. I also make sure they have
turned 18. Keeps things clean.”

“Keeps things clean? Liam,
you can’t be serious? Do you really think you are going to get away
with this?”

“Get away with it? The
list comes out whether I like it or not. I usually just go through
the routine of pretending to be outraged and then give a couple of
the girls a week of detention.”

“So what happened this
year? Things don’t look too clean with all the media
attention.”

Liam shook his head in acknowledgment.

“Yes, I know. Nothing I
could do about that. There’s a power struggle at the school board
and they want Sara Worthington’s mother off the board.”

“So she’s on the
list?”

“Yeap.”

Alexis sat back in her chair, trying to get
her mind wrapped around the whole situation.

“And what exactly did my
step-daughter do to get on the list?”

“Well, as you know she’s
been in trouble before, but last night she made the mistake of
being with the wrong guy at the wrong time.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Tyler Rothschild. His
family is good friends with the Van Slausons. Mrs. Van Slauson
called me this morning to complain about Valentina.”

Alexis was furious. She had warned Valentina
about getting mixed up with those kinds of people.

“What did she do with him
exactly?” she hesitantly asked.

“Not sure, but she was
drunk. Apparently, there is a video of the whole thing.”

“A video? Oh my God,” she
exclaimed. “Where is it at?”

“Brittney Van Slauson has
it. She’ll keep it private so long as Valentina
behaves.”

“Behaves?”

“Does what she is told to
do,” he clarified. “Accepts her place at the top of the slut
list.”

“I want my daughter’s name
off the list, Liam.”

“It’s too late. The list
has already gone out. In fact, I need you to make sure she does
what she is told. She has responsibilities as being the top
slut.”

“Liam, there is no way!
I’ll go to the police with this.”

“No, you won’t. There’s
nothing illegal being done here. It all happens off school grounds.
In fact, I’d like you to help.”

“Help? What do you
mean?”

“Meet with the other
parents. Make sure they understand it is in their best interest to
keep quiet about the list. You have the experience to know how to
make parents understand.”

“What? Are you serious?
How would it be in their best interest?”

“Well, most of them are on
scholarship here. Without the scholarships, they would have to drop
out.”

Alexis suddenly understood.

“So, you are telling me
Valentina will lose her scholarship if she doesn’t
comply?”

“Well, I can’t say that
formally. You know that. But let’s just say it would be in her best
interest to just accept her place on the list.”

Alexis was furious. She couldn’t believe
that her step-daughter was being blackmailed like this. Yet, even
more than that, she was furious with Valentina for even getting
into this position. She knew better than to be getting drunk and
being with someone like Tyler Rothschild. She had slaved away for
the last three years to pay for her step-daughter to attend an
elite school like Ivy Glen. She had already frittered away her own
life making bad choices. The last thing she was going to do was to
let her step-daughter do the same thing. On top of that, the idea
of her own history on the slut list being brought back into the
public eye did not sit well with her. She was not going to be the
victim this time. She thought about the whole situation and what
her options were.

“So, as long as she plays
her role on this slut list, she will keep her scholarship
here?”

“Well, I can do better
than that,” he told her. Liam opened his desk drawer and pulled out
a letter. He handed it to Alexis.

“What’s this?”

“It’s an offer for a full
scholarship for Valentina for her senior year here. It includes any
necessary extracurricular expenses as well.”

She was in disbelief. Liam had obviously
thought long and hard about the planning and fallout from this
list. He was practically making an offer for her step-daughter to
be kept a slut. Her first thought, though, was about the thousands
of dollars that she wouldn’t have to spend on tuition. Alexis felt
guilty, at first, for thinking such a thought, but times were
tough. There was no reason why she should have to make all the
sacrifices if all her step-daughter was going to do was turn around
and have drunken sex with some preppy rich kid. She was 18 now. It
was time for Valentina to realize what adult life was like.

“I’ll talk to her,” Alexis
told Liam.

“You’ll talk to her?” he
asked her, uncertain of what she meant by that.

“I’ll make sure she does
what she is told. And I’ll handle the other parents. You don’t need
to worry, Liam.”

A confident smile bordering on arrogance
spread across his face.

“That’s good to hear,
Alexis. You understand these girls, and what it’s like to be on the
slut lust. I have full confidence in you,” he told her, extending
his hand to seal the deal.

“Just give me a pen,” she
told him, without shaking his hand. “And another copy of this
letter. I want to make sure that this is a done deal.”

“Of course,” he told her,
pulling out another copy of the letter for her, and then handing
her a sleek fountain pen to sign both copies. “I only want what is
best for the future of these young women.”

Alexis penned her signature with a
passionate flourish on both copies.

“Yes, I’m sure you do,”
she responded sarcastically.

She extended her hand finally and shook to
the agreement. Alexis turned to leave when Liam stopped her.

“Oh, more thing. Here’s a
list of all the mothers whose daughters are on the list. Along with
their phone numbers.”

Alexis suddenly felt like she was privy to
the inner circle of this slut conspiracy. She took the list and put
it in her purse.

“Let me know if you need
anything else, Alexis,” Liam told her with a warm, insinuating
smile.

Their eyes connected in a weird
acknowledgment. It seemed like they were all in high school once
again.

“I will,”she responded
hesitantly, unsure really where this was all going to lead. “By the
way, how is everything with you and your wife? All good on the home
front?”

The expression on Liam’s faced changed and
he looked away from her for a moment.

“Actually, my wife and I
have been separated for a few months,” he told her.

Alexis had no idea. “Oh, I’m sorry to hear
that,” she told him.

He shrugged. “It’s just one of those things.
What are you going to do? Life goes on.”

He glanced back up at her and she suddenly
didn’t know what to make of the look. She got the feeling that
there was more going on in his life than he was letting on. She
wondered if he was more involved with this slut list than he was
telling.

“Like I said, if there’s
anything else you need, please give me a call,” he told her again
with the same insinuating look.

She glanced down and then back up at him. He
had that same firm gaze that he always had, as if he wanted to let
you know that he was in charge.

“I will,” she told him
again. She turned and walked out of his office.
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