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Selected Excerpts

From Bitter Apple:
 “The trick, my dear girl, is to let the dog get a good taste of 

Bitter Apple before you begin using it. See, you can’t get enough of the 
spray on a pair of slippers to actually annoy a dog. It’d be like finding 
your coffee slightly bitter—you wouldn’t notice it. It certainly wouldn’t 
change your behavior. But if you fill the dog’s mouth with Bitter Apple 
first, he’ll develop an absolute disgust for the stuff: thereafter, if he smells 
even the slightest hint of Bitter Apple on anything, he’ll stay miles away. 
Guaranteed. Works like a charm.”

“Oh,” said Jill, nodding.
“Now that first dose of Bitter Apple, when your dog hasn’t done the 

slightest thing wrong, may seem harsh or cruel, but in the long run, it’s 
the best thing for the dog. Do you understand where I’m going?”

Jill felt the hairs at the back of her neck going up in alarm. He was 
warning her somehow. A blow from left field was heading her direction, 
she could feel it. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but she knew he’d 
gotten her. She looked at the headmaster with a degree of respect. He 
wasn’t as dumb as he seemed.

From Jessie And James:
“Would you spank me?”
The question startled—no, shocked—the sixteen-year-old boy. The 

little girl was ten years his junior, the neighbor’s brat. Her name was, uh, 
Jessie, that was it. He looked at her now. She was a cute little thing, with 
blonde hair and big blue eyes and tiny white teeth bursting from a friendly 
grin. It was nearly ninety out and she wore a tiny two-piece bathing suit 
and James could see a faint sheen of sweat on her upper arms. The suit 
didn’t conceal much, not that there was much that needed concealing. She 
was much too young for breasts but she did have a cute chubby bottom. A 
bottom that she was showing him now, offering him.

“Let me get this straight,” said James, trying not to laugh. “You’re 
asking me to spank you?”
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about the Warning labels
The stories in this book deal with Spanking, Discipline, Punishment, S&M, 
BSDM, Love Slaves, and other extreme topics. Because some topics offend 
people, each story is labeled to warn you of its contents. If you are the sensi-
tive type, watch the warning labels and story descriptions attached to each 
story. As an aid, here’s an explanation of my warning system. First, here’s a 
sample story title, warning label, and description:

Paul Bunyan and the Great Lakes
M/Ffff — ole fashion paddlin’

A strange new twist on the ole yarn about how Paul Bunyan and 

Babe the Blue Ox created the Great Lakes. (1,758 words. Written 

in 1996.)

Stories are marked with mFmf labels to indicate who is spanking whom. 
Capital letters represent adults and lower case are minors (under 18). Of course 
m refers to Males and F to Females. Under this system, anything to the left 
of the slash indicate a Spanker and anything to the right a Spankee. Therefore 
in the above example an adult male is spanking three girls and a woman. 
If there are a lot of people involved, sometimes this is abbreviated with a 
number, such as F6/f24, implying that 6 women spank 12 girls. Keep in mind 
that the label refers to the primary participants—sometimes, especially in 
longer stories—there may be minor spankings of a different type included.

Stories may also contain other warnings and explanations. These are usually 
self-explanatory words like “sex” or “punishment spanking.” You may also 
see references to cons, non-cons, or n/c. Those abbreviations refer to 
consensual and non-consensual spankings. (Punishment spankings, especially 
those of children, are usually n/c though this isn’t always indicated for chil-
dren stories.)

I keep story descriptions brief and try not to include any “spoilers” that 
would ruin the plot for you. The description should intrigue if you are inter-
ested in the subject matter, and warn you away if you are not. As always, read 
at your own risk.
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The Twenty Dollar Bill

M/mmfff — teen punishment
A number of teenage children face regular fatherly discipline until a 
missing twenty dollar bill is found. (3,469 words. Written in 1995.)

It was the beginning of summer, the fresh spring air becoming warm 
and luxurious, just begging for a long slow swim in a cool pond. But we 
had to work, of course. A farm is pretty busy during the summer. I had 
my children helping, such as they would. There’s four of them: Scott and 
Susan, the twins, who just turned seventeen last month, Elly, who’s fifteen, 
and Steve, who’s fourteen. My niece Stephanie had come from Chicago to 
stay with us that summer, and as she was the same age as Elly, the cousins 
got along famously.

Now, teenagers on a farm are almost as much of hindrance to work as 
they are a help. On the one hand they physically are capable of almost as 
much work as an adult, but their inexperience and natural mischievous-
ness lead them to frequent bouts of inactivity. I tried to be generous and 
give them as much free time as I could, but they never ceased to grumble 
at having to do any sort of work at all.

Financially things were really tight for us at that time. We were really 
saving money for the twins, hoping they could go to college in a year, so 
we didn’t have a great deal of money to spare on frivolities. When the fair 
came to town the kids begged and begged me to let them go, and I was 
reluctant, because we really didn’t have the money. But they had been 
working very hard for the past couple of weeks, so I finally relented.

So early Friday morning I sat in the living room and counted my 
money. I had very little cash. I remembered I had given most of my 
money to my wife for the groceries a few days earlier, so I went and asked 
her if there was any left.

“I’m gonna take the kids to the fair,” I told her. “They’ve been working 
pretty hard. They deserve a holiday.”
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“I think there’s a twenty or two in my purse,” Sally said. “It’s on the 
bed.” She was using our bathroom so I found her purse but there was only 
one twenty in it. I took it. As I had left my wallet in the other room and 
she was occupying our bathroom, I headed back to living room, stopping 
by the main bathroom and using the toilet on the way. I set the twenty on 
the counter for a minute while I relieved myself.

A few minutes later all the kids were up and I gathered them together 
and told them to get ready, that they were taking a holiday. I told them I’d 
give each of them $5 to spend at the fair. Everyone was excited and the 
house became quite chaotic for the next half-hour as everyone rushed to 
finished their chores and change clothes for a trip to town.

I guess in the confusion I just forgot about that twenty, because when 
I dropped the kids off in town the twenty was not in my wallet. There were 
cries of disappointment as we raced back home for the twenty, everyone 
cursing my stupidity. At home, however, I discovered to my horror that 
the twenty was gone. I looked everywhere, but couldn’t find it.

“Who used the bathroom last?” I asked, and finally it was revealed 
that while everyone had been in and out of there, Scott had been the last 
one.

“I never saw a twenty,” he said, slightly sullenly, as though I was 
accusing him of a crime.

“Did anyone else see it?” Most said no, but a couple said yes, but 
no one admitted taking the bill, which I now figured had been what 
happened.

“All right, kids, one of you took that bill. If he or she doesn’t own up 
I’m just going to have to give all of you a sound spanking!”

There was a chorus of protests and groans to this announcement, but 
no guilty individual emerged. “Everyone out to the barn,” I said sternly. 
“I’ll be out in a minute.”

As the kids reluctantly went out, their dream of a day at the fair 
suddenly turning to a nightmare of a hot bottom, I went into the kitchen 
and found Sally washing up the breakfast things and watching one of 
those damn soap operas on the television. “Those damn kids!” I cried 
out. “One of them stole my twenty dollars!”

“You’re kidding,” Sally said in a rather vague tone, and I saw she 
wasn’t really paying me much attention.
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“The guilty one won’t confess,” I continued, “I guess I’m gonna have 
to whip it out of them.”

“Uh huh, she said, but again she was too absorbed in her soap to 
hear much. I went off, letting a good half hour go before I went out to 
the barn. The kids were all there, looking rather sullen and unhappy, but 
when I posed the question none came forth with a confession.

“All right,” I said. “Let’s get this over with. You’re all gonna get a 
sound spanking!” I sat myself down on an old wooden stood and ordered 
Scott to step forward. He did reluctantly, looking frightfully embarrassed 
when I told him to drop his pants.

“I’m certainly not gonna wear out my hand on those jeans,” I shouted. 
“Now bare your butt and get over my lap or I’ll fetch the hairbrush!”

That did it, and it was a red-faced seventeen-year-old boy that 
stretched himself across my lap, holding himself up with his hands so his 
naked bottom was right between my legs. Without any preamble I began 
to slap his bottom thoroughly, as hard as I could, until his whole rump was 
a even shade of red. His eyes were teary but he didn’t make a sound the 
entire time, preferring to tough it out. “Does anyone want to confess?” 
I asked, but no one said anything, so I stood Scott up and made him go 
stand against the wall with his reddened bottom on display.

“Next!” I cried, and a teary-eyed Susan approached. A beautiful young 
lady, she nonetheless was obedient and gentle, and though her face turned 
crimson, she calmly lifted her dress and laid across my lap. I immediately 
jerked down her white panties and she squealed desperately and struggled. 
A hard slap across her bottom calmed her down and I scolded her, saying, 
“You are all getting it bare, my dear, so just lie there calmly and take it!”

With that I began to blister her bottom with my hand, spanking her 
as long as Scott and just as hard. She was weeping when it was over, and 
she went and stood next to her brother, her panties around her ankles and 
holding her dress up to keep her bottom exposed.

Elly was next, and received the same treatment as her sister, though 
not quite as long, and a few minutes later all five children were standing 
along the wall and fidgeting, a pretty row of sore red bottoms.

Still, no one confessed, so I gave out work assignments and we 
spent the day laboring hard. That evening I asked the children again to 
confess, and when no one did, we all went out to the barn and repeated 
the process, me giving each of them another sound spanking, this time 
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harder and longer, until even Scott was crying a little. But there was still 
no guilty individual.

Saturday evening I decided to take things to a more serious level. It 
was obvious my methods weren’t severe enough for these kids. I thought 
about using the strap and giving them each a real licking, but then I’d be 
punishing the innocent just as hard as the guilty. So I purposely held back 
so that I could save the strapping for the guilty one.

Instead I tried the hairbrush. Immediately after supper I took the 
kids out to the barn and one by one they went over my knee for a good 
long hand spanking, and then stood and waited with their red bottoms 
exposed to everyone else. Then I had them each come back again for a 
long session with the hairbrush, really reddening those rumps soundly. 
There wasn’t a dry eye in the place afterwards, including me, as I was 
furious that no one had confessed.

“All right kids. Tomorrow night you’ll all be out here again and this 
time it will be the wooden paddle! It’s obvious I’m being to gentle with 
you.”

The kids protested and begged me to stop, that they’d had enough, 
that they’d even all work extra and pay me back the twenty, but I was too 
angry at the arrogance of one who would steal so brazenly and told them 
that I was planning on giving them a whipping every night until someone 
confessed. The kids left very sad and downtrodden and I felt sorry for 
them and resolved that the guilty one was going to receive double what-
ever I had to dish out to the all the innocent kids. “Perhaps I’ll even let 
the innocent ones punish the guilty one,” I thought. “That would be very 
appropriate!”

Sunday evening it was a subdued group of teenagers in front of me 
in the barn. I had asked everyone to wear jeans, this time, and promptly 
ordered everyone to strip from the waist down. There were protests, but 
they weren’t loud. Everyone could see I was really angry at how far things 
had escalated. I lined everyone up so that I had five naked bottoms facing 
me, the flesh of each having already returned it’s normal paleness, the 
mild previous punishments not being severe enough for the marks to 
carry over. This time I determined that they would be feeling the effects 
of this punishment the next day.
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