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  A Midsummer’s Nightmare


  


  The redhead’s green eyes flashed and her nostrils flared as she was about to offer a testy protest when she caught her husband’s reproving glance.


  “You’d better not, my dear,” George Adams warned against her fretful snit.


  Her face suddenly softened, her eyes looking as though she was about to cry. “But you know how I don’t like these social gatherings. And this is a whole month!”


  “It’s summer, Patricia. The island is lovely. The Montgomerys are terrific people, and if you’ll just relax a bit, you’ll have a wonderful time.” He gestured broadly with a wave of his hand.


  “But without you …” she stammered. “I’ll feel like a third wheel.”


  “I assure you, you will not. Vicky Montgomery is one of the most hospitable people that I know. She’ll never let you feel out of place.”


  Patricia eyed her husband for some moments, seeing his resolute expression not change.


  “I wish I had your confidence,” she said, still feeling the agony of George’s unexpected announcement make her rigid with fear. She looked like a wilting flower, so utterly despondent. “George, I can’t. I want to stay here this summer, and I’ll go with you when your business is finished,” she tried persuading him.


  “You will not,” the handsome blond-haired George replied, immovable in his decision. “And I’m not going to hear another word about it, or I’ll get the hairbrush and paddle your behind.”


  She was afraid of that. As much as she sometimes loved her sessions over George’s lap, she was sure this one would be particularly nasty. She could tell by the look in his eyes, challenging her to defy him further. His mood was particularly stern this day. While part of her almost wished he’d just go ahead and spank her, the other side of her dreaded the prospect of feeling her bottom burn like the dickens.


  Such had always been her dilemma. She was a woman who courted punishment while at the same time fearing it with trembling knees and a pounding heart. She’d met her husband at a spanking house party three years before. Then, George had been instrumental in her decision to leave her ruthless husband, Victor. Much more gentle and nurturing of her than her ex-husband, George was well suited to her soft nature. Yet her desire for spanking was very much a part of their marriage, both romantically, and as a means to occasionally “correct her attitude”—as George liked to put it. Fifteen years her senior, like Victor, he had a certain command of her just because of his age. Perhaps she had a need for fatherly guidance. Whatever the reason however, there would always be a submissively inclined woman and a dominant man in her marriage bed.


  Though George liked the role he played, at times he got frustrated with her incurable shyness. That was obviously the dilemma facing her this day seeing how angry he was. His rugged but often mild-mannered face looked painfully exasperated.


  “You’re going to put a smile on your pretty face and get out of your gloom,” he told her, “or am I going to have to give you some inspiration?”


  He looked at her so sternly she was almost frightened. There was little of the warmth she normally associated with her good-natured husband. Hesitating a little too long, George answered the question for himself.


  “I think you’d better go get the hairbrush, or better yet the spanking paddle.”


  “Oh, no please,” she suddenly whimpered. “I’ll go. I will. I’ll enjoy myself.” She was backtracking fast but her belated efforts seemed to have little effect on her husband.


  “No, it’s been some time since I’ve given you a good going over. Go get the paddle.”


  “George please!” she moaned.


  “Go now, Patricia. You’re only adding fuel to the fire by waiting.”


  She could see that. His anger made her shudder and then scamper to the broom closet in the kitchen to retrieve the old school paddle that hung just inside the door. Returning to the bedroom, George was already seated on the bed, waiting for her to appear.


  “You want me naked?” she asked meekly.


  “No, I don’t think so.”


  That said a lot. When he really meant business, he spanked her for nothing but punishment. There would be no sex involved and no nudity to encourage an erotic conclusion, just the paddle connecting with her behind.


  “Hand me the paddle,” he said reaching out for it. “Now over my lap.”


  She was fidgeting nervously, but she knew better than to make him wait when he was in such a mood. Submissively falling into his grasp, she lay over his sturdy knees, awaiting the worst.


  This being strictly business, George was quick to pull up Patricia’s skirt and lower her panties. Her two gleaming pink/white mounds were a flawless canvas for what would follow. With an arm around her waist and a leg over her legs, he held her firmly in place. Then picking up the four-inch wide paddle, he began smacking her hard right from the start.


  “Ouch! Ow! No!” she whimpered right off.


  “You’ve gotten a little too ornery, my love,” he said, as he delivered the painful smacks of the wood. “I think you’ll be little more compliant after this is over.”


  Saying little else, George let her have it. The paddle stuck hard, the blows centered on the two well-padded cheeks. Unfortunately, as fierce as he was striking her flesh, no padding in the world would keep those bouncing orbs from burning mightily. Turning from an initial pink to an angry-looking crimson, he kept up the spanking until Patricia was howling like a child and wrenching so hard against his grasp that he was having trouble containing her. Pausing he spoke again.


  “So, you’ll go to the Montgomerys and enjoy yourself?” he asked. He punctuated the comment with another strike of the wood.


  “Yes, yes, I will,” she replied immediately.


  “And there will be no more whining?” he asked. He smacked her again.


  “No, no sir!” she agreed with him.


  “And you’re not going to mope around here, and try to get me to change my mind?” He spanked her hard six times so she couldn’t reply right away.


  “No, no. I promise!” she shouted out as soon as he stopped.


  “Okay, then. No more of this nonsense. I expect a well-behaved, good-natured wife when I join you in August.” He let the paddle rest on the bed beside him and lifted his wife into his arms. This unexpected affection warmed her heart as much as her bottom was feeling the warmth of the paddling. “And just for good measure, I’ll let Derek Montgomery take charge of your deportment.”


  “Oh, no. You wouldn’t,” Patricia cried, backing away from his surrounding arms.


  “Oh, yes I would,” he declared, as he kept her close to his chest.


  “You’d really let another man spank me?” she asked looking sheepish.


  “I can trust Derek to use proper discretion, and I think it might just be the threat you need to keep your spirits up and a smile on that pretty face.” He kissed her nose and then her lips, letting Patricia almost believe they’d end up having sex. However, a moment later, he pushed her to her feet, and stood himself. “Now, you might want to start packing. I’m going to take you to the island tomorrow.”


  “Tomorrow?” she was aghast.


  “That was what I was trying to tell you when you started to whine at me.”


  “But what happened to next week?” she asked.


  “The business meetings in Texas were pushed ahead. I really have no choice, and neither do you.”


  She sighed, trying not to look dour. She wasn’t about to endure another punishment, even if this one was not as bad as she thought it would be. Maybe with George, it was never “as bad” as she thought it would be. As reprimanding as he could be, he never punished her the way Victor did. That ruthless mistake of a marriage was half the reason she was always so reluctant to be with people. Her first husband controlled her so completely that she was still learning to stretch her wings and enjoy her life.


  


  ***


  


  The Montgomery’s Summer Island Resort was off the coast, sheltered by the bay that surrounded it and cooled from intense summer heat by ocean breezes. The grand white house in the center of great green lawns looked fresh, pristine and welcoming at first glance. Further acquaintance with the resort, its hosts and guests did not disappoint the apprehensive Patricia. Just as George suggested, everyone greeted her with open arms, warm smiles and holiday dispositions, which were carefree and cheerful. Of course George was still at her side to give her confidence.


  “You need anything, Trisha,” Vicky Montgomery gushed, “you just ask. You won’t believe how relaxed you’ll be here.”


  “I think I understand,” she replied, as she gazed about the grounds and the tranquil scene that lay before her.


  “We pamper our guests into that lovely state of sensuous oblivion,” Vicky added.


  “I’m sure I’ll be happy here,” she replied with a broad smile, fully convinced of that fact. Despite all her previous worries, she was beginning to relax in the amiable atmosphere.


  George was triumphant, knowing that his timid wife usually eased her worries once she was finally in a new situation. He was thankful that her painful anticipation was over at last.


  He stayed with her just half a day, announcing that he had to take off for Texas that evening, and couldn’t even spend the night.


  


  ***


  


  Patricia enjoyed the luxury of Summer Island. There were horses to ride, tennis, hiking, swimming and boating on the small inlet lake in the island’s center. There were other young women her age whose company she enjoyed. She even found the attentions of several men a bit titillating.


  Although George called her regularly and was warm and loving when he did, after two weeks Patricia found herself lonely for the physical affection she was used to from her very virile and sexually demanding husband. She had been retiring to bed by ten o’clock even though there was a decent nightlife on the island: some nights dancing; at other times mid-night hikes; and when there wasn’t some other activity, the lounge and bar were always open until two a.m.. Finding it increasingly difficult to handle her ever-present hunger for sex, she began staying out later with her Summer Island friends, rather than going to bed so early.


  She danced, drank, smoked and even went skinny-dipping in the pool one evening with several girl friends. It was a great rush feeling the water surge over her naked skin. The idea of being so naughty seemed just the kind of thing George would encourage. He’d been trying for three years to get her to loosen up her reserve and play more. Now, she was truly reveling in the delirious highs of her loose behavior.


  The night she went skinny-dipping, the three women were almost caught naked in the bushes getting dressed. One handsome young buck, Eric Downy was strolling by whistling some jaunty tune. With the moon high and full, he was able to see a lot more bare flesh than any of the women would have dared exhibit.


  “My, my, what do we have here?” the dark-haired mustachioed man declared, happening to see Patricia’s pert round rear gleaming in the night.


  She jerked around as she heard his voice, only to give him one quick glance at her naked breasts before she covered herself with her clothes.


  “Oops! I think I’d better be going,” the exuberant Eric decided. Turning about, he whistled on down the path and out of sight, while Patricia and her friends blushed embarrassedly


  


  The next day, Patricia met Eric by the pool. She hoped he hadn’t recognized her from the previous night, but she soon found out otherwise.


  “You know, Tricia, you look just as stunning in the sun as you do by the light of the moon.”


  She could feel her cheeks turn red and hot.


  “But I shouldn’t be too upset, isn’t that part of the fun, seeing if you’re going to get caught in your birthday suit?”


  “Please, Eric. I’d rather not talk about it.”


  “Oh, don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me. What I’d like to know is when are you going to go skinny-dipping with me?”


  “Eric Downy, you know I’m married,” she replied indignantly.


  “And I also know it’s summertime and a woman shouldn’t be deprived the pleasures of the season.”


  “You have the wrong woman for that kind of thing,” she informed him.


  “Oh, you never know,” Eric, all 200 pounds of tight virile flesh, sighed.


  He had such a smooth tanned chest, Patricia was thinking as she looked at him. She had to force her glance away, and doing so she got up from the lounge and dove into the water.


  


  That night, she was on her way back to her cottage when Eric accosted her in a secluded section of the footpath leading to her door. She suddenly found herself trapped between the cottage wall and Eric who was standing so close she could detect a trace of spearmint on his breath.


  “You are a lovely one, Mrs. Adams,” he said with the look of a lust-filled scoundrel. Strangely, he reminded her a bit of her husband.


  “Eric, you shouldn’t.”


  “I don’t think you should let the summer go by without one indiscreet kiss from an admirer.”


  Patricia’s heart was thumping so fast she was sure the young man could hear it. Her belly stirred anxiously, half-wishing that he’d press his groin against her, and half wishing that she could flee the uncomfortable confinement. She hesitated a minute too long, finding Eric’s soft lips were caressing hers and she was replying back.


  “There, wasn’t that something to remember?”


  Yes, of course it was! she heard her inner mind exclaiming.


  Still knowing she should bolt away, she remained long enough for Eric’s lips to take another journey about hers, and then for him to embrace her chilled shoulders and force a long wet kiss. She replied eagerly, letting her mouth open as his did. Then coming to her senses, she pushed him back.


  “No, no, I can’t. I’m a married woman.”


  Eric snickered.


  “Oh, I’ll get you skinny-dipping before the summer’s over,” he assured her. “Bet on it.”


  He didn’t pursue her further, but walked on, whistling all the way.


  Patricia shuddered as she watched the handsome Eric disappear from sight. Tight ass, hefty shoulders, just enough tousled black hair to look sexy. It was all she could do not to masturbate that night to the thought of doing laps in the pool naked with the young man by her side.


  


  Patricia managed to ignore Eric Downy for several days. Sticking close to her female friends, she avoided any time alone with him and any untoward advances. However, one evening as she was on her way to dinner, she found herself joined by an eager, smiling Eric, his arm going easily around her slim waist as though it belonged there.


  “How about meeting me on the beach tonight? Cool the heat?”


  “You know I can’t,” she whispered her protest.


  “I know nothing of the sort,” he returned. “I’ll be there. You will be too. We’ll just talk if you like. I don’t need any more than that.” He left her with a chipper grin and walked off.


  


  Patricia knew she was being foolish to set out at sunset to find Eric Downy. He told her they’d just talk and the idea sounded appealing. She was smart enough to know however, that he had much more in mind than just talk. And she wasn’t sure that she wouldn’t welcome that something more. With George gone over three weeks, not returning for another two, she was almost desperate to feel the warmth of a man near her. Having obsessed on Eric Downy she knew the dangers of an ill-advised trek, but she took it anyway.


  Patricia reached the quiet cove, a secluded spot just a few minutes from the guest manor and the cottages. She could hear the trees stirring and waves lapping gently on the sandy beach. On the far side of the small inlet, she could make out Eric’s distinct form. He was sitting on a rock looking out.


  “See, I knew you’d come,” he said, as he watched her approach.


  “I probably shouldn’t be doing this,” she said smiling.


  “I know, but you’re lonely. It’s really okay. I’m not going to hurt you.”


  For about a half hour the two talked, staying clear of any close contact. Patricia enjoyed the feeling of a man so attentive to her, but she still kept her distance. With a lull in the conversation, Eric suddenly popped up and began undressing.


  “Let’s just go,” he said, nodding to the water. “What’s it going to hurt?”


  His smile was warm and affectionate, and his body as he stripped away the last article of clothing—his briefs—was beautifully breathtaking.


  She was so taken with the display that she suddenly stood up and tossed away her sundress and panties and raced down the beach on Eric’s heels, knowing she’d gone totally mad. Yet jumping into the water she felt such a delicious liberty. The only thing she could equate it to were those first few weeks free of Victor. The water bathed her sweaty skin with its cool tangy liquid, the heat disappearing—floating away like leaves drifting downstream. She swam through the waves and tossed water toward Eric and played happily for some minutes until he swam directly for her and captured her by the legs. Holding her tightly, his hands took an expedition about her body, fondling her everywhere it felt pleasing and everywhere he shouldn’t have been. They kissed full-mouthed far longer than the tentative kiss days before.


  When he finally pulled her from the water, they collapsed to the beach and began making love, all the while Patricia knowing that she had to stop. This wasn’t George, this was a ne’er-do-well scoundrel who wanted her for nothing but her hot crotch. Still, she wasn’t pulling away: not as he combed her breasts with his mouth and licked salt water from them with his tongue; not when his hands found the warmth between her thighs and the wet hole at the center; not when his naked hips pulled on top of her and his cock thrust deep between that glorious womanly divide.


  In the back of her mind, she was thinking of George, wishing that it was her husband in Eric’s place. The more the young man’s hips moved against her, the more she hurt with her ass pressed into the hard sand beneath her. Despite the lovely orgasmic feelings, she was about to push the young man out when their sex was suddenly interrupted by a startled voice.


  “Patricia, is that you!” she heard the gruff-sounding voice of Derek Montgomery shock her back to reality. Eric quickly fell off her body into the sand beside her.


  “Oh, my,” she shot up realizing that she had nothing to cover her nakedness. Seeing Eric’s penis still bobbing erect she was mortified.


  Hurriedly dashing toward the rocks to find her dress, she hoped that the intruder would have the sense to retreat at the invasion of their privacy, but instead Derek Montgomery strode forward to confront her.


  “Young lady, might I remind you that you’re a married woman,” he said.


  Patricia gulped. Meanwhile, catching the drift of the conversation, Eric retreated to find his clothes and soon disappeared into the night, leaving her alone with the furious hotel proprietor.


  “Yes, sir,” Patricia replied meekly.


  “And yet you were having sex with another man!” He still looked aghast. “Right here on my beach!”


  “I’m afraid I was,” she answered.


  “The idea, fornicating for God and the world to see. Flaunting yourself naked. This is a respectable resort not a bordello!” The more he spoke the more furious he became. “Do you have any idea what George is going to say when he finds out?”


  “You won’t tell him, will you?” Patricia exclaimed.


  “I most certainly will. You’re not going compound this flagrant affair by lying to your husband.”


  “I suppose not.” She felt so ashamed.


  He stared at her for some time, smoldering. She could see the gears in his brain moving and she was afraid of what he’d say next. “Just for good measure, I think you might as well lift that skirt of yours.”


  “Sir?”


  “Yes, Mrs. Adams, George gave me the authority to deal with any misbehavior. Since you’re accustomed to corporal punishment, a good thrashing is in order. And that’s exactly what you’re going to get.”


  “But, please, sir. You will tell George and I know he’ll spank me. Must you too?”


  “I’ve always believed in timely punishment. I certainly wouldn’t want you to forget your lesson before your husband returns.”


  “Oh, certainly, I will not!”


  “Perhaps. But I’d rather do my duty.” With that the unyielding Derek Montgomery disappeared into the fringe of the woods where he plucked a slender branch from a tree. Stripping away all its leaves, he returned with it gripped in his fist.


  “You know the ritual, Patricia,” he said. “Bare your ass.”


  Humiliated and subdued, Patricia obeyed the stern-faced man. Turning about, she bent over placing her hands on a rock for balance. The thought of the switch slicing her behind was too much for her to bear. She would have rather have George’s belt, the paddle, his hand, a razor strap, anything, as endure this thin shoot cutting her to shreds.


  She had to give Derek Montgomery credit, he was swift and thorough. Making no apologies for the ruthless reprisal, he laid the switch against her moonlit globes two dozen times—an extreme punishment she would think, though she hardly thought a thing until the reparation for her offense was over.


  The switch burned hot into her flesh from the first stroke to the last. There was not one waver, not one cut lighter or harder than the others were. They were all laid on with the same steady force by a man that must have been used to punishing misbehaving derrieres.


  Patricia moaned at the start and screamed in agony by the end. Her ass on fire, the two mounds wriggled like jelly, with each stripe making a sure and welted line in her delicate skin. Her feet danced beneath her in the sand as though she was walking on hot coals, though the fire was hardly in the bottom of her feet.


  As much as she twisted and jumped however, the cuts found new territory to gnash, and Patricia was inspired to resume her submissive position without the gyrations. The last half dozen cuts, she took remaining firmly posed bent over, recoiling with each strike of the switch but steady to the end. She let her cries speak for her and they turned into a righteous wail.


  When Derek tossed the used implement at her she slumped to the ground.


  “Pick it up and hold it,” he ordered.


  For a moment, she gazed at the splintered branch of wood, cringing at the thought of touching it.


  “Pick it up,” he said.


  She followed the order, feeling the heat in the implement, surprised by the way it generated such a wicked jolt to her wounded body.


  “You take that to your room, Mrs. Adams. Lay it out where you can see it every day. Until George returns, you’ll be reminded what happens to women who cheat on their husbands.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said meekly, thinking this turn as horrible as the thrashing itself. To have to look at the mangled thing would only compound her guilt. And that guilt would only be assuaged when she faced her husband.


  “You will not want to sunbathe in your bikini for a few days until your bottom heals, but at least you’ll remember your place,” Derek added. “Now you march right back to your cottage and stay there until morning. I just might confine you to your room until your husband returns. Just be glad I don’t take your sorry, naked behind into the hotel so you can parade your misdeed before the guests.” He glared at her as though he’d have no problem starting in again. Then turning about, he strode off through the woods.


  


  Returning to her cottage, Patricia inspected her wounds in the mirror. She found them less stunning than she expected. Though with the fattest flesh of her bottom having borne the brunt of the punishment, the evidence was hard to miss. There were several lines, crisscrossed and swollen, burnished into the skin. It might be several days before she could touch herself there and not wince.


  Following orders, Patricia placed the switch across the top of her bureau. Seeing all the life beaten out of the tender branch, she felt as withered and used at it appeared. Derek was a clever disciplinarian. He knew full well that she’d be haunted, probably obsessed by the dastardly thing. She could just imagine George eyeing it, and becoming roused enough to use it on her bottom again. Her whole body flinched at the thought.


  


  ***


  


  After a few days keeping quiet in her cottage, Patricia finally ventured outside again, glad to see that Derek Montgomery’s demeanor had lightened and he was not going to chastise her again. A week after the incident, she was sunning by the pool, still not adventurous enough to wear her brief bikini.


  “Patricia,” she heard George’s strong voice behind her and she turned immediately.


  “George!” She rose from her chair excited to see her husband and yet deathly afraid.


  They embraced, kissing warmly. She remained in his arms, thinking if she never left them, she wouldn’t have to face the sordid story of her reckless night. Clinging to his chest, his warm heart beat next to hers and his steadfast bearing flooded her with a feeling of safety, an assurance that everything would be all right. Yet the embrace was far too short to suit her. Gently pushing her away, George looked down on her with his eyes boring tender holes in her comfort. She was immediately anxious, even though he remained calm.


  “Let’s go our cottage,” he suggested.


  Surely that would be better than discussing their marital trials in public, she silently agreed. But once in the cottage she was forced to face her husband’s quiet civility, knowing he was grievously disappointed in her.


  For a moment, he looked at the bureau where the switch still lay. The thing, having grown dried and brittle, was hardly the lively implement that had rendered her bottom a mass of painful red welts. Just one informative glance however and he turned his attentions back to her.


  “Sit down, love,” he said, motioning to the bed.


  Patricia timidly obeyed the request.


  With arms crossed in front of him, his ass leaning against a table, he looked serene and in control, exactly the George that Patricia knew best.


  “Derek’s has told me quite a tale,” he started.


  “He told you about Eric?” she asked.


  “His version, yes. Why don’t you tell me yours?”


  George was so patient, so utterly kind. His maturity set the mood that Patricia couldn’t fail to follow: remaining calm and composed in the face of what was the very worst nightmare she could have perpetrated on her marriage. Still, her heart would not stop pounding. The unmerciful beat rang in her ears. Her head throbbed with a miserable headache, and her stomach was sour. Maybe it was the heat, but more likely it was the guilt.


  “I just lost my head,” she said, as tears were beginning to sting her eyes. “He came on to me and I was too weak to resist. I didn’t want it to happen. God, the moment he was inside me, I was afraid, wishing it was you, knowing that it should be you there. And yet my body was taking me away. I’ve never felt so out of control and unable to stop my desire … except maybe that first time with you. I did try, but that’s when Derek found us.”


  “You lost your head, not your heart?” George asked after she finished.


  “Oh, I’ll never think about Eric again. That I promise. He’s a horrible rogue. But then it was not all his fault.”


  “I’m glad you’re smart enough to accept the blame.”


  She gulped feeling the guilt weigh on her more heavily with each tense moment that ticked by.


  “I understand Derek thrashed your ass with a switch? This one?” he asked, as he sauntered toward the bureau and picked up the ghastly thing. He swished it through the air and it whistled.


  Patricia winced, her nose screwing up and her shoulders drawing in.


  “I’m afraid it’s not good for much now,” George said. Striking the switch against the edge of the table, it broke in two pieces. That was a satisfying turn to Patricia’s terrorized brain.


  “That was the one,” she said, as he picked up the pieces and tossed them into the wastebasket.


  “And he left marks?” he continued on.


  “Several, but they’re mostly gone.”


  “I should have liked to have seen it myself.” Still so guarded and almost aloof, Patricia was horribly frightened of what he’d say next. Would he throw her out on her ear? That was her most horrifying thought.


  “And you should have been there to give it to me,” she replied truthfully.


  He nodded. “But since I wasn’t, I’ll have to handle you now myself, Mrs. Adams.”


  That was just as she feared.


  “And it won’t be sweet and it won’t be sexy and you won’t like the results,” he added.


  A small tear dropped from her eye.


  “And you won’t ply me with your helpless looking face and your tears,” he continued. “You betrayed me, you betrayed yourself and you betrayed our marriage. I won’t take that lightly.”


  “I guess you shouldn’t,” she said.


  “You’re damn right.”


  Now she was seeing a spark in his eyes, a streak of indignation she rarely saw in George. Then again, she’d never wronged him like this. She knew she deserved every ounce of his wrath and probably more. Considering his remarkable cool, she was glad to see his anger arise.


  “Can you forgive me?” she asked.


  “Right now, it’s not a matter of forgiveness. That will come later, after I’ve taken my anger out on your fair bottom. Now stand up,” he said.


  Patricia was trembling so much she wasn’t sure that her weak limbs would hold her upright. But she didn’t have to worry, because George reached out, took her firmly by the arm and led her to a chair. Sitting down, he quickly drew her over his lap and raised her dress.


  “No panties, I see. My, you have been a bit of a trollop. No underwear. I suppose you’ll have to tell me all of your antics while I’ve been gone. But first things first.” Saying no more, George began spanking Patricia’s bared ass cheeks with the palm of his hand. So like other spankings of this sort, the feel of his firm flesh directly connecting with her skin made an impact no other punishment would ever make. He was decisive, hard and fast with the strikes, but there was still a divine feel of affection that was communicated through his hand. Strike after strike, the heat rose to a stinging degree until she was finally crying for him to stop.


  Of course he wasn’t listening. He continued on, peppering her red cheeks as though he wanted them so red they’d never turn back to white. She hated it by then, little affection remaining, but she did hold on as stoically as she knew how, realizing that she’d be better off accepting this punishment without a lot of quarrel.


  After several painful minutes, George finally stopped and laid his hand on her hot bottom. The feel of that flesh-to-flesh moment instantly sent an erotic shiver through her, but it was as quickly replaced by a shiver of fear as her husband spoke.


  “Now, since the preliminaries are over, let’s get on with the main feature.” He said it almost jauntily, happy to be seeing his wife in so much distress. Pushing her back to her feet, George rose himself and began to remove his leather belt.


  “Oh, no!” she exclaimed.


  “Oh, yes, this one’s going to hurt.”


  She didn’t doubt that for a second. “But I’m already so hot,” she found herself pleading, something George could not abide.


  “That’s good too. It’ll make all the more impression on your feeble soul. Maybe it will give you some “guts” next time you’re tempted to do something so foolish. You earned this one, my love, plain and simple. And you’ll take it until I’m done, and I expect the minimum amount of whimpering from you!” When he’d been so calm before, he was now in a full-blown passion. If Patricia didn’t dread so the results of that passion, she would have enjoyed it for the wildness of George’s fury unleashed. Moments like this were rare, but they sent strong shocks to her belly and below, making her want to rape the man on the spot.


  “Now, climb up on the bed and let me have your ass,” he ordered.


  Moving to the bed, Patricia obeyed the command, feeling her guilt, his indignation and their passion reaching an incredible peak. On hands and knees she presented her ass to him, feeling an unexpected breath of fresh air cool what had been so hot moments before. Even though it was steamy hot in the un-air-conditioned cottage, she went frigid for an instant knowing how the first strike of her husband’s belt would sting.


  With the flexible strip of leather doubled in his hand, George Adams looked on his wife’s behind seeing that it was still barely pink from the hand spanking he’d just given her. Her ass, white or crimson, never failed to inspire his desire to lay on a good paddling. And with her shameful indiscretion fueling his ire, he let her gleaming bottom have it, delivering a quick rash of blistering strikes.


  “Yeeeaw!” she cried and she fell against the mattress.


  “Get up!” George ordered, “and don’t you fall again.”


  Climbing back to her hands and knees, Patricia clenched her bottom tight anticipating the next barrage of strikes. And when the painful smacks landed she clenched even more. The belt having made a good round of her bottom, she was left wiggling her derriere madly, on reflex. To steady her, George made up the small distance between them, and placed one steadying hand on her back. With the punishment that much more intimate, he resumed laying the belt on her bottom again and again and again, until she feared he’d never stop. When he did take a moment to pause, he kept his hand pressed to her back so she knew not to move. Then with renewed resolve he began again, letting the leather be an extension of his hand and of his anger.


  The heat on her skin was fiery. There was not one cool place, inside or out. Patricia knew the roar of feelings that would flood her as soon as George stopped the punishment, but she was compelled to hold on, even when she believed that she’d had enough. She trusted that George knew her better than she knew herself. He’d never given her more than she could take. Even with this horrible finale to one of their darkest hours as husband and wife, she trusted that his wrath would not ultimately harm her, but simply take her to the very edge.


  He went on with the punishment for nearly twenty minutes, an eternity in a penitent woman’s mind. He might have continued even longer but George was a compassionate man. Though he hated the way she whined and cried, he knew when a cry was truly from her gut. And the last of her woeful retorts was a wrenching one. She’d handle little more. Taking her to the limit of her endurance—because this was such an important event in their life together—he considered his duty. It was also his pleasure, the strange byproduct of such exchanges between them.


  Finally dropping the belt, Patricia was surrounded by his arms, the two toppling to the cushion of the bed. In a wordless unison they moved like savage animals about the mattress, George’s cock quickly finding the wet, cottony hole high between her thighs. When she’d been so passive before she was not passive now. And they both loved that. She pressed her groin into his as demanding of the wild fuck as he was. He felt her spasm deep, then claw at his back. Her nails would leave scratches—for a while as red as the marks on her ass. But in reply, his hands grabbed at the punished ass cheeks and held them so tightly, she cried out. It wasn’t but a few minutes before they were both cumming. She could feel his erection shoot, his cream spurting in rough shots that seemed to penetrate her beyond her womb. Orgasming into his cum, she cried more as she tensed. After tightening every muscle in her frame, she then relaxed to feel the wave of ecstasy rapidly move through her body.


  


  Smack! George gave her a good one on her ass, immediately breaking her reverie and reminding her how sore her bottom was.


  “I love you, darling,” she murmured in reply. The hurt felt good, justice had been meted out properly.


  He smacked her again, so hard she wondered if she could expect another spanking on top of what she already had.


  “And I love you too, Patricia,” he replied. He squeezed an ass cheek.


  “I guess you don’t want me to forget this one,” she said.


  “If I were a mean man, I’d mark you permanently as a reminder, but I’m afraid I like your bottom returning to its pristine state every once and a while. Just so I can start all over. Though rest assured, Mrs. Adams,” he said sternly, “you will have bruises this time.”


  The very thought made her crotch buck against his.


  “I might even keep them there for a few weeks,” he said, responding to her body’s erotic lurch.


  “I’d like that,” she admitted, looking a little guilty as she spoke.


  “Still feeling remorse?” he asked.


  “Oh, my yes. It was such a stupid thing.”


  “But you did it for lust.”


  “I guess so. I never thought I could do anything so promiscuous.”


  “Oh, I don’t know, you fucked me before you divorced Victor.”


  “But that was for love,” she said.


  “Well, just to keep you from worrying, you’re going to have me around for quite some time. No business trips for at least six months and I’ll make certain your lust doesn’t get away from you again.”


  “Oh, it won’t!” she assured him.


  “But just for good measure….” He laid another smack on her bottom.


  “Ouch! That really hurt.”


  “Good.”


  “So am I forgiven?” she timidly inquired.


  “Humm.” He looked thoughtful, but playful, his affectionate eyes quite merry. “I’ve got to admit, Mrs. Adams, you really threw me with this one. I guess I didn’t think you had it in you to break the rules so boldly. Forgive you, I guess I do. Admire you, a little more all the time. Someday you’ll become the sassy sexual siren I’ve always known you were. You just got a little closer.


  Patricia smiled, and rested her head on her husband’s comforting chest. George always challenged her to be the woman that was hidden inside her. He could see that woman when she couldn’t, that submissive, sexy, provocative woman that always excited him. If this nightmare had brought her closer to that ultimate femme, then perhaps her excursion into infidelity hadn’t been all bad. Though she wouldn’t dare venture there again.


  


  

  
Rough Seas


  


  Just short of five-feet eleven, Jon Sessions is not a massive specimen of the masculine sex, but he is an impressive one. Rash and quixotic, with lively eyes that can turn on a dime from beguiling to severe, from ebullient to enraged, he threatened to charm the pants off of me. Jon is the Captain of his ship, the captain of his life and the captain of his women. Those women he manages to seduce become hopelessly in love with him though they usually leave him, as I did, when his changeable nature rises up and that fierce soul he becomes squashes them because they can’t take his ruthless control.


  I was getting on his boat the first time I laid eyes on him. Crewing for a summer on a sailing ship had been a dream of mine for years. At twenty-eight I finally had enough guts to take my summer vacation from my teaching job and let loose, expecting to find myself sailing to exotic ports, sunning myself on lush sandy beaches where I could melt into the tropical heat and forget the world for hours on end. Little did I know my trip would forever remain in my memory as the love affair from hell … with a whole lot of heaven thrown in.


  I’d crewed small schooners before, but nothing as large as the one Jon Sessions took into the South Pacific every summer with a crew of people much like me, wanting some exotic adventure before they got too old to believe they could. I seemed to click with the Captain right from the start but he also scared me, because I had the feeling that he was more than just the charm he oozed. His interiors burned with emotion twenty-four hours a day, and I suspected that emotion was not always pleasant. We talked a good deal in the evening, and I could feel sexual passion swim all over me when I was with him. He seduced me for several weeks before even suggesting a kiss. And by the time that first kiss was laid on my lips, I was willing to give my whole body and soul to the man. Late that night I found myself in his cabin, naked with him in bed, the most extraordinary orgasm sweeping through me. I was in heaven. When we finished making love, he rose from the bed and lit his pipe. I’d have loved a cigarette. It was just that kind of moment.


  I still remember that first night well, the way his hands combed my body, his teeth bit into my nipples until I let out half-shrieks, and how the palm of his hand slapped my thighs as his erection was planted deep within me. The sex was just like him, rowdy and unpredictable and I was happily exhausted at the end.


  I wished he’d let me spend the night, but after he pulled me from bed, he shooed me away. I barely had time to get dressed before he wanted me out the door. He did give me an affectionate good-bye kiss, but I was afraid I’d just been his latest one-nighter. I’d been easily duped, at the same time, I still desperately wanted him.


  The following day, I was late for my assignment and I saw an irritated Jon survey me with the most intriguingly judgmental expression. And though I felt no more than two feet tall as his angry eyes intruded on my composure, I knew with that rude glance that what had happened the night before was not a one-nighter at all. Instead, he seemed to have taken possession of me and he expected me to behave accordingly.


  When we were alone after our staff meeting, he turned to me, fixing me with a steady gaze.


  “Don’t think because we sleep together that you have the liberty of choosing when to show up for work,” he told me bluntly.


  “I didn’t,” I tried to assure him.


  “But you were late.”


  “Yes. I overslept. I’m sorry.”


  “So, take your pants down and let me see your ass,” he said.


  “What?” The request made no sense. Then again, it was not a request.


  “I said take your pants down. You had no problem with this last night,” he added with an edge to his voice, so I understood how serious he was.


  “Are you going to fuck me right here?” I wondered.


  “No, I’m not,” he replied. “Just take down your pants.”


  I quaked inside, but found myself undoing the button of my shorts and turning around to show him my ass.


  “Bend over,” he said. Another order I thought strange.


  As shameless as I’d been with him the night before, I was embarrassed to be putting on such a show. But following his command, so completely mesmerized by the sound of his voice, I couldn’t stop myself. With my naked ass facing him, I heard him move behind me. And then all of a sudden I felt a hard sting on one ass cheek, followed quickly by another on the other ass cheek. He was spanking me. I shot up as soon as I realized what he was doing.


  “You ass!” I blared at him.


  There was steel in his eyes, a bite that made me shudder.


  “I’ll leave you in the next port if you don’t turn back and let me finish this,” he said.


  “What the hell’s gotten in to you,” I tried another protest.


  “Nothing,” he said flatly. “You’re part of my crew and you’re my lover. I consider it my right to correct your disrespect, and this is I how I do it.”


  I should have bolted from the room right then, but the passionate look in his eyes only reminded me of what had swept through me so completely the night before. I was turned on even now, and found myself turning around offering my ass to him again. He had a power over me I couldn’t believe.


  He spanked me with a wooden paddle, laying on several dozen strokes that built to a crescendoing climax in its steady rain of fire. I muffled my cries, knowing how thin these ship’s walls were and how my voice would easily travel if I let loose with all the agony I was feeling. I held on with all my might, gritting my teeth with each smack that hit my wounded ass. I swore to myself that if I ever got out of this, I would get off the ship at the next port and put as much distance between Jon Sessions and me as I could.


  However the plans were soon out the window. When he finally put down the paddle, the man kept me bent over with my palms on a chair, his hand fondling my ass as though he was making love.


  “You can expect this from me, Jill,” he said in a soft seductive voice. “I love spanking female ass ends. I love the red, the burn, the heat. I love watching as they struggle to maintain their composure. You were spectacular at that ….” His words caressed me and so did that attentive hand. My response was a degree of arousal that I’d never experienced before. Not knowing how to answer him, I kept silent. “I love punishing women because they turn to jelly with the treatment and their pussies turn into hot, rich cream … you love it too, don’t you, Jill?” I was so bewildered with both Jon and my response to what was happening that I couldn’t reply. Yet my body responded for me with my ass leading, wiggling back on his hand as he played. I climaxed right there in a matter of minutes. Yes … bent over, the man’s fingers in my cunt and toying with my anus. When that was done I had no strength to protest when his cock entered me. He took me hard, ramming his thighs against my sore derriere until his explosion created another brightly orgasmic moment before I collapsed to the floor.


  I was breathless and almost in tears in an exhausted heap at his feet. I couldn’t look him in the face. In fact, I stayed on the floor with Jon looking down on me until the intensity of his stare was prickly on my back. I shivered so he noticed, and he reached down, pulled me to my feet, and held me.


  “You shouldn’t do this,” I said weakly. I should have screamed my objections, but I was beginning to think I didn’t have them anymore.


  “You’ve got work to do,” he finally said pushing me away from him and I padded off like a well-punished child.


  


  ***


  


  I never could understand what made the man tick. He seemed like a dozen different people. Each persona he acquainted me with had different demands and needs. I fell in love with the charming personality, feared the ruthless one, and melted in the presence of the lover. We regularly slept together. He expected me to spend most nights in his cabin, though I was not moved in as a permanent resident. He made that quite clear. There was always that arm’s distance between us that was only bridged when he wanted it to be. He withdrew his affections easily and became gruff and demanding. But I was led by all of his characters feeling as though I was having a love affair with a chameleon.


  


  In one of our port stops, I took off from the boat quickly after we docked. It was free time and we didn’t have to report back to the ship for two days. I wanted time away from him so I could assess the damage he’d done to my battered psyche. I assumed that I’d have to be crazy to allow the man to control me the way he did. I immediately checked into a hotel, put on a flouncy print skirt and casual T-shirt and took a long walk through the tiny port town, so I could let the freedom from Jon Sessions woo me back to the real world.


  And yet, just a couple hours later, there he was behind me in a restaurant where I’d taken a moment to have a fresh iced tea. I felt his hands on my shoulders like steel, welded there as though they were about to crush me.


  “Bit of a brat, aren’t you?” he whispered. “Running off the way you did.”


  “This is shore leave. I don’t have to stay,” I reminded him.


  “You love me, but you run off and not tell me where you’re going? What kind of love is that?”


  “I just needed the day away.”


  “You could have said so,” he replied.


  “No, I couldn’t!” I charged as I turned around angrily. “Every time I’m with you, I lose my sense, even my will!”


  “That’s because you’re in love,” he said.


  He was doing it to me again. Taking control.


  “Let’s go to the hotel room and get the rough stuff over with so we can enjoy the rest of the day.” He was already pulling me to my feet as reluctant as I was to go with him.


  “What do you mean, rough stuff?” I asked.


  “I’m planning to use my belt.”


  “On what?”


  “Your ass, of course.” I must have had a blank expression on my face because he hastened to add, “I’m going to punish you.”


  “For what?” My eyes shot open wide.


  “If you don’t know, then you’ll figure it out before I’m finished.”


  He dragged me from the restaurant, my tea only half drunk and we walked toward the hotel with his arm going around my waist so I felt captured. By the time we got to my room, I wanted to fuck him—his very essence had snuck inside where I least wanted to feel it—deep in my crotch. I tried seducing him, but there was no way I could wrest control from the man. As I watched him take the belt from his pants and loop it in his hand, his expression was forbidding.


  “Get on the bed, your ass bare,” he ordered.


  I stood before him for some minutes, warring with myself. He was infinitely patient waiting in the tense silence. My eyes moved from his face to the belt and back several times. My body was curious to feel it. And in the end, I surrendered. I couldn’t understand myself, this made no logical sense. Yet something in that fierce stare of his turned my own will into shambles as though it didn’t exist anymore.


  My flowered skirt quickly dropped to the floor. My panties took just a second to remove. And thinking I didn’t need to take off my T-shirt I turned around and climbed up on the bed.


  “That’s good, Jill. You’re getting better at minding,” he said. I noted the triumph in his voice. “You quit fighting yourself and this won’t be necessary. You think I like punishing you?”


  I was sure he did, but I didn’t want to sound impertinent saying so, especially when I was submitting to his belt. Not needing an answer to his question, he let it go, and advanced on my rear end, positioning himself so he had a good shot at whipping my ass. I thought at first that the belt would be better than the paddle. There was the smell of leather, a pleasurable one, and it couldn’t be as hard on my bottom as the unyielding wooden paddle. And when the first strike landed, I actually felt as though this was something that could turn erotic. I didn’t put it past Jon to switch on me and make this simply foreplay. He had to be horny too, as hot as I was.


  But all musings of this being something sensuous were just a pipe dream. Letting myself get carried away thinking that this was something less than punishment was totally foolish. Jon was savage with the belt. After the first sweet strike, and a half dozen others that didn’t hurt all that much, he turned up the heat and began pelting my ass with repetitious shots that turned from erotic to blistering in less than a minute. I cried much more than I did the first time he spanked me, assuming I had more freedom to wail in this private room. The burn was excruciating. Those swats that caught my upper thighs stung the worst, and several times I collapsed to the bed to have Jon bark at me to raise my butt for him again. At least those breaks allowed me a moment to breath. Otherwise, I think I might have died right there from lack of air.


  “You think you can steal away from what we have, Jill?” he asked me rhetorically. “You think you can run when you know what you want? You think you don’t belong to me?” He paused with his words and the leather. I was crying, but I still heard the rest of his litany when he began to speak again. “You probably think all those things, but it’s a stupid waste of your time. I know you. I own you. I have your body and I have your mind all locked up. The key’s with me. You fight it, you make yourself miserable. You run, I will come after you, whether in my body or just in your dreams.”


  He began in with the belt again. The leather connected with my fired-up ass cheeks so I was moaning softly without stopping, and often shrieked when one particularly nasty cut would land over already tender skin. Then, I reached this strange place where it didn’t seem to matter anymore if he struck me again. I can’t explain it even now, but it was appallingly erotic and if my mind had allowed it, I might have said afterwards that I enjoyed it. I wasn’t brave enough to think that—yet.


  When he finally stopped, the pain resonated through me so I was warm everywhere, not just my ass. I felt the heat from my breasts and shoulders, to my toes and the back of my head. Jon’s arms went around me from behind, pulling my backside against his chest. He massaged me zealously, kissed the back of my neck, ran his tongue into my ear and then pinched my nipples through my T-shirt. My cunt was hot, pulsing on his hand. I think he could have brought me off that way, but we both wanted him inside me. Brusquely pushing me to the bed on my back, my burning ass cheeks were buried safely away as he descended to fuck me. Still, he managed somehow to bury his cock into my pussy and find a way to maul those two hot orbs. It was oppressive with his heavy body crushed into mine. It was submissive, and in this trapped position I could only surrender. Choice didn’t seem to matter anymore. He wouldn’t have let me do what I wanted regardless. The spasms came fast as I shuddered beneath him. I was reminded of the pain as his hands squeezed my ass hard. But I felt it as pleasure, waves of orgasm moving steadily through me. I was on the edge and then over and then collapsed to the bed almost too weary to speak.


  “You see what I mean?” he said as he withdrew from me.


  I nodded. Being speechless with him was becoming common.


  “I still need some time,” I told him.


  “That’s okay with me,” he said, all of a sudden looking quite jolly. “Just don’t run away again, Jill. It pisses me off.”


  He moved off the bed and retrieved his clothes. When he looked back at me, there was this irresistible grin on his face, even gentleness in his expression. I wanted him to take me in his arms and hold me, to make love to me again. I even thought I could stand another spanking.


  “I’ll see you on board the ship,” he said. “Two days.”


  “You’re not going to stay?”


  “No. I have work to do, and you have to think.” He might have said it sarcastically, but it didn’t come across that way. He was perfectly okay letting me stay now that I’d been punished.


  “Are you going to keep spanking me whenever you want?” I asked.


  “Does it bother you?” he asked back.


  “I don’t know what to think of it,” I said.


  “Well then, don’t think at all, just accept it. You don’t have a problem with the sex, I know that, so consider it a way to erotic nirvana.”


  “You think spanking arouses me?”


  He chuckled. “I know it does, darling.” He came to me where I was lying on the bed and leaned in on one knee, his body hovering over mine. “You can’t tell me you don’t see that? You’re not that dumb.”


  “It shouldn’t though. It’s abusive and it hurts like hell.”


  He shrugged and backed off. “That doesn’t mean you don’t like it. Maybe that’s something to think about while you’re on your mini leave of absence.” He raised his eyebrows knowingly as if he knew me better than I knew myself.


  He was so damned cocky I wanted to spit in his face. But that was just part of me. The rest of me wanted to go to the boat and spend the night in his cabin in bed.


  


  ***


  


  We sailed two days later. My heart still couldn’t figure this relationship. But I remained his lover and at his beck and call when he wanted me, which was often. He didn’t spank me as punishment, but he did like laying his hand on my behind when we were having sex, and I did like that. The stimulation always made me hotter than normal, and I was beginning to like sex kinky more than I liked it normal. Sometimes he liked to tie me face down on the bed and slap my ass as I ground my cunt into the sheets, almost cumming spontaneously. Other times, just for sex, he made me present myself to him naked and go over his lap like a child. He proceeded to slap my ass and fondle it alternately until I was burning in both places and practically screaming for him to enter me. And several times, his invading fingers strayed between my anal cleft, stopping at my nether hole. On his probing fingers I discovered a new brand of eroticism that I’d always thought especially dirty. Sure, it was dirty, but it turned me on. One night, after a vigorous spanking, the probing became so deep that it seemed only natural for him to pull me off his lap toward the bed, where, on hands and knees, I took his prick into my anus and was righteously fucked. I screamed, at least inside myself, getting over the shock of the assault, but there was no way to deny the stimulation. Moments after he came, I climaxed on his hand with his fingers pinching my clit.


  Despite the wondrous sexual fireworks—and half the time being absolutely in love with Jon—my trepidation was still with me, and it made me nervous and testy. I heard myself being a little too brutal with other crew members on several occasions. They would look at me, wondering, what’s gotten into her? Some that knew Jon Sessions well, however, knew exactly what my problem was. It wasn’t the first time they’d seen a woman bewitched by him turning to putty in his hands. There were even a couple that knew Jon was probably spanking me and introducing me to his brand of controlling sex. They watched me passively seeing how I was holding up. I knew this, and in a way I wanted to hold on proudly, but that other side of me, the hesitant scared side, kept getting in the way.


  One afternoon, Jon cornered me in a secluded corner of the ship after I’d laid into a gentle-faced maid. He had me backed against a wall, one hand beside my face as he leaned in real close.


  “You curb your sass, bitch, or it’s off with my belt and up with your skirt, and I won’t care who sees, you understand that?”


  “Yes,” I said feeling the threat arouse me as much as it frightened me. His eyes were burning, not cold at all, but hot with emotion, and a dark emotion at that.


  He pointed a finger at my face. “You get your head straight and out of your blues or you’ll be standing upright the rest of this voyage because you won’t want to sit down.”


  Another threat, another rush of energy poured free.


  He left me to think about that. I stood stock still for some minutes as though his finger was still pointing at me, and he was speaking so close to my face that I could smell his breath.


  


  Having being duly tongue-lashed, I managed to curb my attitude for a good week. In that time Jon kept pushing me deeper into his sexual schemes. I never knew what the dark of night would bring, or for that matter the daylight hours. He took me right on the top deck at 7:00 a.m. one day, pushing down my shorts so they were at my feet and splaying open my cunt, entering me with a firm hard prick. I know there was at least one other crewmember that discovered the two of us fucking. Thankfully, he was one used to Jon’s sexual appetites. I suppose he just considered it part of the employment package. Then there was the night he took me in the storeroom. It was nearly two o’clock when he pulled me from my bed in my cabin. When he hadn’t wanted me in his own that night, I was a little surprised. But then I guess this just made the scenario that much more astonishing. Stripping me of my nightgown, he led me naked through the corridor down to the storeroom. There he tied me over a barrel and pulled out his belt. With my hands tied down and my feet well secured, there was little way I could protest. I was scared as hell.


  I would have thought that the belt would burn as it had the time he punished me with it. But from the start, this session with that lovely leather was a romantic thing. I could feel it caress me as surely as his hands. Laid against my ass and thighs it wound me to its purpose, bringing me close to a steamy climax. When he backed off for a few minutes, I relished the warmth that radiated through my ass and legs. When the sting returned it only seemed to increase the warmth and stimulation of my skin. I was crazy to cum, but still not ready—at least in Jon’s mind. I felt his utter control of me move into my bones and blood and beating heart, as well as the loins that pulsed so prettily at the mounting sensual explosion. When he laid the leather down, I was immediately crushed, since I had the feeling that I might have orgasmed just from its touch—given time. I was not disappointed however. When Jon planted his cock in my wet puss, he continued to spank my ass the whole time until we both found a climax about to break forth. We cried hard. I’m sure there were crew and guests that heard us, but Jon didn’t care and I wouldn’t care either. I was even content to remain bound over the barrel for a time after Jon withdrew. There was no anxiety or conflict in me at that point, just a grateful peace.


  


  A few days after that escape in the storeroom, I was having a particularly bad day. It began badly when Jon woke me, informing me that I’d forgotten to finish half the work he assigned me the day before. I’d better get cracking if I wanted to keep my job. I hustled through the work, chagrined myself that I’d been so negligent. I’m not sure what happened, but it was hardly like me. By ten, however, I was a mass of nerves and very grouchy. In Jon’s cabin to report my progress, I snapped at his second in command, Jorie, who I found to be a worthless lazy slob. Half my problem were things this idiot had failed to do. Giving him an earful while we were momentarily alone, I was caught in the act of nastily insubordinate speech when Jon and Ted, his other second in command, walked in.


  “What are you bitchin’ about?” Jon asked as he came around us.


  “She’s trying to blame me for not getting her assignments done,” Jorie blurted out.


  “And it’s the truth. He’s a lazy moron,” I lashed out.


  “I didn’t ask for your personal opinions about my first mate,” Jon told me. He was obviously irritated.


  “Well, I don’t care, I gave them to you anyway,” I barked back at him. “This boat would sail a lot smoother seas if he wasn’t on it.”


  Jorie eyed me with arms crossed in front of him, a cocky grin on his face as he knew exactly where this confrontation was headed. And Ted looked at me with some compassion, afraid I’d gone too far. I ignored them both.


  “Sometimes, Jon, you’re a damned brilliant seaman, but at other times your … your … your cock blinds your vision so you can’t see what’s happening around you!”


  He was seething by then, and had heard enough. It all happened so fast I can hardly remember it completely. But in seconds I was upended over the man’s lap, my shorts were stripped from me, and Jon was bringing a miraculously appearing paddle down on my butt with a reckless abandon that left me at first gasping for air, and then hollering at the top of my lungs. What was worse was that the two first mates were looking on. I couldn’t even begin to face them with my eyes—a feat that would have been difficult anyway in my submissive position. Keeping my lids shut tight I resolved to endure the punishment with as much grace as I possibly could, though getting my ass reddened by a paddle is not something that can ever be graciously accomplished. Especially when I couldn’t stand it without crying like mad.


  I tried the usual protests and retorts: “Damn it stop! I’m sorry! Please, no more!” It was an endless list, and I might have gone on all day, but none of my cries seemed to work. Jon finally stopped however, and the stinging pain had some moments to die away.


  My embarrassment was a far more lasting thing, however. When he stood me on my feet, I was forced to face all three men. I did so with my face cheeks burning almost as hotly as my ass. There, in nothing but a skimpy T-shirt, I stood before the three of them to take the rest of the punishment.


  “I’m going to do it harder later, Jill,” he said. “I’m just warming up. Don’t you ever, I repeat ever, speak to my friends the way you spoke to Jorie. I don’t care if he’s stealing me blind and murdering my guests, he’s mine to handle, and you have no business in my business. You want to remain on my ship, you put a sunny grin on your face and do what you’re ordered, and there won’t be any problems. You forget that just once, just once, you’re history. Is that understood?”


  I was chagrined, embarrassed, but I was also mad. In that instant I decided that Jon was utterly mad himself, though not in an angry way. He was stone cold insane, his temperament impossible and his reason often lacking. That absolutely clear to me I knew what I’d do. “You won’t have to worry about that,” I said. “I’ll be off the ship at the next port.”


  I don’t think he planned on my saying that. For a moment I thought there was some surprise in his expression, but that faded quickly as he took charge again. “Fine,” he said. “So be it. Might I remind you that we have two weeks before we hit another port. You will behave yourself and do your work, or I’ll have you in leg irons.” I knew that was an idle threat, but I understood his meaning. And having made my decision about my relationship and my job, I really didn’t care. I could survive two weeks being a nondescript crewmember and then be happily on to the rest of my life.


  “I understand perfectly,” I told Jon. I quickly, though with a degree of poise I thought admirable, restored my clothes and left his cabin.


  That night, Jon knocked on my door and I refused to let him in.


  “It’s over,” I said. “The job and the relationship.” I thought that said it succinctly and that would be the end of the nightmare from heaven—or then was it the daydream from hell? Either way, the rough seas in my life would soon be at an end and I could restore some peace to replace the high-strung theatrics I lived with on the boat.


  


  Though word got around the boat fast about my break with Jon, most everyone said nothing about the ordeal. I’m not sure how much people really knew, but I imagined that the entire crew knew from Jorie exactly what my ass looked like getting spanked, how I cried, and what a terrific berating I got from the Captain. I ignored the whispers and they were gone within a day.


  To my great pleasure, the two weeks turned out not to be all that wasted. Another disgruntled, but less public crewmember, Zack, came to my emotional rescue. We just talked mostly and grew very close in a very short time. He seemed to be the genuine article in men, not hyped and crazy like Jon, but ever so sweet and sensuously alluring. When we first kissed, I knew I wanted to go to bed with him, even though we had just ten days left together on the ship and we might not meet after this ordeal was complete.


  I even waited two days for Zack to get me into bed. He was obviously more cautious and less needy than I was. When we did land in his cabin one night because it was raining outside, we curled up in bed to snuggle close and found the kissing become more passionate until we were deliriously aroused. The clothes came off slowly, a piece at a time. And just as new lovers should in making love, we explored the skin closely, letting all the gentle touches lead to that first glorious breach of his cock in my vagina. I cried loudly and happily having Zack between my legs. In the back of my mind I hoped that Jon would hear. He probably didn’t care, seeing the way he was already seducing another woman. But it was a clarion cry for freedom, letting go that way. After that night with Zack, and knowing that we’d be in bed every chance we got until we finally docked, I assumed my thing for Jon Sessions had been burned from my soul.


  Zack and I had six nights together—warm, healing, sensuous nights. I ignored Jon, and everyone else on the ship for that matter—except what interactions required to do my job.


  On the second to the last night I took a moment by myself topside. There was no one around. The air was cool and brisk so not many wanted to be on deck at that time of day, but it was perfect for me. The wind seemed to clear out my brain and I loved the way it rushed through my hair, the way it cut through my clothes practically chilling me to the bone. It was a thoughtless half hour. I’d be meeting Zack in his cabin shortly, but he was still on duty and wouldn’t risk leaving early. Meanwhile, I didn’t want to rock the boat anymore than it was already. (We got the feeling that Jon didn’t exactly like the fact that Zack was bedding me. He never told me so. But he’d been particularly cool to my new boyfriend since it was obvious that we’d become so tight.)


  After a few moments in the cleansing wind, I was about to go back toward my cabin when I was suddenly jerked from my meditation by the feel of someone behind me. At first I thought it was Zack, but then Jon’s fragrance, and even his essence suddenly yanked my lazy brain cells from their foolish sleep. I was wearing a skirt that billowed around my legs. I’d had to hold it down in the wind so it wouldn’t blow me away. Capturing my hands in his, the skirt was soon flapping like a sail, while Jon found it quite a pleasure to once again have a hand on my ass.


  “Get away from me,” I roared at him, though my words were drowned out by the wind, and he paid no attention to them. He wouldn’t let me turn around but pressed himself into me.


  “Just feel me, Jill,” he purred in my ear. I tried to speak, but he clamped a hand over my mouth. “Don’t say a word.” His voice was abrupt. “Just listen to me. Listen to the pulse of your body.” He was right at my ear with his lips so I could feel them move as he formed his words and uttered them quietly, though they sounded so loud I thought he was shouting. He was feeling my crotch where it was wet from him. I wanted him off of me, but I had no will to push him away. He tore the skirt from my waist. In shreds in seconds, it flew toward the ocean beyond my grasp. My crotch was naked. The cold air made my skin shiver while inside I was burning with heat. I struggled against him but he slapped my ass hard…the sound of it was drown out by the sound of the turbulent sea. My blouse then vanished into the air and my nipples drew up instantly into hard knots against the currents of strong breezes blowing over us. There was something desperate in the atmosphere that matched the desperation in my heart.


  I would have thought that Jon would take me to his cabin, or at least some place under cover, but we remained looking over the bow of the ship, his body pressed into my naked one, his hands fondling me as he whispered his plans in my ears.


  “You won’t get away so easily from me, my gentle Jill. You won’t escape this boat without one last reprimand to deal with. You won’t walk down the plank without your bottom sore. I promise that.”


  “No!” I protested the thought.


  “Hummm,” he murmured as one hand had my ass completely commandeered with a vicious squeeze. An arm was clamped around my waist to keep me from bolting. “Don’t tell me you don’t want it,” he hissed. “Don’t tell me that you aren’t dying to have my temper play out on your butt, that your body doesn’t burn for the rough stuff? Your sweet Zack isn’t crude enough for you. I know that?”


  I loved Zack. I loved the peace he brought to me. There was no war with him, no tempest, no violent storms or vicious battles … the seas were at peace within his tenderness. But a hundred days with him and hundred nights would never match the thrill of being kidnapped in this hellion madman’s grasp and controlled until all control was lost.


  “Say you want it, Jill. You deny it, you’ll have to tell me why your pussy is hot.” His fingers there confirmed that fact. “Tell me you want me to punish you. That you want my strap on your ass, and it flaming hot, that you want my prick inside you, scouring you out because you’re that kind of woman. Tell me, Jill, tell me. You know it’s what you want. Tell me.”


  My head fell back against his shoulder, my mind whirling in the wind. I couldn’t think, feeling inebriated when I hadn’t had a thing to drink. I was drunk on Jon Sessions, his wild energy assaulted me just as the uneasy night. I could feel him drag me into his blustery and impetuous lair. I was naked on deck with the night making me cold while Jon’s hands made my cunt hot. There’d be no rest at all for me unless I gave in and so I did.


  “Punish me,” I said almost in defiance, “punish me hard.” I meant every word of it, as though he was my true lover and I’d been unfaithful to him with Zack.


  My words were all the man wanted to hear, those simple words of surrender from my lips. He wanted to hear them so I’d never have an excuse that he forced me into anything. He was just that sly.


  “Tell me again,” he insisted with a whisper right at my ear. “And louder. The night is noisy.”


  I turned around in his arms to speak. “Punish me, Jon,” I said, with a little more volume to my voice, but there was a clear intent that communicated the true desire.


  He smiled euphoric. As we moved toward the decks below, Jon hurriedly took me naked into the bowels of his ship. Leading me to a locked door, I furtively looked about hoping no one would find me like this. With the closet door unlocked, Jon and I slipped inside. When the door closed behind us it was pitch black and a sudden fear shot up my spine.


  An instant later there was the gleam of a flashlight burning, almost as brightly as Jon’s own devious smile. He sat on a barrel and pulled me over his knees. Quickly, a menacing-looking leather appeared in his hand, and the thing swiftly came down on my ass cheeks. I cried immediately because my behind stung like a shower of hot sparks.


  “Jon, no please!” I yowled aloud, forgetting completely what close quarters we were in on this all too confined vessel.


  “You think I’ll be easy on you, brat!” he blared. “Not on your life. This is one punishment I’m going to enjoy! Throw me off for a no-nothing little pup that doesn’t know the end of his dick? You pissed me off, Jill.”


  I could tell that was so. Raucous and angry the leather struck at odds everywhere on my bouncing rear cheeks.


  He must have taken relish seeing the rising red on my skin—as much as the rising cock I could feel under his shorts. The leather met my flesh with strikes that burned so hot I sobbed uncontrollably within his grasp. When he did pause—maybe he was being merciful, I have no clue, it only meant that he’d start in again with a fury that only made the nightmare worse.


  I struggled hard and he responded with a firmer grip. I cried hard and he replied with renewed purpose. I knew he loved the agony he put me through. From every one of my woeful cries, to my wriggling ass, to the color when the spanking was done.


  When he finally decided to slow the pace, he still kept it hot. But between strikes he had his palm on my ass, giving the flaming hot orbs a harsh massage. The agony of it turned to desire, an erotic wave sweeping through me only to be stopped short when he picked up the leather again and began laying it on. Just before I was about to scream in pain again, he’d stop and again fondle my hot ass cheeks. I didn’t know whether to cry or moan. But it was certainly the wildest orgasmic experience of my life.


  When the mesmerizing, terrifying chaos of a nightmare was over, I was limp, like a kitten in his hands. I welcomed his cock inside my cunt. The end was simultaneous. I think in all that fury, he’d managed to bring us so close together we were fused in spirit, in body and soul. Certainly his power over me had not died and I would remain forever in his grasp.


  Later, he left me in my cabin alone to think about what he’d just accomplished.


  


  ***


  


  I was scheduled to leave the sailing vessel a day and a half later. I decided to quit my job the morning after my night with Jon, my obligations to Captain Sessions and his ship were over. I sent Jon the message through his first mate, Ted. A second message went to Zack, letting him know that I wasn’t feeling well and I’d see him after we docked. I’m sure he heard about my night with Jon. I think the whole ship knew. Then again, I hadn’t done myself any favors with my wild screams. I wasn’t sure what I’d tell that gentler boyfriend. Even though I didn’t expect him to be my lover after we were on land again, I was embarrassed to have suddenly turned on a dime and gone back to the man that I thought had hurt me to the core.


  


  When it came time for me to disembark the ship, I tried to do it as quietly as possible. I didn’t plan on seeing Jon again. But nonetheless, he managed to corner me just as I was carrying my baggage on deck.


  “Jill,” he accosted me with his smile. He was leaning against an outer door, looking as though he was waiting for me to come on deck.


  “I’m still leaving,” I informed him immediately.


  “Hey, I know,” he said. “But I did prove my point.”


  I walked past him feeling miserable the way his energy was already climbing under my skin. If I weren’t careful my bottom would be feeling the burn without him even laying a hand on me.


  “Sorry, if I burst your bubble of well-ordered calm,” he said. “But then it wasn’t very honest, was it?”


  I wanted to ignore him, to walk away without saying a word. But there was no way I could be that cold. And even if he had been dreadfully cruel to me, I could feel that other, charming side of him reaching out with a degree of tenderness that seemed to make up for all the grief.


  “Maybe not,” I said. “But it’s just not right ….” My voice trailed off because I couldn’t think of anything else to say in the face of his irresistibly appealing grin.


  “Don’t worry, Jill, I’m not too concerned,” he said with his typical cocky cool.


  “What’s that suppose to mean?” I asked wondering what he could possibly be thinking.


  He snickered, then fixed me with one twinkling eye. “It means you’ll be back, Jill,” he said as impertinent as ever. “You’ll be back because you just can’t stay away.”


  I had no fancy, practiced or well-turned comeback for him. I didn’t even have something trite or foolish to say, I simply smiled as warmly as I could, then gritted my teeth as I walked by him.


  He was a man I’d never comprehend, then again, maybe it wasn’t all that necessary to understand him. I needed only to accept who he was at face value; and more importantly, accept the woman I became when I was with him.


  “You will be back.”


  I heard the refrain in my ear as I walked off his ship and made my way to the nearest hotel. I knew the instant he said those words that he was right. I would be back. I just couldn’t accept the fact—not yet.


  


  

  
Hannah’s Marriage


  


  Our relationship began the summer I was eighteen, working at a taco stand in Newport Beach. I’d sweat during the day in all that heat—the heat from the sun-warmed sand, and the asphalt, and the oppressive air and the scorching stove. I wore my sun-bleached brown hair pulled up into a ponytail. Though by evening little strands would come loose and cling to my face. Mark thought it made me look sexy. He liked the way my tiny T-shirts clung to my breasts and the way a bead or two of sweat would trickle down between them, and the way I’d give him a half-blushing self-conscious smile when I caught him looking at me. I knew he came to my taco stand just to stare at me. But it was so damn hot, I didn’t have the will to feel indignant. Besides he was much too cute.


  Though Mark talked to me every day with a pleasant lusty grin on his face, it was almost August before we had a real conversation—before he walked me home from work one afternoon, to the tiny apartment I rented on Balboa Island. Returning home was always a good way to let go the weariness of the day. By then, there were breezes from the ocean cooling the air, and as I crossed into that pristine jewel of island landscape, I’d feel the tiredness leave my limbs. While there was still sun in the sky, I’d shower, put on my bikini and take off for the beach to catch what was left of the summer sun, even though it was far beyond its peak. The day Mark walked with me, I had the same plans in mind. But he altered them just slightly.


  We played a first date kind of cat and mouse. I found him interesting, though a little intimidating. He made me nervous, but certainly gave my sex a great jolt. While he’d been a customer before, he suddenly loomed quite an intriguing man walking comfortably beside me.


  Mark is nearly six-feet four. At the time he was a body-builder—just for fun. And with muscles like his on a California beach, there would be dozens of girls interested in him. He had dark, wavy hair, a great tan and some of the whitest teeth I’d ever seen behind his toothy grin. To find this charming, sexy guy escorting me home made me feel special, even though I wondered why he’d have so much interest in a short-order cook at a taco stand. Still, he had me engaged in an entire conversation about me: how my father had died the year before and my mother was at loose ends with her life and unable to help me; how I was working to put myself through school in the fall; and how I worried about the demands of going to school and working full time. He listened interested, and said little, though that was what I found so pleasant about him. It was simply nice to have someone I could whine to and still receive an affectionate smile in return. I learned from Mark that he’d be a senior at UCLA that fall studying architecture and design. That cast a whole different spin on the man, and that made me even more interested in him. He wasn’t just another beach bum that played volleyball all year long. Since I would be going to UCLA as a freshman, I felt duly honored to be wooed so sweetly by this handsome upperclassman.


  “You want to get cleaned up, we could spend some time on the beach,” he offered when we reached my apartment.


  I paused a moment, first thinking of all the excuses that I might give some guy why that wouldn’t be a good idea—even if going to the beach was exactly what I planned to do myself. But knowing that I’d really love to spend more time with him, I agreed.


  “Come on upstairs while I get ready?” I suggested.


  He looked a little surprised. “You’re sure?”


  “Why not?” I said.


  He shrugged. “Okay then,” he replied with an amiable grin.


  After we reached the top of the steps, my heart suddenly jolted. Good lord, what was I doing? Inviting a guy I hardly knew into my apartment? My mother would have a fit! And even Mark thought it premature. I could see that by his hesitant expression.


  Inside my tiny home, I found it difficult to negotiate a comfortable clean up. I had just one room and the bath, and I scampered half a dozen times from the bath to my bed area to get the things I needed. Thankfully, Mark was a perfect gentleman all the time. He sat on my couch and flipped through a fashion magazine, trying to ignore my scattered running back and forth. After showering and giving myself a good clean shave, I finally presented myself to my date in my least revealing bikini—I didn’t want to send him too many inviting messages. I may have already been a little too daring.


  Mark just smiled pleasantly when I was ready and we were off to the beach. There was more easy conversation and friendly grins, a long swim and some play in the surf. After hot-dogs and lemonade and a simple hazy California sunset, he walked me home.


  “So, Hannah,” he said as we approached the door—I planned to ask him in and I think he knew that—“are you always so easy with guys you hardly know?”


  I was surprised by the stern sound of his voice.


  “Easy?” I replied back wondering what he was thinking.


  “You invited me inside your apartment much too quickly.”


  “I did, didn’t I?” I admitted even though I was surprised that he mentioned it. “But look at you,” I added right away. “You’re absolutely harmless.”


  “You know, your lack of good judgment shouldn’t go unpunished,” he said. “But since this is our first date, I’ll let you slide.”


  “Punished? You’ll let it slide? What’s that’s supposed to mean?” I asked. I was getting the strangest feeling inside me.


  “I like you,” he replied. “I like you a lot. But what I should do right now is take you over my knee and spank your bottom for being so reckless.”


  “You’d do that?” I wondered with my eyes growing wide.


  “Oh, yes, I would. And I think you’re just the kind of girl who’d love it.”


  “Love it?” I was completely shocked.


  “Humph, maybe I’m wrong, but you give out lots of submissive female signals. In fact, that’s what I like about you.”


  I was appalled and speechless as well. I couldn’t imagine that this hunk from the beach would be so absolutely right on about me … my fantasies and my sexual inclinations. They’d always leaned toward being the cared for, protected and nurtured woman. I didn’t want to be a fierce independent woman of the world. I’d been going through my life half- scared for the last year, having to make thousands of decisions for myself and most of the time feeling lost and alone. I was doing it, but I was barely hanging on. I may have been a throwback to another time, but my imagination constantly pictured myself being controlled, if not actually dominated by a man. Certainly my sexual fantasies were filled with pictures of submitting to spankings. I’d never figured out why I had this strange side to myself, and I was now shocked to find a man talking exactly the way my knight-in-shining-armor would speak to me. I wondered if he could see how I cringed at his words.


  “I … I, don’t know what to say,” I stammered.


  “What do you want to say?” he asked.


  I knew exactly what I wanted, but I didn’t have the courage to spit it out. It seemed so impossible. After all the years of growing up that I’d had nurtured my submissive fantasies, to have this man offering to spank me, my body had suddenly turned on as if the lights to my soul had been lit.


  “Hannah?” He cocked his head and looked at me waiting for a response.


  “I …” I started again, unable to say what I wanted.


  “If I’m wrong, hey, I’ll back off. I don’t want to offend you.”


  “Oh, I’m not offended.” I certainly didn’t want Mark to back off, but I knew that I’d have to say something quickly or he’d simply walk away. His body language pointed clearly in that direction.


  “So?” He looked slightly amused at my internal dilemma. I’m sure he knew exactly what I was going through. And he was ever so patient.


  “I guess … if you think … that spanking me’s a good idea …” I took a deep breath. “You should do it.” As the words leapt from of my mouth, I immediately wanted to take them back.


  “Well then, let’s just do that,” he said gently.


  Strange to be so civil and so sweet about something that was so severe. I would melt in his arms in a second.


  We entered my apartment with Mark quickly taking control. While I watched him making up his mind on how to proceed, I shuddered in silence. When he spied my hairbrush on my dresser, he picked it up and moved to a kitchen chair. Then staring at me with his soft brown eyes and stern expression, he indicated what he wanted me to do. As the clock ticked off the seconds, I waited breathless. There was a lump like granite in my throat, my heart was pounding rapidly, and my stomach and groin were churning with mad, anxious sexual energy.


  Finally, feeling some sensation return to my lower limbs I managed to make my way to Mark’s side. I hardly knew this man, yet I was submitting to him in the most remarkable way. This might have been the most foolish thing I’d ever done, but it was certainly the most thrilling. If I died that night, I would have died a happy woman.


  Looking up at me with this mighty expression of authoritarian charm almost made me cry.


  “I’d suggest you save your tears for later,” he said. “You’ll feel even more like it once I get started.”


  Then, with a gentle hand to guide me, I went over his naked thighs, finding myself in the exhilarating position of having one of my dearest fantasies being played out in real life.


  “Lest you get too excited about this to notice, you are being punished, Hannah,” Mark reminded me. I couldn’t believe how he was so thoroughly inside my mind. It was uncanny. Even as I lay practically naked in my bikini over his knees, I felt as though my whole soul had been stripped bare.


  As if to add a supercharger to the remarkable moment, I felt Mark’s hand begin to pull away my bikini bottoms to reveal my bare ass. I thought I’d go off from the rush of physical heat that tore through me. The tears almost came again. But all the expectation and thrill quickly vanished when the first smack of the hairbrush landed across one trembling cheek.


  “Ouch!” I immediately cried.


  Mark followed the first smack with a stinging barrage of smacks until he finally paused for a moment to let me catch my breath. During this brief interlude he began to reprimand me for my careless behavior.


  “You play fast and loose with yourself, just because you’re so desperately looking for love, you’ll get yourself hurt,” he scolded. “All the guys out there aren’t as nice as I am. There are a lot who would have had you in bed in seconds for letting them into your apartment so easily. And running around practically nude? You’re lucky I didn’t suddenly have a lapse in good behavior.”


  Said in such a stern voice, I was thrilled to the core. The hairbrush rained down on me again so fast that my cries couldn’t catch up with the pain. I was a squealing, moaning, wriggling mass of lust and chaos. With each smack adding to the steadily increasing burn, I didn’t know how I’d take the next. I even tried to buck off his lap.


  Mark paused briefly.


  “Stop it!” he ordered. “Stop your wailing and stop your wiggling, or I’ll go on twice as long.”


  The threat got instantly inside and I bore down, hoping to contain myself with a little more poise. But that was hard to do. As he continued on, my ass was so on fire I didn’t know how to make my body behave. When he paused again I hoped that signaled the end. But Mark wasn’t quite finished.


  “Next time you have a man approach you, you’d damn well better take more care with yourself, you understand?”


  “Yes, sir.” I answered quickly. He let another smack land and it reminded me that he could start in again anytime.


  “You don’t invite men you don’t know into your apartment, is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you’ll think twice before you go running around some man half-clothed, as if he’s not going to be immediately seduced. You got that!”


  “Yes, yes I do!”


  He lay in with another half dozen particularly nasty blows and was finished. I was exhausted, but strangely satisfied in a way I’d never been before. Rising from his lap, he handed me my bikini bottoms while he got a good look at almost all my private body parts.


  “Why don’t you go get a T-shirt,” he said.


  Coming to my senses, I appreciated the suggestion.


  By the time I’d finished getting presentable, Mark was on his feet, the hairbrush was back on my dresser and my kitchen chair was returned to its place by the table.


  “So, you going to be all right after your first spanking?” he asked. “It was your first?”


  “Yes, yes, it was,” I said feeling very meek. “And I’m doing fine. I, uh ….”


  Strange, I was still speechless before him. However, his warm eyes soothed me and his grin made me smile.


  “Bottom hot?” he wondered, sounding much more friendly than he had the last half-hour.


  “Yes, very,” I replied.


  He touched my cheek affectionately.


  “I don’t want to just spank you and leave you,” he said. “In fact, I’d like to see you again.”


  “I’d like that,” I answered. “And thank you.”


  It seemed like a silly thing to say to man who’d just blistered my rear end. But I was sincerely grateful.


  “You’re welcome. And I’ll do it again if you misbehave,” he informed me.


  I liked the way his words assumed that we’d be together again. When Mark left that night, I was in seventh heaven thinking that all my dreams were finally coming true.


  


  ***


  


  Mark and I spent the remainder of the summer together. Once he playfully spanked me when I sassed him a little too much. Otherwise we had a peaceful August falling in love. Though I didn’t go over his lap again for several months, I could always count on a stern, reproving glance if I was just threatening to go over the edge with my loose tongue.


  In September we moved into an apartment together near the University. Our first night there we made love for the first time. After a seductive summer of wet kisses and groping hands, I was ravenous to take him to bed. But Mark remained cautious and I smartly conceded to his wishes. The truth was, I didn’t want to control things like making love. I wanted to be ready and willing and open to his wise decisions.


  When we decided to share the apartment, I think we both knew that this arrangement would be permanent. Of course nothing was written in stone, and our relationship was still young, and might have turned on a dime. But as far I was concerned, it would be Mark and me forever. I couldn’t imagine loving anyone else.


  When we christened our small rooms with dozens of erotic moments, we christened our lives with love. It wasn’t until the fast and exciting pace of school and work and life with Mark caught up with me that we christened our relationship with its first great battle.


  


  I was ashamed to show Mark my first quarter grades. In fact I kept the report card buried in the bottom of my purse for days, thinking that he just might not remember that I’d gotten one. It was a pretty stupid assumption, since he had his own grading report in hand. But at least he didn’t say anything right away. In fact, he didn’t say anything at all, but discovered the report card by accident.


  “You have your calculator somewhere?” he asked me one afternoon as I was hurriedly putting on my waitress uniform for work.


  “Yeah, it’s in my purse,” I said, motioning him toward the bag that was thrown on the kitchen table. I retreated to the bedroom, while he fished through my sack of personal treasures. I suppose the waylaid report card came up with the calculator. It wouldn’t have been hard to imagine. When I returned to the living room I saw Mark staring grimly at the two C’s and 3 D’s, and I was suddenly fighting mad. Swiping it from him, I stomped away.


  “You have no right,” I yelled at him. “Invading my privacy!”


  “Hannah!” he blared at me. “You’re practically failing.”


  “I am not and it’s none of your business if I am,” I snapped at him. “Now I have to go to work.” I shot right by him on my way to the door, but he grabbed my arm.


  “Don’t you try to leave without talking about this first,” he informed me.


  “What’s there to talk about? I’m swamped with work, so overloaded I can’t see straight.” I was in tears, but I did have to leave. Pulling away from him, I left before he could grab me back.


  I worked late that night, past ten. When I finally dragged myself home, I was none too happy to see Mark drawing at his table. He rarely worked this late, as organized as he was. I hated that. Obviously, he was up and waiting for me. Seeing the expression on his face, a shiver of fear darted down my spine. We’d had such a perfect relationship. It was hard to imagine two people getting along as well as we did. And not one fight. I had the feeling that my good luck was over.


  “I’m sorry,” I said, offering my quick apology. “I shouldn’t have snapped at you this afternoon.”


  “And you should have told me you were having trouble with your grades.”


  “It’s going to get better,” I said.


  “Yes it is,” he agreed. “Because I’m going to make sure of that.”


  His statement almost felt comforting, but what was behind it set my blood to boiling.


  “You’re going to quit your job.”


  “What!”


  “You’re going to give notice tomorrow.”


  “I can’t!” I declared. “Who’s going to support me?”


  “Me,” he shot back. He came off his stool and made sure I looked him in the eye.


  “Hey, this is a 50/50 deal, we agreed.”


  “Well, the agreement’s ended,” he said. “You’re not going to screw up your college education just because you think we need better furniture or a new car or a new jogging suit. We’ll tightened our belts and get through.”


  “No!” I stated flatly.


  “Dammit, you can be a stubborn brat!” he blared at me. His voice was righteously raised and it shot through me like sexual lightening. I couldn’t stop myself from spouting off more, as if I wanted to feel more of those thrilling shivers.


  “You’re not going to dictate what I do!” I charged. “I can support myself.”


  “No, you can’t,” he exploded. “Not and get decent grades. You’re wasting your money if you go through college this way. And it’s stopping tonight!”


  “You can’t tell me what to do!” I snapped haughtily. I was about to leave the room, but Mark grabbed my arm and brought me back. Before I could think of another thing to say, he had me flung over the back of the old sofa and was smacking my behind with the palm of his hand for all he was worth. I have to admit the feel of it was very appealing, even though it stung like hell. It was almost erotic, but that pleasurable feeling vanished quickly.


  Once Mark’s hand stung too much to continue, he grabbed for a ruler on his drafting table—which was conveniently just a couple of feet away—and began laying it onto my behind with as much fervor as he’d used with his hand. The pain level shot up in seconds, followed by another boost in sensation when he decided to pull my pants down. Then, bottom naked, just as he wanted it, I was treated to my harshest spanking to date.


  “Ouch, goddammit!” I blared at him, my anger returning.


  Little did I know that my anger just made Mark all the more resolved to continue. The ruler must have covered every inch of my ass and upper thighs, since it seemed like my whole backside burned in one agonizingly painful blaze. Only when I was finally too exhausted to fight and had turned into a mass of sobbing tears, did he even think of stopping.


  “Don’t you ever sass me like that again,” he started scolding me even as the ruler came down on my ass with another sharp strike.


  “I’m sorry,” I cried to him.


  “And don’t you dare defy a decision that you don’t like.” He smacked me again. “If we can’t discuss it like adults it won’t be discussed. You understand?” There was another mean cut.


  “Yes, sir,” I answered immediately.


  “And you’re going to quit your job and you’re going to let me see to it that you raise those grades to B’s before the semester ends.” Another two smacks, the pain burst again. “Are you clear?” He punctuated the question with another smack.


  By then I’d agree to just about anything to get him to stop laying that ruler on me. Even if I didn’t completely agree with him, I wasn’t going to offer any protest. The best reply I could give was, “I’m sorry.”


  He finally accepted that, and after several sharp finishing strokes he brought me to my feet.


  Falling into his arms, they surrounded me with a comforting blanket of affection that I wanted to stay inside forever. I was crying softly—and then sometimes deeply—as I felt my painful past began to fall away. Accepting his reign over me was such a gentle balm. I was so tired of fighting with my life all the time. Here I’d been living with the solution to my woes right under my roof, and I’d gone on merrily every day letting him think everything was just fine. I thought I had to be super-woman and do everything. Getting rid of that picture of myself was the best thing I ever did.


  I went to work the next day and gave notice, happy that my boss could replace me before the two weeks were up. To improve my grades, Mark put me on a rigorous study schedule. We pinched pennies, living on his intern’s salary and grant money, which was more than adequate to meet our needs as long as we saw ourselves as two students beginning our life together in the romantic poverty of our humble abode.


  I found my butt spanked much more in the next few months. Mark didn’t tolerate laziness. And he kept a keen eye on all my classes, so he was sure to know if I was slipping. He expected ‘A’ quality work. To get my grades where they needed to be, I had to be almost perfect.


  I didn’t get spanked every week, but regularly he’d find something in my spirit lagging. Some of my basic classes were just plain boring and I hated the work. When he read a paper and it was sloppily put together he’d first get a pained scowl on his face. (I was fortunate or perhaps unfortunate, depending on how you look at it, that Mark was an English minor with a great command of language and grammar.)


  “You know you can do better than that!” he’d say, as he kept reading, red ink pen in hand. “Come here,” he’d finally tell me when he was finished. “Did you do your best work?”


  “I have two other papers to do,” I’d protest.


  “That’s no excuse for this. You’ll do it over.”


  “But, that’s a waste of time,” I’d protest.


  “Then I guess you’d better do it right in the first place,” he’d declare in that controlling tone. He’d hand me the paper and then I’d more than likely get the hairbrush, so he could emphasize his point. I’d go over his lap—and sometimes over the back of chair if he were really upset—finding my bottom getting a good stern spanking. Then he’d make me sit with my sore, naked buns against my wooden desk chair and get back to work.


  


  This was the treatment Mark used to get me through four years of college. Thankfully, I didn’t need it as much in the end as I did in the beginning, but I knew I was never free of that threat hanging over me. And I guess I was glad of that. Despite the parent/child nature of our relationship, I loved the eroticism behind it all that often pleased me, even when I wasn’t in the midst of a punishment—or sex. Sometimes in the middle of my sitting on a short skirt in class, I’d think of the spanking I’d received the night before, and I’d smile to myself, some classmate looking as though I was a little daft. If they only knew.


  


  Mark and I were married the day after I graduated. He was already established in his own job with an architectural firm. In fact, he continued doing graduate work and earned his master’s degree the same June I had my bachelor’s degree in hand. But for me, the employment prospects were not good. Unable to find the kind of job I wanted in commercial art, I settled for a tedious copyediting position, with a small rag newspaper. I hated it, but I felt the need to make Mark proud of me, after all the work he did to get me through school. I couldn’t afford to pout or whine about the lack of jobs available. I simply accepted the best offer that came my way, put a smile on my face, gritted my teeth and went to work each day letting Mark think I was happy as a clam.


  That course of action turned out to be an egregious error on my part.


  One day I came home burnt-out from the pressure of an impending deadline and an edict from my boss I could hardly stomach. I didn’t expect Mark home for several hours, so I poured myself a stiff drink—something I never did. Not stopping there, I filled a bowl full of chocolate crunch ice cream, dragged a bag of cookies from the cabinet and sat down in our beautifully furnished living room to have a real sob fest with myself. I was half way through the ice cream, finishing my sixth or seventh cookie and about to pour myself another drink, when Mark suddenly walked in the door.


  He stared at me in disbelief. I’m sure he’d never seen me this way. I kept all my food vices in private, and the drinking was a new vice inspired by the terrible gloom I was feeling.


  “What are you doing home so soon?” I said. “I thought you had meetings all evening?”


  “They were canceled,” he replied, his voice very quiet. He simply stared at me as though he was in a trance. “Are you really going to eat that entire bowl of ice cream?” he finally asked.


  “Oh, I’ve had tough day,” I said, trying to blow it off. “I just needed a little pick-me-up.” I nonchalantly returned to my feast as if there was nothing wrong. Picking up the ice cream I had another bite. I walked toward him hoping he’d just let it all slide.


  “And the cookies?” He looked at the bag of chocolate- covered graham crackers knowing it was new the day before. He could see the dent I’d made in it in inches. “What’s that I smell?”


  “I made myself a little drink,” I replied backing off just a bit.


  He looked at me shocked and then turned toward the bottle of vodka that was sitting on the coffee table. That had also been new the day before.


  “Pretty stiff drink, I’d say.” He was so calm and noncommittal that it scared me. “You do this often?”


  “Make myself drinks? No. Just today,” I answered. “Like I said, it was a really bad day.”


  “How about the cookies and ice cream? You regularly use them to calm your nerves?”


  Why did I feel like there was a rash of judgment about to descend on me?


  “Sometimes,” I replied.


  “You know, you’ve been complaining about gaining weight,” he said. “Do you suppose this could be the reason?”


  “Maybe? Does it bother you?” I asked.


  “Now that’s a loaded question,” he said, looking down at me with a genuine snarl, the first real sign that he was upset under all that cool. “I love you no matter what, but if you’re eating ice cream and cookies before dinner in large quantities, and now mixing yourself drinks by yourself, I’d say something’s wrong.”


  “Wrong. Nothing could be wrong.”


  He didn’t like that reply.


  “Sit down!” he ordered. I could feel that familiar wrath of his jump up and seize me by the throat.


  I meekly took my seat again, wisely putting the ice cream and cookies on the coffee table where I couldn’t reach them. I assumed I wouldn’t be continuing my sob fest.


  “Now, tell me …” he said looking me squarely in the eye. His handsome features, the full chest inside his new navy suit … the hint of his cock inside his pleated pants … all that power, authority and overt sexuality that had wooed me on the beach was still there—in spades. I couldn’t help feeling the sexual jolt, and yet I had a feeling that a lot would happen before we ended up in bed. “Tell me why you need this.” He gestured toward all my vices laid out so plainly in front of me.


  “I don’t really know,” I said.


  That didn’t make him happy. “Oh, yes, you do know,” he said. “You’re obviously unhappy about something and I want to know what it is right now!”


  “I’m not unhappy at all,” I declared.


  “Hannah, if you lie to me, I’ll take off my belt right now and blister your ass. Then you’ll still tell me the truth.”


  “Aren’t you going to spank me anyway?” I sassed—which was a totally stupid thing for me to do.


  “I probably will,” he said. “But you might avoid two spankings in one night if you come clean now, and I mean now.”


  There was no arguing with Mark when he was like this, so I knew I had to come up with some explanation. Still, I didn’t know how to talk about my depression. I knew it was related to work, but I was still unsure exactly how much to say to him, especially since I had no idea how he’d respond. However, seeing his stern expression boring holes through me, I had no choice. At the risk of angering him more for hesitating too long, I finally blurted out, “I hate my job.” I didn’t think I’d be so blunt, but the words just jumped from my mouth.


  Mark was shocked.


  “I do. I hate my job,” I repeated. And when he said nothing I continued. “I’ve hated it since the day I started. I’ve hated every minute of it. I don’t like the work, it’s tedious and boring. The people … some of them just thoroughly annoy me, and others are downright creepy. This old guy with a cigar keeps coming up to me and peering over my shoulder. And he doesn’t even bother to take the disgusting thing out of his mouth while he talks. The other day, he practically drooled on me …” Once opening the hornet’s nest I couldn’t stop the litany of misery I’d worked in for six months, all the while putting on a pretty face for Mark every night when I got home. “They keep giving me all these jobs that aren’t really part of my workload, just because the lazy old-timers that have been around for decades don’t want to do their own work. I’m low woman on the totem pole, with nothing to say … and today my boss told me that I’d have to start working overtime to keep up the pace. He wasn’t sure if he could pay me, but he’d ‘see what he could do’.” I was spitting venom by the time I said that and my mind was spinning. The liquor made me dizzy and my stomach was beginning to ache from all the sweet stuff. I was about to throw up. I stopped my monologue, not because I couldn’t have gone on with a few more choruses, but because I was afraid of having to run to the bathroom.


  “You’ve felt this way for months and you haven’t said a word?” Mark looked at me as much aghast as he was angry.


  “Yes,” I said meekly, feeling cleansed and a little chagrined by my confession.


  “Good heavens why?”


  I bit my lip. “Because I wanted to make you happy having this job. The pay’s good and the hours were right, and it was the only thing that came along after graduation. I didn’t think I could turn it down.”


  “You know, this sounds a lot like a few years ago,” he observed. “You put yourself in a miserable situation because you think that’s what I want, and cover up all your feelings as if you could hide them away—or eat or drink them away—forever.”


  “But I wanted you to be proud of me. I wanted to contribute to our income. I wanted to make something of myself after all the college.”


  “How the hell do you suppose you can do that in a demeaning dead-end job that you hate!” He was turning irate again and it was exactly what I needed. I’d missed that wrath the past few months. “You get some of the damnedest stupid thoughts in your brain, Hannah.” He shook his head in disgust.


  I waited for him to say something for the longest time, but when he spoke, it was not his mouth, but his belt that did the talking. Seeing him draw the new leather from his pants, I shuddered. Tears formed in my eyes. The power of that magical strap of potent indignation had the ability to enliven all my fondest and most frightful spanking fantasies.


  “Get over the chair,” he ordered me.


  Obeying quickly, I draped my torso over the back of his easy chair, thankful for the puffy cushion at my crotch—though that would do nothing to soothe my offered derriere. It would burn like crazy before the next half hour was over.


  Mark moved rapidly, yanking my sweatpants from my bottom to find a naked ass to spank. Tucking my sweatshirt well out of the way, he laid into me hard. He snapped the thing against my cushioned cheeks, striking first at the center of the orbs, then moving on higher and lower, so I was certain that my whole ass was a bright crimson.


  “Oh, Mark, please!” I wailed when that first bevy of strikes seemed too hot to handle.


  He paused for an instant and then started in again. With renewed vigor he took what was simply hot and made it blazing. After another pause he started in again and by the time he finished my ass was a raging inferno. I had the feeling that these stops and starts would go on forever. Each time he began in again, the sting of the belt was worse, and it became increasingly difficult to handle the pain. My ass felt scorched and raw long before he was ready to stop. Though I’d initially tried to contain my protests, I got to the point where I couldn’t help myself. The protests came off my tongue without thinking. And my ass couldn’t help but wiggle uncontrollably, my feet couldn’t help but dance beneath me. When I cringed tightening all my muscles, Mark would stop long enough for me to relax and then start again. I don’t remember when I’d had a more thorough spanking, but I’ve always considered that the last is always the worst.


  When he finally stopped, I collapsed into the back of the chair and sobbed. He was so right. This did take me back to that moment in our first apartment when I’d been overwhelmed with work. The absurdity of my holding on to this terrible job with a smile on my face came clear to me.


  “You know, Hannah, what really pisses me off?” he interjected into my moment of recovery.


  I knew he was going to answer the questions himself, so I didn’t bother trying.


  “That you’d put yourself into a situation like this for so long and not say a word. In fact, you tried to cover up your misery by getting out-of-control when I’m not here to see you. I’d think after four years together you’d trust me more than that.”


  He was right, without a doubt. I could see it at that moment, though the truth had eluded me for months.


  “Do I have to tell you to quit your job?” he asked me as he pulled me to my feet.


  “Just quit?”


  “Yes, just quit. You can start looking for another job right away. And if you don’t find one you want, you’ll keep looking until you do. I refuse to have an unhappy wife. I won’t let you throw our happiness away being so damned stubborn. You got that?”


  “Yes,” I said relinquishing to him. He was finally ready to take me in his arms. How tender and nurturing they were, surrounding me with such love.


  “And don’t you ever lie to me and try to mask what’s going on for you. You be honest with me to a fault. You tell me all your feelings. What you like and don’t like. I’ll be the judge of whether you’re just whining or you honestly have something to be upset about. You understand that?”


  I understood perfectly.


  “I guess I get in trouble trying to do things on my own,” I admitted.


  “You certainly do. I’d have problems too if I tried to do everything myself. That’s why we’re together. Marriage is a partnership, there’s give and take. The sooner you get that through your thick skull, the happier you’ll be. The happier we’ll both be.”


  After clinging to him for a while, he finally pushed me back.


  “And now,” he said sternly, looking at the mess on the table. “Pour out the drink and get rid of that sweet stuff. I don’t want it in the house for a while, at least until you lose the few pounds you’ve gained. You’ll feel a lot better about yourself when you do. I know how it drags on you not to look your best.”


  


  ***


  


  Oh, how he knows me. In every way possible. We’ve been married for ten years now, and each year things just keep getting better between us. I still get spanked, sometimes often and sometimes not for months. But I can always count on the fact that when I get into a stew over my life, my handsome beach bum husband will take control, reminding me who’s in charge. Just for good measure he punctuates the message with a good hard strapping, or paddling, or birching or old-fashioned over-the-knee spanking …


  


  In fact, I’m about to spanked right now, since I’ve just been sent to the bedroom by a very irate Mark …


  I now have a graphic design business of my own that I do at home—something Mark helped me build and we’re both proud of it. But it seems that I have a problem overbooking jobs, and I get overworked. That has a familiar ring. Mark gets pissed as hell when I’m up past ten o’clock glued to the computer screen. This last week, when I ended up with three deadlines to meet all on the same day, he had fit. I thought the tongue-lashing I got would never end. Oh, he let me finish the work, but he promised to take it out of my ass as soon as I was done. And that’s what I’m waiting for now.


  I sit in the bedroom of our three-bedroom ranch, my mother took our four-year old for the night, and we’re all alone. I figure Mark will use the kitchen spoon because he knows how much I hate that, but he might just use the hairbrush or the leather paddle. He might start in the living room or the kitchen, or just do it right here in the bedroom. I’ll probably go over his lap to start, that seems to be his favorite thing these days. But if he’s upset enough, and I think this time he is, I’ll probably end up on my feet after he’s turned my ass scarlet. My hands will rest on the coffee table for balance while he delivers a few finishing cuts of the cane to my well-reddened derriere. It’ll leave marks. (Often there are no marks at all when he’s finished punishing me. And sometimes I regret that. They are terrific reminders and very erotic as well. I love looking at them in the mirror. A few times Mark has caught me admiring them, and decided to lay on a few spanks from the paddle just to make them stand out even more. I find this devious side of him arousing but a little scary.) Leftovers, as we fondly call them, are what I need right now. I’ve had this out-of-control feeling for the last two months and I need my dear Mark to set me straight again.


  It seems no matter how long we’ve been married, and what’s going on in our lives, I have a short memory for certain things. Yet, in all my striving to “prove” myself to my husband, Mark has never needed that from me—he’s always proud of what I do. What’s important to him, is just me. Just who I am—that sweaty, sexy, lonely, tired taco stand cook he met at Newport Beach one summer. It’s the girl in me he loves, and the woman I’ve become, and the way we always seem to fit together no matter what.


  Frankly, I can’t wait for him to appear at the bedroom door and begin this latest punishment. It’s all a part of the loving package and it makes me tingle all over knowing that another lovely chapter in my spanking life with Mark will be written tonight. And with our little tike gone for a while, I imagine the aftermath as one, wild funfest of happiness, played out all over the house … from the living room, to the dining room, to the kitchen and down the hall to where this comfy bed will be waiting for us when the spanking’s done.


  


  

  
Little Lost Brat


  


  Elise’s compact body with its dangling breasts and generous rear end wiggled into a new lover’s cock. Naked, the moonlight shining through the window of the bedroom made her skin look pale and ghostly—though it was flushed with heat. Her long brown hair trailed down her back almost touching the man’s thighs when her head fell back. And her heavy lids drooped languidly over her yellow/green eyes so it was impossible to see what had lured him in the bar.


  “Ooo, you’re very good,” she purred, as her groin ground into this dark man’s body. He was Polynesian, she thought, and very sexy. His eyes were molten because he was about to cum. Elise, feeling the raucous moment of his completion about to explode in her, jerked and screamed, “Yes, baby yesssss.”


  The bed springs squeaked like the dang thing was going to fall apart. But neither was listening to the sound—though her next-door neighbor, with his bed on the same wall, could hear it all. The two one-night lovers laughed. The booze careening into their voices made their banter ridiculous and nonsensical. But they were having a great time—even as Elises’s third lover of the week was falling from the bed, grasping for his clothes and laughing. Elise giggled, still sprawled naked on the turmoil of sheets.


  “You know you can stay the night?” she said.


  “And wake up sober in the morning looking at each other like strangers?” he managed to say in a garbled voice. “Hey, we like each other now …”


  “Please …” she whined a little, thinking that he really didn’t have a bad face at all, and his hair was clean—not like the last one—and he smelled of peppermint. Just before he picked her up in the bar, he must have put a breath mint in his mouth to mask the smell of stale smoke, though the smoky aroma had already settled into his pores. She wanted him to stay because she was lonely, but he had other plans. Getting out of bed to show him to the door, they practically fell over each other, Elise shrieking loudly as she slipped on the slick hall floor.


  “You okay?” he managed that much concern.


  “Oh, yeah sure,” she told him, letting his weak grasping hand pick her up. She fell against him and he pushed her back, gently.


  “Really,” burp, “gotta go, uh Lisa,” he mumbled his good-bye.


  “Sure, I’ll see you again?” she mumbled, as she leaned back against the cool wall that was a startling contrast to her sex-flushed skin.


  “Yeah sure,” he said smiling as he stumbled out the door.


  She left it open for a moment, too nauseous to bother closing it. It was three a.m., at least it was the last time she went past the clock. But was that an hour ago when she brought the nameless lothario home to screw? Or was it just as he was leaving? She finally had the sense to realize the door was still open and she gave it a gentle shove only to have someone shove back.


  “What’s goin’ on….” she blubbered.


  “Miss Jones?”


  “Hey, I’m naked, can’t you see?” She pulled a poncho off the hall rack and tried to cover herself. She did a reasonable job hiding her breasts and cunt, but it didn’t take much for her visitor to see her naked ass—a lovely round one with two very delectable fleshy cheeks.


  “Miss Jones!” the man made her turn back to him as she was about to walk away from him.


  “What are you doing here?” she purred at him dazed, looking up at the tall thin man with the thin mustache and the dark wavy hair. He had jet black hair, eyes that were black—hawk-like the way they stared at her, and a ruddy reddish complexion and high cheek bones that made for a handsome if not a bit intimidating face,.


  “It’s the middle of the night …” he started again, only to see that the woman was not hearing a thing.


  “Then, it’s time to sleep,” she said drifting off as her mellow drunk body slipped out of his fingers. “You want to join me?”


  “Miss Jones,” he raised his voice a little more sternly and the feel of it climbed inside enough to wake her. She suddenly turned around. “I should just spank you right now!” he declared.


  “Oh, is that some new kinky thing? What do I do, lie across your lap?”


  “You’re drunk and you belong in bed.” Seeing that the young woman was about to fall to her knees, he caught her with his hand and pulled her with him to her bedroom. Pulling the poncho away from her body, he dropped her amid the sheets and managed to cover her while she was falling asleep.


  “We’ll talk in the morning, Miss Jones,” he said, but he supposed that she hadn’t even heard him.


  


  By the time Elise Jones pulled herself from bed the next day it was almost noon. She wouldn’t have gotten up even then except that someone was pounding on her door. Twice he knocked and she ignored it, but the third time she reluctantly pulled herself from bed, grabbed her bathrobe and made her way to the door. A sudden twinge of nausea swept her body as she opened it.


  “Miss Jones?” the man on the other side of the door addressed her.


  “Yes?” She thought she recognized him.


  “I’m Sam Fox.”


  She didn’t know whether to hold out her hand for him to shake, he seemed strangely official for Saturday at noon.


  “I suppose I should know you?”


  



He smirked briefly. “Yes, you should, except that you were a little drunk last night.”


  “Last night?” She rifled through her memory trying to remember his face. It was painfully vague. “You were here?” He didn’t look at all like the face of the man she had sex with.


  “I’m your next door neighbor.”


  “Ah, I see. Perhaps you should tell me ….” she said. He was pleasant enough, even though he was a little formal. “A cup of coffee?” She stepped away from the door.


  He considered the offer a moment and then replied, “Yes, I suppose we can do that.”


  


  Elise hustled into the kitchen, immediately grabbing for the saltines to nibble on while she put a pot of coffee on to brew. Just the smell of the potent liquid and the nausea renewed itself. She was afraid of getting through any reasonable conversation without having to excuse herself to the bathroom. It was a mistake to be so hospitable. Another cracker and she was able to stomach a timid walk to the dining room where Sam Fox sat waiting for his coffee.


  “None for you?”


  “Not yet,” she smiled just a bit chagrined.


  He was a man of few words, at least on this morning. “I’ll get right to the point,” he said, as he recognized the hangover that was making her pale and queasy. “Between you and your boyfriends and your drunken parties, you’re causing me to lose sleep.”


  “I am?”


  “I’m sorry if this is blunt. But your bedroom antics and drunken orgies are enough to wake a dying man. It’s bad any time of day—and you don’t seem to care what time of day it is—but at three in morning when most of the sane world is sleeping, it’s a whole other thing. I’ll say this only once, because I don’t want to belabor the point, but if you wake me one more time, I’ll come over here, drag you from bed and paddle your drunken-slut behind until it’s red as a beet.”


  “You’ll what!” She shrunk away from the man.


  “I mean it.”


  “Good lord, who do you think you are?” she managed to be indignant even when her stomach was getting worse.


  “It was three nights last week, two the week before, and before that, let me see, I think probably five. You really had a banner event, must have been a marathon!”


  “I’m not a whore, if that’s what you’re thinking.”


  “I believe that. But you know you’d give someone cause to wonder. What you do with your sex life is none of my business—and I’m sure you wouldn’t want to hear my feelings about it. But what is my business is my peace of mind and my ability to get a night’s rest.” He sounded incensed and feeling the awkwardness of the confrontation become a little too prickly for being civil, he started to rise. “You’re compromising my sleep much too often, Miss Jones. I would have said something to the manager, but I hoped we could handle this between us.” He started to move to the door.


  “But you think you’re going to spank me?” The idea made her body jolt strangely and it wasn’t from nausea.


  “You know I will,” he said quite sure of himself. “And then I’ll talk to the manager.”


  “As if spanking isn’t sexual harassment!” she retorted.


  “I don’t care if it is,” he replied.


  He was at her hallway, his coffee cup still in his hand. Realizing he was walking away with it he took the last gulp and handed it back to Elise.


  “Mr. Fox? Sam?” She stopped him from leaving.


  “You say you were here last night?”


  “Yes, I was.”


  “And what happened? I’m afraid I forgot.”


  He gazed at her with his lips pursed. There was a subtle air of judgment in his manner. “I waited for your boyfriend to leave, then came over to talk. I figured since you’d kept me awake and were awake yourself, it would be a good time.”


  “But it wasn’t?”


  “No. You were naked, half-asleep, leaning against the wall here in the hallway with the door wide open. You managed to cover half of yourself with your poncho when I appeared. But when it was obvious that you were too drunk to talk, I put you to bed.”


  “I was naked when I woke up,” she mused.


  “And you were naked when I tucked you in.”


  “I see.”


  “Don’t worry, I didn’t take advantage of you. I’m a medical doctor. I see naked woman all the time.”


  That comment hardly took her embarrassment away, but she had nothing more to say. Even “I’m sorry,” didn’t work its way to her lips. Sam Fox left her apartment apparently satisfied that he’d completed his mission.


  


  ***


  


  A week later—a week after being shamed into ‘behaving herself,’—there were more wild sounds of sexual activity coming from Elise Jones apartment. It was two a.m..


  “No, no, no pleaseeee,” Sam heard a desperate sounding woman on the other side of his bedroom wall. What a lovely week it had been, not one disturbance in his sleep. But to be jolted awake by the sound of a woman who was scared to death, more than in the middle of sexual ecstasy, he was alarmed. Leaping from bed, Sam made his way to Elise’s apartment in seconds, not surprised to find her door unlocked.


  In the bedroom, his brown-haired neighbor was trapped on her bed, one man pressing an erection to her lips as he held her hands above her. A second man was licking out her cunt. She thrashed delirious, and whenever she managed to spit out the dick in her mouth, she shouted at the men to stop.


  “Get the hell out of here!” Sam barked. His voice descending out-of-the-blue shocked the trio. To his satisfaction and amazement he sent the one scrawny kid of nineteen flying for his clothes, the second, a brawny young buck, moseying away with a cat-that-ate-the-canary expression on his face. “She said her old man wouldn’t be home,” he explained himself. “Sorry …. but hey, I warmed the pussy up right nice for you.”


  It would have been a good moment to lay a right cross on the cocky man’s jaw, but then these two cretins were not his business.


  “Get out of here,” he repeated himself, letting the two men assume that he had every right to be pissed and belligerent.


  


  When the men were gone, Sam looked down on the woozy young woman. “Get out of bed,” he ordered her. She’d lain back the whole time looking like a sultry waif having been caught being naughty.


  “Thanks,” she said. “Those guys were getting rough. I told them to be quiet.”


  “I’m afraid they didn’t do a very good job and neither did you. Get up!”


  “If it’s all the same to you, I thought maybe it’s time to sleep.”


  “Maybe, after I’m done with you,” he replied. Deciding that she didn’t have much will of her own, he yanked her by the hand from the bed, grabbed something from her dresser and made his way with her into the dining room.


  She’d worn a skin-tight green dress and nothing else—the lycra garment was now bunched around her waist, which suited Sam just fine. Knowing the young woman had no idea what was happening, he woke her quickly to the facts. Sitting on one of her dining room chairs, he flung her over his thighs and began swatting her naked behind with the back of the hairbrush he’d taken from her dresser.


  “Ouch! Goddammit!” she barked.


  “Hush!” he ordered. “Not one word.”


  “What are you doing!” she cried, completely ignoring him.


  “I said ‘hush!’” he answered her, as he laid the hairbrush on her jiggling pink bottom. “You awakened me tonight, and you will not wake anyone else, if you know what’s good for you.” He continued to let the hairbrush land even as he spoke.


  Elise was hardly pacified, but being less inebriated than she’d been the week before, she was smart enough to realize that Dr. Fox was damned serious and she did her best to shut up. The sting however was burning hot, each new swack against her tender skin hurt like hell. She grunted and groaned, but all in a muted way and did her best to protest the treatment wriggling as furiously as she knew how. If she were lucky she’d find a way to fling herself from the determined man’s lap. Unfortunately, that was impossible. Not only was Dr. Fox a good deal bigger than she was, he had a steel tight grip around her waist, and he was much more in control of his faculties.


  As the spanking went on, Elise was sure she couldn’t stand another biting smack, but to her amazement she must have taken a good three dozen before Sam finally stopped. All hard, determined and very painful. She was sure she’d be marked for life.


  Elise wanted to hop off his lap the second he lay the hairbrush down, but Sam was not letting her go. In the long moment of silence between the last smack and the first uttered words, she waited feeling embarrassment sneak up on her as her mind retraced the night’s extraordinary events. From a harmless seduction, she found herself suddenly shanghaied by not one but two men and taken to her own apartment—only because she promised them a great time in bed. She knew she was in a heap of trouble when the guys were talking about inviting their friends. When they refused to leave she got scared, scared enough to start putting out. And somewhere in the back of her mind, she wondered if she were loud enough, would her neighbor come to her rescue? Elise never believed he’d make good on his threat to spank her, but here she was living proof of the good Dr.’s pledge. Now, unceremoniously over this strange man’s lap, she’d just had the living daylights beaten out of her ass. She might be a little overly dramatic about the whole episode, but that was how she saw it in those amazing minutes as she felt the warm burn on her bottom arouse her.


  “Now stand up and pull down your dress,” Sam said, as he pushed her from his lap.


  She obeyed readily, having no plans on being exposed to the man anymore than she’d already been.


  “I guess you didn’t believe me,” he said.


  “Actually, I hoped you’d come to my rescue,” she replied. “Though I didn’t think you’d spank me.”


  “What are you saying?” he said looking at her a little puzzled.


  “It’s a long story,” she said, “but I knew I was in trouble with those two, so I made a lot of noise to get you here.”


  “Humph! You know it really isn’t my business. But you’re pretty damned foolish letting guys screw you like that.”


  “I know. That happens when I drink.”


  “You’ve got a problem with alcohol?”


  “I didn’t think I did,” she said.


  “Maybe you’d better take a look at that,” he suggested. That was the first time he gave her any look that resembled affection. Though it was only momentary.


  “In any event, Miss Jones, don’t wake me again, or I might be inspired enough to grab my belt next time.” He leveled a fatherly stare at her as he was leaving and Elise was trembling all the way to her toes. Whatever he was to her, nasty neighbor, barbaric brute or fatherly guide, it was certainly having the most unexpected effect on her—and a strangely pleasant one at that.


  Elise tumbled into bed almost wincing from what might have happened that night. Strangely sobered by the rude awakening she was glad when she was finally able to fall asleep.


  


  ***


  


  Elise, with a peace offering of her favorite wine, knocked on Sam Fox’s door two nights later—she figured two nights might work well, give him time to forget how she’d angered him.


  “A little apology,” she said with a bashful grin when the Doctor answered the door.


  “Of wine?” he said noting the bottle. “For me perhaps, but not you.”


  “I’m really not an alcoholic,” she told him. “And I’m trying not to be a slut. But most of all, I am sorry about what happened. I just wanted you to know that the other night really woke me up.”


  “I’m glad to hear it.”


  “In fact, I’d like to cook you dinner, show you that I’m really a decent person.”


  “Dinner? Your apartment? Is it all ready?”


  “No, I’d have to make it, but ….”


  “How about we just go out for pizza,” he suggested. “Dinners in apartments can get complicated.”


  Elise wasn’t sure what he meant by that, but to have the man taking her for pizza seemed like a step in the right direction.


  


  Over a mushroom and pepper laden dinner it seemed like many get acquainted first dates. Sam listened with rapt attention as Elise told him about her job as an interpreter for the international banking community. She spoke Dutch, French and German fluently and had been in the midst of numerous high profile meetings where discussions that affected millions of people took place. She’d even been needed at a conference chaired by the President himself. Prompted by Sam’s questions, for nearly a half hour she detailed her fascinating life traveling around the world providing communication between the powerful. She had degrees from Princeton and the University of California, she’d been an Army brat when she was young, and she had an obsessive love for warm Mediterranean climates—though she could speak very little Spanish, Italian or Greek. “The only thing is, I don’t think those places are any better for me than too much alcohol,” she said with a chagrined smile.


  To go with their pizza, Sam had ordered himself beer and Elise a coke. Until she mentioned the alcohol, there’d been no reference to the circumstances of their first unfortunate meetings. With the door open to that avenue of conversation, Sam walked right in.


  “Tell me, Elise, why would a woman of your obvious intelligence and success be so …” he hesitated, “loose with her love life?”


  She thought for a moment while she toyed with the straw in her coke. “Because I have this enormous weak spot,” she replied.


  “Is there something you’re trying to forget? Or perhaps you don’t feel worthy of anything better?”


  “You didn’t say you were a psychiatrist, did you?” she asked, eyes twinkling.


  “Do you want one?”


  “I suppose I should have one,” she mused aloud, “I just never thought my running around was all that much a problem …”


  “Until now?”


  “Until now. And why would you care?”


  “I’m an interested friend.”


  “A friend?” she repeated his word, finding the sentiment pleasant. “I’m glad you defined our relationship because I was really finding this a very hard one to call.” She smiled and Sam smiled back. “So you’re a Doctor, tell me about that?”


  Sam could see her discomfort and didn’t push her. But he was delighted to find that his lovely looking neighbor was more than just a lush with her legs held wide for any man. When she was sober, she was one of the most fascinating women he’d ever met and he loved the way her hazel eyes seemed to change depending on the light. He wondered what quirk of nature made her so willing to give away her physical treasures. She was the kind of woman that should have men dancing around her vying for the right to have her, not a woman with a steady stream of jerks marching through her bedroom.


  “I am a bleeding heart,” he said. “I have to admit that first. I run clinics for the poor throughout the city, and make a pauper’s wage, but I’m a satisfied man.”


  “You look like you are,” she said. “Is there a reason for such nobleness?”


  “I’m not noble at all, but I was raised on an Indian reservation, half Indian, half white, but all Indian in my heart.”


  “Why didn’t you go back to the reservation?” she asked.


  He shrugged. “I guess my magnanimity doesn’t go quite that far. Maybe in time. But there’s still this part of me that likes the bustle of the big city and the excitement of big city hospitals. Since there are poor people anywhere you turn that need medical attention, I found this a suitable compromise.”


  Sam went on about his work seducing Elise with every word he said, every inflection in his voice, every mannerism that suggested he was a man that knew himself from his deep thoughts, to profound feelings, all the way down to the basic elements of his soul. She liked him. Liked him ten times more than any man she’d met in years. Where she was perpetually mixed up, he was someone steady, open and even willing to risk—all things she admired in other that were a challenge for her. It was easy to blame her upbringing for her current dilemma, but it really didn’t matter how she ended up being so insecure with men. She always thought her biggest problem was being too over-sexed. If she could only get a grip on her sexual desires, she’d be just fine. But give herself a little booze and the sexual feelings would drive her crazy, crazy into the arms of a lot of men she shouldn’t look at twice.


  With an uncomfortable lag in the conversation, Elise could feel that provocative feeling between her legs and wished with all her heart she could go to bed with Sam that night. However, she had the distinct impression that in light of past episodes with him, that would not only be impossible, but painfully foolish.


  They left the restaurant and said goodbye at her door. He was a gentleman to a fault, though there was one sensuous kiss before they parted that assured her more would follow—at another time.


  


  ***


  


  “Elise!” His voice ripped the air angrily, startling her with its ferocity. She turned around and stared into Sam’s eyes, shocked to see him moving toward her in the bar. There was not a eye in the room that wasn’t fixed on the couple. Grabbing her hand, he pulled her off the barstool and dragged her out into the inky night.


  “What are you doing!” she exclaimed.


  “No, what are you doing?” he shot back.


  They walked hurriedly down the street, Sam dragging a slightly woozy Elise in high heels behind him. Reaching a secluded alley, they ducked inside and with no ceremony at all, her skirt was up over her ass and his hand was coming down on the two gleaming cheeks with fast furious smacks.


  “Sam noooo!” she cried in a hoarse sounding whisper as if that would keep the rest of the world from knowing she was in an alley getting her ass righteously blistered.


  Sam had no remorse, no modesty, not a lick of propriety as he laid into her behind. It wouldn’t be all she’d get—this would have to last until he got her home—but it would certainly be memorable. The truth was, he hoped someone would come along and see the whole thing, and he’d have the pleasure of letting an audience know what an incorrigible brat she was.


  


  From start to finish, Elise was flustered, dizzy and in pain. She knew this was not supposed to be happening—Sam wasn’t even supposed to be in town. She’d talked to him the night before when he’d been two thousand miles away and wasn’t expected home for three days. Had she lost three days of her life? The only thing that made sense now was the awful burn on her exposed ass cheeks and the knowledge that she’d have to keep her protests quiet. When he finally decided to end the horror, his mood had hardly changed. Dragging her from the alley to his car parked some ten feet away, she was unceremoniously shoved inside to ride beside him until they reached his apartment. By the time they arrived in the privacy of his richly paneled living room, she was practically sober. After all, she’d only had a couple of drinks and was just going to start her third when he’d captured her.


  “You know what really pisses me off?” he started in right away. Elise was sheepishly sitting in the corner of his tan leather sofa. “We go out for nearly a month, you’re as stable and sweet and sensible as any woman I know … I’m gone a few days and you’re out on the prowl, as though nothing about our relationship means anything to you.”


  “That’s not true!”


  “Don’t go defending yourself,” his eyes shot a lethal flare that made her shudder from the top of her spine to her inflamed cunt.


  “But it’s not true,” she appealed to his sense of fairness.


  “I’ve been gone four days, how many nights have you been out?”


  She wished she could say just one, but she had the feeling that he already knew the truth.


  “Twice, last night and tonight,” she said with a pained wince.


  “Before or after you talked to me last night?” he asked.


  They’d talked at ten, and she’d gone out at eleven. Had he called later? Was that how he knew? Was that why he was home so soon? She was afraid to ask.


  “After,” she replied.


  “And who did you bring home?” he asked.


  “No one,” she stated adamantly, “and that’s the honest truth.”


  He believed her, but that didn’t keep him from shaking his head in disgust.


  “And tell me, what would have happened tonight? You were hanging all over a man, cozy and coy. I’ve seen that seductive smile on you, were you going to seduce him too?”


  “No,” she looked as chagrined as she knew how. “No, never ….”


  “Are you sure?” he asked again. He looked a little less fierce but no less stern.


  “No, I’m not,” she confessed, closing her eyes for a moment so she couldn’t see his face.


  “Don’t shut me out,” he said calmly. “You’ll walk into this with your eyes open.”


  Her eyes fluttered wide, a shimmy of fear contained in their loveliness.


  He noted the fire that burned there wondering for a moment if perhaps the little tart hadn’t planned this all along.


  


  He removed his belt from his pants, while Elise watched in awe. The simple ceremony gave her the strangest feelings. She hadn’t been spanked since the night of that first unceremonious occasion when just his temper did the deed. She thought he’d taken care of punishing her in the alley a half hour before, but obviously Sam saw it differently.


  Without a word, he took her hand and thrust her over the back of a chair. Hitting her hips at her crotch, he couldn’t have made a better choice to have her bottom bobbing at the right height for the belt. Her ass was already half-bared, and with a shove of the stretchy fabric the rest was done. A quick glance back at the irate man and she could see a brief flash of disgust as he noticed she was sans panties. The wince of emotional pain only got worse and she was about to cry.


  All that aside, the tears began as soon as the first furious strike of the leather hit her naked derriere. One mean strike followed by another, by another still, and she could feel the hot burning tears in her eyes as they trickled down her cheeks. She could feel each sting on her bottom like a blaze of fire. And what was worse was the feeling of shame and fear: shame that she had been so weak, afraid that she would lose this man for two foolish nights in a bar.


  She didn’t cry out at first, trying to be a submissively obedient woman who knew she deserved the treatment and could take it in that light. And yet, as Sam continued with his rain of strikes, the pain became so dear, she couldn’t keep silent anymore. She squirmed and wiggled, and her feet did a little tiptoe jig as though that might ease the fire. But nothing did any good. One snap of the belt over top of the last, it was sheer misery. And most deserved.


  When he finally ended it, she was almost in shock. Her body trembled as if she expected another blow. But when he ordered her to her feet, she finally realized that it was over.


  “Go the bedroom and take a look at your ass,” he ordered.


  Looking a bit like a sad puppy, she let his command sink in and then quickly made the trek to the full-length mirror that hung on Sam’s bathroom door. Even in the dimly lit room she could see the sight of her raw red cheeks. The splash of color made her wince again, but it also made her shiver with excitement. When Sam entered the room, he turned on the overhead light and her ass cheeks blazed brightly with an angry rash that might stay for days. She could detect small lines where the edge of the belt had delivered a particularly biting cut. These were strangely comforting as if they’d remind her after the night was over why she’d been so rudely spanked.


  “You do this well,” she said with an amazed look on her face and a bit of wonder in her speech.


  “You deserved it,” he stated.


  “I know I did.”


  Leading her from the room on his arm, he pushed her skirt down over her aching mounds and set her firmly in one of his dining room chairs. She didn’t have to be told that the move was deliberate. Sam wanted to be sure she wouldn’t forget what had just taken place.


  “Let’s get a few things straight,” he said looking like a stern parent. “No booze—unless I give it to you, no bars, no other men, not once, not for any reason, not even if you think it’s harmless.”


  “Yes, sir,” she meekly replied. A night of shocks, this was one more to add to the others.


  “You can choose to disobey those rules, Elise, but if you do, we have no relationship. Is that understood?”


  As plain as day. “Yes it is,” she answered.


  “You are a terrific woman and I think I even love you, but I’m not going to put up with a self-destructive brat. And just for good measure, you might want to see a counselor friend of mine who could sort out your addled brain.”


  “You really think that’s necessary?”


  “I don’t think it would hurt.”


  “Maybe just some sex would help?” she speculated.


  “Sex? Is that all you think about?”


  “I’m a very sexual woman,” she said. “These last few weeks have been some of the most wonderful in my life. But well ….”


  “I haven’t taken you to bed yet? Is that what you’re getting at?”


  “Something like that.”


  “You know, Elise, I’d like nothing better. But I want you in bed with me because you love me, not because you have to get off. I want our relationship to be real, I don’t want you thinking of me as just another guy to satisfy you for a night.”


  “That’s not what I think at all. I love you,” she said.


  He took her comment seriously and thought for a minute. “Maybe so. But knowing your past, it’s going to take a little time before I completely trust you. And after the last two nights, we’ve gone backward not forward in this relationship.”


  “I’m so sorry.”


  “Good. And I hope your butt hurts,” he said.


  “Don’t worry, it does,” she said. Elise thought she could see a smile behind his expression, but it was very faint. At least his mood was lightening and so could hers. Perhaps she scraped by on this one and she could breathe a sigh of relief. “You never said why you came home so soon?” she mused aloud.


  “I didn’t, did I?” he replied. “Well, sometimes things just happen, and no, I didn’t plan this.”


  “You mean to say you didn’t know I was out last night?” she asked.


  “No, I didn’t.”


  There was an awkward moment while Sam considered his next move, and then grabbing her by the hand, he pulled her to her feet and he threw her coat over her shoulders.


  “Where are we going?” she asked.


  “A movie, if that’s okay with you?”


  She smiled again sure that everything would be okay.


  


  ***


  


  The next few weeks were a rocky bliss. Elise consented to seeing the counselor about her behavioral quirks while she enjoyed the attentions of a very affectionate and loving Sam. He was a little overbearing at times, but she actually found that exciting for her. She wanted a man that could take charge, but still be kind … who was loving but firm enough with her to keep her from doing stupid things. It made her think twice before she acted on impulse even in small matters and she saw that as a positive thing. Life seemed much more peaceful even if occasionally she’d get a stern sidelong glance from Sam meant to crush any little rebellion in her demeanor. There’d only been one slight indiscretion, and she thought that it was hardly important, much too insignificant to mention.


  For Sam, he found his relationship with Elise back on track. As much as he desired her and cared for her, he couldn’t see jumping into bed with a woman who was on the verge of destroying herself. He was encouraged however, when he returned from another weeklong business trip to find that Elise had been genuinely faithful. He believed her when she said she hadn’t been to any bars and had been alone in bed every night. And when she talked to him extensively about her therapy she opened herself to him in a refreshingly insightful way. All the right signs seemed to be in place for a very promising relationship between them. But he wasn’t sure their troubles were over. He could count on the fact that there might be something still lurking in her complicated psyche.


  


  Sam was invited to a party a few weeks after he returned from his trip: a lavish gathering at the country home of an old friend. There were probably no more than two dozen people at the event. He thought the afternoon and evening would be fun for them both, so he invited Elise even though she would know no one there. He figured a gregarious woman like her wouldn’t have any problem getting acquainted with his friends. Most were associated with medicine in some way. There were doctors that he’d trained with who’d gone on to prestigious practices where they were into some high-priced specialty—certainly not the crazy meatball medicine that he was accustomed to in the poor neighborhoods of the city.


  “You really think I’ll fit in?” Elise asked.


  “Of course you will,” he said.


  “But I’m hardly in the same league with a bunch of rich physicians.”


  “Same league?” he questioned her. “To my knowledge there isn’t anyone here that’s been in high level business consultations with the President. I think at least that should impress you. I thought your counselor was working on your self-esteem?”


  “But I’m just an interpreter. I’m not some business mogul.”


  “Just an interpreter. It’s a pretty damned important job. I’m sure they don’t pick just anyone to interpret sensitive information. You have to be good, and you are.”


  There were all kinds of little quirks in her psyche Elise was realizing, but telling Sam all about them, just allowed him to fling them in her face when he thought she needed a pleasant reminder.


  “I’ll do my best,” she told him. “But I’m still going to be nervous.”


  “That’s quite all right. But no booze, no beer, no wine,” he said leveling a stern-eyed look her way.


  He’d reminded her of that at least several times a week since he first came up with the no alcohol edict. And this reminder like many of the others she pleasantly filed away.


  


  For a while Sam and Elise mingled together, and then without realizing it they separated, Elise finding some women who were interested in her career—much more than they were with their husband’s medical practices.


  When the first glass of champagne landed in her hand, she didn’t even bat an eye. It seemed so natural with all the women drinking the same thing. When the second appeared, she took one quick perusal of her memory and thought of Sam’s orders. Certainly he didn’t mean at something as innocuous as this gathering, she thought, completely forgetting what he’d told her just an hour before. In her mind she decided that it wouldn’t hurt to loosen up. The way things were headed, with the amount of liquor being consumed, no one would notice if she’d downed a couple glasses of champagne, especially when Sam himself had had a few stiff belts.


  Elise was glad she fudged on the edict considering the delightful feeling that went to her head within a few minutes. It had been so long since she’d had anything to drink that it didn’t take much to make her feel dizzy. Champagne had always had that quick inebriating effect, though she never remembered feeling so potted with so little.


  The more the bubbly drink took effect, the more concerned she became that Sam would discover her breach in the rules. She managed to stay away from him as long as she could. By the time he finally returned to her side, she’d been to the bathroom, washed out her mouth and taken a couple shots of breath spray that she hoped would mask any odors—if Sam were even cognizant enough to notice. She felt reasonably sober and hoped the slight dizziness she felt would only be seen by Sam as a sign that she’d finally relaxed with these high-priced doctors and their elegantly dressed wives.


  


  “Say, didn’t I see you at that French Consulate affair a little while back?” The two were passing through the foyer of the house on their way to the game room. Sam planned a game of pool with one of his good friends, Charlie Andrews, a neurosurgeon that Elise had met several times before. The voice that made them turn around came from Bob Diehl who was a resident at city hospital ready to go into practice with his father in upstate New York.


  “Me? I don’t think so,” Elise replied.


  “No, I know you,” he nodded. “Either that or you’re the spittin’ image of the gal that was rattling off the French so fast that I couldn’t catch up.”


  Elise shivered.


  “That was quite a night wasn’t it?” Bob added.


  “I don’t know,” she shook her head and tried to sway an interested Sam into moving into the game room.


  “No, I think Bob has something to say I want to hear,” Sam countered her.


  “I think he’s a little drunk,” she whispered.


  “Were you a little drunk at that party?” he asked, remembering the night she’d said was half business, half pleasure and he couldn’t go because he had to make hospital rounds.


  “Drunk?” she repeated the word. Their quiet conversation was meant to be private, but Bob heard the important word.


  “Not just drunk,” he chimed in. “Why this one’s quite a hellcat. Has she ever danced for you? That was one of the wildest parties I’ve ever been to. Once she and this other chick got started, damn, I wondered if they were going to stop. Now that other gal, she had one fine set of tits …..” his voice trailed off and so did Bob. His attention was suddenly on something else before Sam got the whole story. But the damage had already been done.


  


  Ushering Elise into the game room, Sam closed the door, while a curious Charlie Andrews looked on. Sam was obviously angry. Charlie had seen that distinctive set to his jaw before, and Elise looked as though she was about to shrink into the carpet. Neither one of them appeared to take notice of him as he patiently waited for a friendly game of pool.


  “Suppose you’d better tell me everything,” Sam said turning his girlfriend around, pushing her at arm’s length and staring intently into her eyes.


  “There’s really nothing else to tell,” she said, trying her best to sound innocent.


  “Were you drinking that night?”


  “I had a couple of glasses of champagne.”


  “And …..”


  “You know I think I’ll leave,” Charlie chimed in as he sported an amiable grin and prepared to back out of the room.


  “No, please stay,” Sam countered.


  “Stay?”


  “I have a little surprise for Elise, as soon as I hear her full confession.”


  Charlie was more than delighted to stay. Guessing from his friend’s irate mood, he had a feeling he knew exactly what was going to happen. Nothing was more delightful to him than seeing a pair of female ass cheeks burn from being spanked. It had been some time since he’d had the pleasure of such a moment and he wouldn’t let the opportunity pass him by.


  “So, out with it, Elise,” Sam ordered looking down at the penitent woman.


  She froze for an instant not knowing what to say, but at this point it would be foolish to try and deny anything. Sam wouldn’t believe her.


  “You know how things go ….” she started, trying to make light of it.


  “No, I don’t know,” he said, beginning to be as impatient as he was angry.


  She sobered seeing his expression so grim. “Yes, I did drink the champagne and several martinis. I suppose I was a little over the edge … but I didn’t bring anyone home with me. I swear.”


  “What about the dancing?” he asked.


  “That happened too,” she admitted. “Jane and I were just having fun, and I guess it looked kind of provocative. And when this one guy started pawing me … well … I managed to push him off, and he left me alone … but ….”


  “But what?”


  “But, I guess I was giving off the wrong signals, you know the old ones, and I had a bit of a time going home alone.”


  “I certainly hope you weren’t driving?” Sam asked.


  “Well …” She started to blush and bit her lip.


  “Elise!” He wasn’t just angry, he was downright pissed. Having heard enough he grabbed her by the arm, pulled her over the back of a chair and began spanking her behind with as much force as he could manage.


  Her cries were soft to start, since she was well aware that she was in a house full of people. Having Charlie look on was bad enough, but the thought of anyone else finding her there she couldn’t bear. She thought she’d be able to keep quiet. But with Sam not satisfied spanking her through her dress, and with his hand beginning to sting, he paused for a moment to fix both those problems. Jerking her dress to her waist he laid bare her bottom cheeks that were clothed in nothing but a thong panty that had disappeared inside her rear cleft. She might as well have been naked. Turning to Charlie, Sam asked for something to do the job … a paddle, a belt, anything would do.


  “How about this?” Charlie suggested, eagerly handing him a two-foot wooden ruler he’d spied on the end of a small desk.


  “Perfect,” Sam said, taking the slender measuring device. Holding it with a good firm grip, he returned to Elise’s pink bottom and began laying the wood sharply on the center of her ass cheeks.


  The ruler stung like hot asphalt on her feet in summer. With each stroke delivered, what began as a simple warm burn, turned that tortured spot into a mighty blaze.


  “Oh, please noooo,” she cried, trying her best to keep her voice muffled. Still, with every few smacks there was a small shriek she couldn’t help.


  “Sam, I’m sorry. I’ve learned my lesson, I really have!” she cried desperately, when she was cognizant enough to say anything.


  “I know you say that, but just to make sure you get the message…”


  He paused rarely, when she could get a quick breather. But he only started in again making the hot spots on her bouncing bottom flesh go beyond a fiery pink. In places the skin was turning purple and there were marks that would linger for some time. Certainly, there’d be bruises and a soreness to rub away for days. This had to be the worst spanking he’d given her. And if she’d been really conscious enough to think about it, she certainly deserved it—especially since Sam had come to mean so much to her.


  At one point, Elise thought she was going to lose it altogether, the pain was so intense. But from somewhere in the back of her mind, she realized that a door had opened and her audience had grown in size. She cringed even more, wondering if the entire party was watching Sam paddle her behind. She’d never be able to face these people again!


  The interruption caused by her new audience was brief. Sam had stopped for a moment having heard the noise himself. And though he was determined not to end her punishment just because they were creating a scene, he did think she’d about reached her limit. Once the door closed—the audience having fled—Sam lay a few finishing smacks on the wounded bottom and then put the ruler down.


  “There now. You get the message this time?” Sam asked her before he let her rise.


  “Yes, yes sir, I did,” she assured him as tears of relief flowed from her eyes.


  “No more. No more drinking and no more running around, you hear me?” he asked for good measure.


  “I promise. No more.” He was pulling her to her feet, letting her skirt drop back over her bottom.


  “I’d better have your word on that,” he said looking squarely into her tear-filled eyes.


  “Yes, you do,” she said with as much confidence as she could.


  “Hey,” Charlie’s voice from the other side of the room interrupted the moment. “I think I’ll be off. You kids have some fun, I know what I’d be doing.” There was a merry twinkle in his eye as he slipped out the door, and that was just enough to lighten what was still a very tense moment.


  Elise turned back to Sam. “I’m not cured, I know I’m not,” she confessed. “But I am trying. And I do know one thing …”


  “What’s that?”


  “The more you’re with me, the more you take control, the better I feel. Please don’t give up on me. I know I should be stronger, but, I don’t know … I guess I need a man who won’t let me slide.”


  “Give up on you?” Sam retorted. “I don’t think so … for all your careless behavior I can’t help being in love with you.”


  Elise smiled seeing such a lovely look of affection break out on his face.


  “In fact, I think it’s about time I took the edge off your craving need …” There was quite a sexy look in his eyes.


  “Oh?”


  “Yeah, we’re going home to bed.”


  “Really?” She was elated.


  “Of course before we do anything, I’m going to redden your ass again for drinking tonight.”


  “Drinking tonight?”


  “Better not deny it. I saw you.”


  “But you’re going to spank me again?” her happiness turned sorrowful in a second.


  “You’ll take it. After all, you asked for it.”


  “I didn’t think you could see,” she replied.


  He shook his head. “I guess you’ll just have to remember that even if I’m not at your side, I’m in your thoughts and in your mind, and you won’t get away from me.”


  “Oh my!” she looked duly chided. “I guess I’ll never get away with anything again.” She was actually feeling happy that was true.


  “I guess not,” he replied, as his affectionate hand felt her warmed ass cheeks. “Let’s go. I think it’s time I gave this bottom a really thorough going over—and I mean in more than one way.”


  


  ***


  


  Elise’s compact body with its dangling breasts and generous well-spanked rear end wiggled into her new lover’s cock. Naked, the moonlight shining through the window of the bedroom made her skin look pale and ghostly—though it was flushed with heat. Her long brown hair trailed down her back almost touching the man’s thighs when her head fell back. And her heavy lids drooped languidly over her yellow/green eyes so it was impossible to see what had lured him since the first night they met.


  “Ooo, you’re very good,” she purred, as her groin ground into his. What a delightfully hard body Sam had … and his eyes were molten because he was about to cum. And Elise, feeling the raucous moment of his completion about to explode in her, jerked and screamed, “Yes, baby yesssss,” she cried, not bothering to contain herself.


  The bed springs squeaked like the dang thing was going to fall apart. But no one cared since her neighbor wasn’t home for the night.


  


  

  
Caught In The Woods


  


  Robyn was hiking, coming out of a thick woods to a clearing where she spotted a rustic cabin. Smoke curled from the chimney into the cerulean sky like a picture out of a fairy-tale. She half expected to find Red Riding Hood’s wolf or Gretel’s crone appear from the gentle hut made of wood and stone. There was a chopping block to one side of the rugged home, a barrel to catch rainwater and a pump connected to the bowels of the earth where the fresh water ran.


  Hot, she primed the pump and let the cool liquid pour over her hands. Making a cup of one hand, she drank, then splashed some across her face. She didn’t hear the cabin door open or the sound of his boots on the wood porch. With her back to the cabin, she didn’t hear him approach. And for a large man, he could move quietly, turning her into a mass of quivering fright when he boomed loudly, “You’re trespassing.”


  It took several seconds for her to react, whipping around to see the man towering over her five-foot two frame. His hulking handsome expression was fierce. A man without mercy. Fully bearded, dark hair tied back, eyes that seemed to grab her by the throat and fix her to the ground. His feet were planted as deeply in the earth as the trees beyond. Speechless, he stared her eye to eye, making her feel for an instant she was turning into so much dust at his feet. Little did she realize how he truly responded to her pert round face and hazel eyes, how he was as startled by first appearances as she was, how seeing her jostled brunette curls flutter in the breeze he imagined her pale lips meeting his.


  “Get off my land,” he spoke again.


  Shaking herself free of the spell he’d cast on her, she finally found her voice.


  “I’m sorry if I’ve encroached on your property. I didn’t see any signs.”


  “You drank my water too?” he asked, just then seeing that her hands were wet and there were damp spots on her breasts where she’d splashed water. A nipple underneath her T-shirt drew tight into an embarrassing hard bud.


  “It’s very hot, and I think I’m lost,” Robyn offered him that much explanation. “I thought I’d cool down and get my bearings. I’m sure if I just take a moment to survey the landscape I’ll find my way.”


  “Women have no business hiking alone,” he stated flatly. “Tell me where you’re going and I’ll direct you.”


  “I live in Fool’s Camp.”


  He humphed, briefly amused. “I should have guessed.”


  She smiled thinking perhaps this would lighten his terrifying mood.


  “You’re lost coming to the cabin from that direction,” he said pointing to the woods from where she’d emerged. He turned around and motioned to a spot behind his home. “That trail’s where you need to be. Three miles you’ll be home.”


  “Thank you,” she nodded, continuing to smile. There was something about the brawny man that intrigued her. A pleasant little tingle trickled through her abdomen. Surely he can’t be turning me on? she silently argued with the feeling. Still, she was shivering like a helpless ninny before him. Getting her composure however, she was ready to move on.


  “You have no water?” he asked interrupting her retreat.


  “I was only taking a short hike, and well, as you can see, I wandered off the path,” she replied.


  “You’re as senseless as most women,” he said.


  She recoiled at his chauvinistic appraisal, but decided to hold her tongue. He rather demanded that. Certainly set in his ways, he was not someone she could argue with about politically correct behavior or male/female equality. She took him for a redneck woodsman that would have better been living in the nineteenth century as to inhabit the twentieth with an antiquated mind. No wondered he lived alone—at least she assumed he lived alone.


  “I’m sure I should have planned a little better,” she agreed with him.


  “These woods are dangerous, ma’am,” he said.


  At least he was polite.


  “But I haven’t felt as though I was in any danger.”


  “Rattlesnakes, bears, a mountain cat, mudslides, jagged trails. You’re a city woman, aren’t you?”


  “Not anymore,” she found herself keeping the conversation open, for God knows what reason.


  “Then you’re going to try to live here?” he asked, looking very amused.


  “A lot of women survive these conditions,” she said, as she looked around at the perfect mountain day, seeing nothing dangerous about the welcoming wilderness.


  “We’ll see about you,” he said with a snicker.


  “Perhaps I should go now,” she said.


  “Perhaps you should,” he agreed, with an unfriendly scowl. “Mind your manners in these woods, if you plan to stay.”


  “I’ve been duly warned,” she replied coldly, and she started off toward the path he’d pointed out earlier.


  


  ***


  


  Nothing was quite so perfect as the Sierras in the morning: dew evaporating so the air holds the gentle fog in its breeze until the sun is high; something crisp and inviting with each new breath; sunshine caressing the shoulders with a gentle warmth that turns hot by midday. Robyn hadn’t hiked the woods since her unfortunate meeting with a blackguard on the mountain. However she hadn’t been able to get that meeting out of her thoughts. Something about the gruff man stayed with her, haunting her daydreams and appearing in the night ones too. Perhaps that was why she was reluctant for another hike. But when she woke to such a glorious morning, she shook the cobwebs of anxiety from her brain and decided to start out again.


  After all, she reminded herself, as she gathered a backpack with water, food, a compass and a change of socks, I’m here to start a new life. No Gavin Stevenson anymore. Why she’d even changed her name back to Robyn Winters. After five years with the hotshot lawyer, she cringed even thinking of the straightjacket she’d worn on her emotions. Only something as healing as the mountains would do to claim her life back from that bastard. She bought the cabin, found a part-time job at the general merchandise store in Fool’s Camp and purchased a used Jeep, all in one weekend visit to the rugged Sierra village.


  She wanted nothing to do with Gavin Stevenson or his aggravating way of life, running helter skelter about Los Angeles surviving on other people’s misfortune. She didn’t want the house in Newport, the condo in the valley, she didn’t want the cars, the furniture, the jewelry or the country club membership. None of it made sense. None of it seemed like her. She shook it off gladly, packed her beautifully dented ’91 Cherokee with everything she did love, and took off for her new home two weeks after Gavin laid his “generous” settlement in front of her for her to sign. As Robyn slipped out of her cozy cabin, she smiled to herself, thinking she’d be happy to face a dozen rude mountain men, as spend another day with Gavin Stevenson.


  Taking the advice of the surly mountain man, Robyn was better prepared for this hike. However, what she didn’t count on was a sudden change in weather. Storms in the mountains whip up unexpectedly unleashing torrential rains. Even a few brief minutes downpour can ruin hiking conditions turning dry ground soggy and slick. After a good morning’s hike on a well-used trail, she ate lunch in a sunny clearing, and was just about to get started back home when the wind abruptly turned brisk and thunder clouds swirled overhead and the sky suddenly let loose with a rampaging gale. No shelter to protect her, Robyn clung to the largest tree she could huddle against. However it was no defense against a rain that shot down, soaking her to the skin in seconds. There was water running down her face, down her arms, her legs and into her boots. As she curled up on herself against the tree she could see in her mind’s eyes, the mountaineer’s face looking down on her merrily, suggested that she might have packed a plastic poncho in her backpack. It was a hard lesson.


  As glad as she was when the rain let up, Robyn worried about the clouds that continued to swirl overhead. She was afraid she’d never make it home before another burst of liquid hell would fall again. Not only worried about another downpour, the hiking itself was treacherous. The trail that had been so easily passable in the morning was now plastered with wet leaves that made every step hazardous. Going slowly, she managed to make the first half mile in about a half hour, several times slipping in the mud. She was tired, aching and cold. Her wet clothes clung to her body making her skin feel clammy. Still, she had no choice but to press on. After getting her second wind, she was happy to find the trail became less difficult and she hiked nearly a mile thinking that she might truly be home free. But when she came to the streambed she needed to cross, she stared at the flash flood driven torrent of water racing before her, distressed to see that the rickety footbridge had been washed away. She couldn’t even think of crossing the water. Sinking down on a slippery rock, she shook her head in wonder at herself. And for the first time since she moved to her mountain home, she wondered if she wasn’t as foolish as the folks that had inspired the town’s name.


  In the midst of deciding what to do, Robyn found herself shivering for more reasons than the cold. Was there a bug crawling up her back? Or there some wildcat or bear staring her down? Afraid to move too quickly, she turned slowly to see a pair of leather boots staring her in the face. Looking up she saw the immovable visage of the hulking mountain man looming over her.


  “Having a problem?” he asked.


  She didn’t reply, simply not knowing what to say. To her further embarrassment, she could feel a warm blush rising on her face. Where could that possibly come from? she was thinking, when everything else about her was so cold.


  “You going to come with me or not?” he asked.


  “What?”


  “You can’t stay here.” He looked up at the sky. “It’s going to storm again. And I’d say you don’t have a clue how to get home.”


  Robyn was pissed. A self-righteous chauvinist is tolerable with the sun shining. But in the middle of her current trials he was downright infuriating.


  “I can take care of myself,” she snapped at him.


  “You’d better mind that tongue of yours,” he said, hearing the nasty tone.


  “Oh, what are you going to do?” she sassed.


  “I’ve been known to take down women’s pants and paddle their asses,” he said. “Women that are as mouthy and ungrateful as you are.”


  “You wouldn’t dare.”


  He scowled her. “Give me your hand,” he ordered.


  “I’ll wait right here, if you don’t mind.”


  “I do mind,” he countered. “Now give me your hand.”


  Not sure what had come over her, Robyn tentatively extended her hand for him to take. Grasping it firmly in his large one, the man pulled her to her feet and drug her up the steep slope to a higher trail. On level ground he finally let go.


  “You think you can walk without my help?” he asked.


  “I certainly can,” she fumed. She could hardly be angry with him, since he seemed to know exactly what to do. But she was not happy with his overbearing attitude that made her feel like a mouse—and a frightened one at that.


  Robyn followed the swiftly moving man as he made his way down the trail. She could hardly keep up with his long strides. Twice he looked back and stopped when she lagged behind. “If you can’t make it any faster than that, I’ll pick you up and carry you,” he retorted.


  That inspired her to move faster, but she did so at the risk of losing her footing and falling in the mud. She got angrier with each moment, figuring that her rescuer was racing so swiftly just to frustrate her. When she did stumble, she slid three feet back and simply sat down in the wet earth. Watching the fast moving form disappear in front of her, she made no effort to let him know her plight. Just as well, she could probably find her way home from this place. When he finally did turn back, she was just getting back on her feet. Visibly annoyed with her, he clutched her hand in his and hauled her bodily up the rest of the trail.


  Thankfully, it was just a short distance to his cabin. And by then, too weary to think about being mad, she allowed him to take her inside his home and sit her down in a chair to rest.


  “Are you going to take me home?” she asked him just a little afraid.


  “Eventually,” he said, as he stood in the door and peeled off his wet poncho. “It’s going to storm again, and it’s too far to hike down the mountain. We’ll wait the storm out here.”


  Hearing her fate unequivocally spoken, Robyn stared about the cabin getting acquainted with her surroundings. She was surprised to find the man’s small home was as neat as a pin. There was a large bed in the corner covered with a plain brown comforter, a generous shaggy rug over the shiny hardwood floor in front of the hearth and a handsome leather easy chair with a neat stack of books on the table beside it where he could read by the fire. Where Robyn sat at a vintage, but in perfect condition 50’s dinette, she viewed the rest of the kitchen: a shelf with a stack of dishes; a washboard and sink wiped clean; a gas stove that was old but thoroughly polished.


  Even stranger than these interesting furnishings were the few pictures on the walls. One was an elegant nude, a charcoal sketch of the backside of a woman, displaying her generous rump and rounded back. As the figure was slightly bending over, her breasts swung sensuously away from her body.


  “That’s my pin-up,” he said, seeing Robyn stare at in awe. It was a work of art, not a sleazy Playboy pose.


  There was a photograph of the mountains on the opposite wall, next to an oil painting of the same mountain scene. With a good glance around the room, she realized that there was a simple but graceful order to this man’s home, which countered her belief that he was one-step down the evolutionary scale from a barbarian. Everything she saw had been deliberately chosen and the effect moved her.


  “Here,” he startled her throwing a terry-cloth towel her way.


  “Thanks.”


  “You can get those wet things off and I’ll dry them by the fire.” Saying so, he scrutinized her carefully. “Though you’re really quite a mess with all that mud.”


  Robyn looked down at herself, agreeing with his assessment. Though as chilly as she was wearing the T-shirt and shorts, she wasn’t sure she was ready to disrobe in front of a stranger.


  “Maybe if I just stand by the fire,” she suggested.


  “Like hell you will,” he said brusquely. “Get your mud all over my rug? Take them off, I’ll wash them and hang them up.”


  She took a deep breath considering the proposal.


  “You have a bathroom?” she asked.


  “I have an outhouse,” he said. “But that’s outside. If it matters to you, I’ll turn around.” Doing so, he waited impatiently for her to strip and cover herself with the towel.


  “Maybe this would be better,” he said, after rifling through the closet by his bed. He handed her a man’s work shirt in exchange for her clothes. “I’ve got a bucket of clean water on the porch. I’ll be right back.”


  While he was gone, Robyn quickly changed into the shirt, finding the extra-large garment went nearly to her knees. It was a good thing considering that she was wearing no underwear. A light flannel, it was curiously nurturing coming from a man who was so unabashedly rude.


  When the mountain man returned, he looked satisfied with her attire, and proceeded to hang up her clothes on a line he stretched across one end of the living room, close enough to the fire to catch its warmth.


  “So, have you had enough of the woods ….” his voice trailed off realizing that he didn’t know what to call her.


  “Robyn, Robyn Winters,” she said.


  “Cole Stern.”


  She nodded, but ignored his question. But she knew in her heart she was appearing ungrateful for his salvage job back on the muddy mountain. “Thanks, Mr. Stern, for your help,” she finally managed to say.


  “I told you it’s a dangerous place, but of course you wouldn’t believe me.”


  “I guess I can’t argue with you.”


  “Better not. You’re at my mercy.” His eyes lit quite ominously and she shuddered, wondering what he was thinking. “Got you scared, Miss Winters. I assume it’s Miss.”


  “It was ‘Mrs.’, but ‘Miss’ is just fine,” she said. “And no, you don’t have me scared.”


  “You are a defiant one. I wonder if you’ll feel that way after the first time I spank you.”


  “Oh, if that’s what you’re planning to do, I’ll leave now and wander this mountain all night,” she declared.


  He laughed. “First place, you probably would wander all night with the bridge washed out, and second place I wouldn’t let you go on a bet.”


  “You’d keep me here against my will!”


  “If I had to I’d hog-tie you. But that won’t be necessary.”


  “Well, just don’t think you’re going to lay a hand on me.”


  He smiled, a little more warmly this time. “That’s not something I’d worry about. Women like you ask for it eventually. All I have to do is wait.”


  Robyn didn’t like the turn of the conversation. The whole thought of being spanked was abhorrent, though she did have the oddest feeling in response that sent her whole body aflutter at the mention of it. Robyn remained silent. She sat in the kitchen chair, Cole in his easy chair. She would have liked to join him by the fire, but she wouldn’t risk getting that close.


  “Where do you get off having such attitudes toward women?” she finally blurted out.


  “What attitudes are those?”


  “That women are inferior to men.”


  “I’ve never said that, Miss Winters, but I do believe that women have their place. I like them well behaved and compliant. When they’re not, I take great pleasure in seeing that they know my feelings. A good wallop on the behind only makes for a more obedient woman.”


  “You are out of your mind,” she exclaimed.


  “You’d love that kind of life if you gave yourself the chance,” he said.


  “How on earth can you say that?” she retorted.


  “I know your type. You want to be submissive to a man, you just don’t know how to ask for it. I bet you’re divorced. The guy was a real prick. Ignored you. Gave you everything in the world but what you wanted.”


  “What do you think I want?” she asked, curious to hear what he’d say.


  “You want a man with a big set of balls, that doesn’t put up with your whining, but that will treat you like a princess. You want to be submissive and yielding, but only if you get the attention you think you deserve. You want to give yourself to a man, but you want him to give back equally.”


  “You think that’s what I want?” She wasn’t sure that he wasn’t right, but she could hardly admit that to herself, let alone him.


  “Of course, but you’re too afraid to admit it.”


  How could he read her mind so well? She was amazed and more than a little frightened.


  “You know, Mr. Stern, women are not chattel, at least not in this century.”


  “It wouldn’t hurt if some were,” he chortled.


  There was a long silence between them, enough so that Cole Stern picked up a book and began to read. Sitting on the uncomfortable chair, Robyn pondered how long she was going to have to hold up with the impossible man. The rain had started again, pounding hard against the windows so it was deafening to the ears. It would be foolish to leave the cabin, but maybe it was foolish to stay. Feeling restless, she finally rose and meandered toward the bookshelf. Another surprise greeted her finding dozens of volumes on philosophy and religion: Greek, Roman, Contemporary and Zen, plus books on every major world religion.


  “You have quite an interesting collecting, Mr. Stern,” she found herself commenting.


  “Thank you. Choose one yourself, you’re going to be here a long time.”


  She would have liked to argue the point, but that was pretty foolish considering the way the rain was coming down in torrents. Turning back to the books, she pulled out a tattered copy of an Alan Watts—something she’d read in college. She started toward the kitchen.


  “If it would be more comfortable reading on the bed, by all means,” Stern interrupted her.


  She looked at him warily.


  “Dammit woman! I’m not going to rape you,” he exclaimed. “I don’t plan to fuck you until you’re begging for it.”


  Stunned by his comment, she believed him sincere—though she assured herself that landing in bed with Stern would never happen. Taking him up on his offer, she ambled toward the bed, fluffed a couple pillows for a backrest against the headboard and settled into the serene calm of her book.


  She read, dozed awhile and ate a delicious stew that Stern heated on the stove. They managed a civil conversation about oriental philosophy while they shared their meal. And when it was time to go to sleep, Stern offered her his bed, while he slept in his overstuffed chair.


  His final words to her that night, “you get some sleep and I’ll take you back home in the morning,” were kindly spoken. Though he followed them with a warning, “Don’t you dare try to go by yourself.”


  


  ***


  


  Robyn woke to a morning bright with sunshine. Looking out of the window at the cloudless sky, the blue was so intense she felt as if she might dissolve inside it. She lounged for just a moment relishing the sweet morning warmth. But when she heard the sound of Stern snoring, she jumped back to reality. Seeing that her rescuer/captor was still slumbering peacefully, she crept out of bed, and retrieved her dry clothes from the clothesline by the fireplace. She tossed Stern’s shirt in the chair and quickly dressing, she grabbed her backpack and opened cottage door.


  Home free, she thought. That was until Stern’s booming voice halted her flight.


  “Get back here!” he commanded.


  In a panic, Robyn darted out the door and raced down the steps, only to slip on the water-soaked earth. Before she could get herself on her feet again, she felt Stern’s strong hands capture her completely. Dragging her back to the porch, he sat down on the steps and flung her over his lap. With a tug to her shorts, she was bare-assed naked from the waist down, feeling the cool of the morning air hit her skin with a sting. The sting that followed however, was far worse. With her body bridled by his enormous bearing, the angry man began spanking her quivering bottom with a furious round of smacks.


  “Stop it! You ass!” she blared.


  It was as if he was deaf. He rained the strikes on her behind without stopping. All delivered to the plump center cheeks. Those spots felt as though they’d been lit with a flash fire and would incinerate in seconds.


  “Ouch, goddammit!” she roared, thankful that there was no one on the mountaintop but she and Stern. She could yell all she liked. Unfortunately it did no good. The man was a monster. The broad palm of his right hand was unmerciful and steady. She thought he’d never stop. And it hurt so much she began to sob, pleading frantically for him to end it. Though it was obvious that Stern would spank her as long as he chose and her desires had no bearing in the matter.


  


  As quickly as the spanking started, it stopped, leaving Robyn as stunned as when he started.


  Stern set her back on her feet again, Robyn found herself standing in front of the man half-naked, trembling like a beaten child.


  “I told you not to leave,” he said, wagging a finger at her. “And dammit if you didn’t just beg to get your butt blistered!”


  “I did not!” she found the gumption to retort.


  “What did I tell you last night?” he asked. “If you females weren’t so friggin’ insolent you’d save yourself a whole lot of grief.”


  “You had no right to do that,” Robyn shot back.


  “You stayed with me in my home, you ate my food, slept in my bed, you damn well had better have a little more trust than to go running off without saying a word. Now put your shorts back on,” he said, looking straight at her exposed pubis. “Unless you want me to get other ideas.”


  Robyn came-to realizing her skimpy state of attire, blushed beet red and then scurried to put her shorts around her hips. Before she could sweep by Stern on her way back into the cabin, he had her by the arm again.


  “You understand you deserved the spanking?” he asked.


  She stared into his eyes, her mind saying one thing, her heart and loins saying something quite different. To her utter surprise she found herself saying, “yes.” He gave her a knowing nod. He didn’t gloat, but let go of her hand and allowed her to return to the cabin.


  


  Robyn was quiet all the way back to her house, in part because the walking was so treacherous over the sodden ground, and part because she couldn’t think of one intelligent thing to say to Cole Stern. And then there was the warmth on her bottom. She’d rubbed it while it was still hot, and though the heat had faded fast, there was a lasting sensation that moved through her in delightful ways. She was glad that she had to concentrate so closely on each step down the trail. That took her away from the erotic thoughts in the back of her mind.


  Robyn quickly discovered how right the man was about the trek to Fool’s Camp. Having to go around the still swollen streambed on a rarely used trail, she would never have made it home on her own. To that realization she had a few words of gratitude when they finally reached her cabin.


  “I guess you’re right, I’d have never gotten here on my own.”


  “Good realization,” Stern replied.


  “So, thank-you,” she added, as she was about to leave him on the porch steps.


  “You’re welcome, Miss Winters,” he said.


  “You really should call me, Robyn,” she answered, trying even harder to soften the hard edge in her voice.


  “Robyn it is,” he replied. “We should discuss philosophy again soon. In the mornings I practice Aikido in the meadow by my cabin. You’re welcome to join me.”


  Surprised by the kind overture of friendship, Robyn didn’t have much to say. She managed to fumble out something like, “that would be cool.” Sounded so trite. But she was on the other side of her front door before she could say something else that sounded as silly.


  


  ***


  


  There was a bang at Robyn’s front door. It was still night, or so it appeared since the world around her was still dark. She struggled to open her eyes. Was she dreaming? Or was the knocking real? A heavy thud, thud, thud, and she sat up knowing that someone was trying to rouse her. Afraid of an emergency, but cautious too, she crept from bed being sure to tie her robe tight around her, then took the dark staircase gingerly. Peeking out the curtain at the man on her porch, she saw Stern standing there. She opened the door.


  “Ah! I did awaken you,” he exclaimed. “Go get dressed.”


  “What!”


  “You’re coming with me. I’ll give you your first Aikido lesson.”


  “It’s the middle of the night!” she protested.


  “No, it’s almost dawn. Look at the sky.”


  She could see the black night turning into a grimy gray, and toward the eastern horizon there was a shard of light where the earth meets the sky.


  “You came here in the pitch black to get me?” she asked astounded.


  “I like hiking at night. You just have to know what you’re doing. Now get your clothes on. Something easy to move in. If you need a jacket bring it.”


  Following orders, Robyn found a pair of ankle- length stretch pants, a baggy sweatshirt and her walking shoes. Throwing a jacket over her shoulders, within five minutes she was following Cole Stern back up his mountain. They crossed the stream, taking a footpath across the rocks. The bridge was still out, but the steam had returned to its normal level, little more than a meandering brook.


  


  For such a big man, Cole Stern moved like a graceful bird practicing his art in the hilltop meadow at dawn. Robyn was mesmerized by the sight of him moving as if the energy of the earth was pouring into his body through the bare soles of his feet and then out through his hands. When he had her take off her shoes, she tried to balk.


  “You can’t do this without feeling the vibrations,” he assured her.


  Everything the man said to her felt more like a command than a request, and she was gladly obeying him. The uncommon nature of their relationship astounded her, and practically made her speechless. Only when he’d make some really “off-the-wall” remark about subservient women, did she get hot. And those he made, she was sure, because it riled her so. To which, he’d just chuckle to himself.


  For three days in a row, Stern awakened her at dawn and led her up the mountain for her Aikido lessons. She found him a capable teacher, and a hands-on one, helping her posture and move with his warm hands guiding. There was a calm about him that moved through him into her limbs. She almost felt limp inside the protective aura of his massive form that extended far beyond his flesh. His spirit was an enormous bubble of earthy atoms that made her want to remain within it.


  On the third morning, Robyn trembled when he brought a steel sword to the meadow and played with it in his hands like it was a toy, the blade flashing in the rising sun. He was fierce, his face like a savage animal: a tiger, a hawk of a bear. When he lunged with the powerful instrument in his hand, a shock of thunder swept through her body.


  Cole Stern was a curious friend.


  On the fourth morning, Robyn wasn’t awakened at dawn. When she finally looked at her clock it was nearly eight o’clock and she realized that Stern had not come for her. She was disappointed. Then she remembered that she had to work. She’d told him that when he brought her home the previous afternoon. Of course he remembered.


  


  In Fool’s Camp later that day, Robyn ran into Stern as he was coming out of the post office. There was an angry scowl on his face, and her gentle “hello” was met with a glare.


  “Is something wrong?” she asked him.


  “The slut!” he murmured under his breath.


  “My, my, I hope you’re not talking about me?” she said meekly, both wary and excited by his apparent wrath. So like he was when he was using his sword, though then he was calm. Now she could feel the fire brewing underneath the surface—like he’d been when he spanked her.


  “No, no,” he said grimacing. “Not you at all. My ex-wife.”


  “You were married?” She was shocked.


  “I was, weren’t you?”


  “I can see you’re in no mood for friendship,” she observed. “But perhaps you’ll get me at dawn another day? I have enjoyed our mornings.”


  He paused a moment. “Ah, come on,” he said, finally responding to her good-natured banter. “We’ll share a beer. You are off work?”


  “Just leaving.”


  Putting his arm around her waist as though she belonged to him, he escorted her into the tavern.


  


  “You want to talk about it?” Robyn said, as soon as they were seated and two cold drafts were sitting in front of them.


  “Not much to say. She was a bitch, couldn’t keep her legs together, and she didn’t care for the kind of relationship I need. She started out okay, but powered up on me and I told her she could leave.”


  Robyn listened carefully, wondering herself about a relationship with Cole Stern. So taken with him and even his odd behaviors, she had to consider if she was the right kind of woman for such a man.


  “What kind of relationship do you need?” she asked.


  “One where I’m in control,” he replied immediately. “I don’t like bitchy women. I like a woman who does what she’s told. And when she gets uppity or does stupid things, she get her ass reddened, and takes it because she deserves it.”


  “Does what she’s told?” Robyn repeated.


  “I think you should know that by now,” Stern replied.


  “And why would a woman agree to those terms?”


  “Because it’s what she wants. Not all women want control—just look at those romance books you sell in the mercantile. Trouble is, you’re all so brainwashed with your liberation jargon, it’s pretty tough to think anyway else.”


  Stern certainly had his point. She was silent again, not sure how to respond to him. Though her heart was fluttering, and that gnawing sensation between her legs that seemed to crop up often when he was around, would not go away.


  “Would you like me to fix you dinner?” she asked. The thought popped into her head and before she could take the time to consider what she was doing, it was out of her mouth.


  “If you’d like,” he said, not looking particularly pleased or displeased with the gesture.


  “You like tacos?” she asked.


  “If they’re spicy.”


  “Then I’ll make the salsa really hot.” She smiled, thinking that she might have warmed him just a little.


  


  ***


  


  Robyn served Cole Stern his meal a bit like a old-world wench serving a nobleman. He sat at the table and let her bring the piping hot dishes to him: meat, salsa, beans, and tortillas. He was a man that liked a feast, and he ate heartily. A couple more beers and he was less surly by the time they finished their meal. But unlike an old-world man, Stern helped her clear the table and clean the dishes, doing so in a manner that suggested he’d just taken ownership of her kitchen. She had the feeling he’d have it completely rearranged if he had just half a day.


  When they finished, he built a fire in the fireplace while Robyn watched his meticulous work. Then he turned toward her bookshelf, observing her reading tastes without comment. In addition to a healthy number of college art books, serious fiction from her English days and a smattering of philosophy, not at all as complete as his collection, there was at least one entire row of romance novels with garishly posed women being “taken” by Adonis men with no shirts. She almost cringed seeing him pull a couple off the shelf only to put them back. She was surprised he made no comment.


  “So, Robyn, do I spend the night?” he asked, turning to her.


  She probably jumped before his eyes, the question took her so off-guard. With his eyes intense, his mood still less than friendly and his blunt question hardly romantic, Robyn couldn’t understand why she said, “yes.” And yet, it wasn’t a feeble, “yes,” but a firmly stated, almost immediate response to his question. If it was just once, she had to go to bed with this man.


  Having offered the invitation, she was no longer in control. Walking to her, Stern took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet. She expected a kiss, and was shocked to find that he had no intention of beginning with kisses, or hugs, or romance book passion. Sitting himself on the sofa, she found herself within seconds lying over his lap, her skirt going over her head, baring her nearly naked behind.


  “What are you doing?” she finally exclaimed.


  “Spanking you. What do you think?” he replied. Already having peeled her panties away from her ass, he was starting to strike her behind with as steady a fervor as he’d used on her days before at his cabin.


  “Good god why!” she cried, feeling the stunning heat on her rear begin to rise each time he laid his hand on her.


  “To let you know who will control this relationship,” he said.


  “Who says it’s a relationship!” she roared, between two nasty swats.


  “You want to sleep with me, you get it all, or none.”


  “Ouch, goddammit!” she yelled, feeling a sting so hot she thought he’d literally burn the skin. He just wouldn’t let up. Hard, fast and brutal, she was squirming for all she was worth to get away.


  “Hold your tongue!” he barked.


  That set her off.


  “Why you bastard!” she roared back. She gave her body one impetuous jerk, thinking that might dislodge her from his grasp. But she was going nowhere.


  He struck her harder yet. “I said hold your tongue.” His voice was so severe she clammed up for a moment. And as the strikes of his hand continued to rain down on her, she began to feel something more than sheer agony. Affection, if she could call it that, and sexual passion. As confused as she was, she surrendered to the spanking, finding it much easier to take. And making that discovery, it was just a few more strikes and he was finished leaving her with the feeling that she wanted more.


  “First things first. You have some rules to keep in mind,” he said. She was on her feet looking meekly down at him. “If we sleep together, I’m in charge. You obey me. And if I want to spank you because that excites me, I will. If I want to spank you as punishment for misbehavior, I will. If I want to restrain you, I will. I can swear. You cannot. I decide when we have sex, you do not. I decide when we’re together, you do not. I’m in charge, you are not. Is that understood?”


  She shook her head, astounded. “Yes, I guess it is,” she answered quietly.


  “You may have me every day, or not for weeks. Regardless, I decide.”


  She nodded her head once more.


  The eye contact was enough to ensure the night for him. When he pulled her down to his lap, he pushed up her dress and flung it to the floor. Naked, she was in his arms being consumed by his mastery and fervor and savage loins pounding inside her warm juicy cunt. No man had ever had her like this, and there was no comparison to the mighty orgasm that surged through her system as she felt his cock spurt its cum deep inside.


  A second time during the night she found him pinning her arms above her head so she had no freedom. He stroked her sides, then pinched her nipples hard until she cried out, then he kissed and bit and licked his way down to her cunt where he brought her clitoris into his mouth and sucked hard. Turning her over, he slapped her ass—not a spanking but a rousing piece of foreplay to add to the rest. And pulling her to hands and knees, he took her from behind, with her ass and his thighs slapping together until he came. She orgasmed as he took her clit into his mouth again. Having risen out of sleep to have sex, he then settled back to finish his night, while Robyn lay awake trying to understand what was happening to her. She fell asleep just before dawn and when she woke, Cole Stern was gone.


  


  Their relationship was controlled by Cole alone. Despite her constant reservations, she submitted to his demands. When he wanted her, she always agreed to be with him, even when she vowed that it would be different the next time. When he didn’t want her she wouldn’t hear from him for several days. But when he did, he’d spirit her away on a whim to join him for his morning rituals on the mountain. Often they had sex after their exercises: spirited, carefree and passionate exchanges of sexual heat. They even laughed in their lust. At these time he was most gentle. But as often as he required her sexually, there were times he’d take her home after their workout and she wouldn’t hear from him for the rest of the day.


  On other days Robyn wouldn’t see Stern until nearly midnight. Then he came to the cabin in the dark of night. She’d hear him enter by the key she’d willingly given him. She’d hear him moving downstairs, and then step by step, he’d climb the creaky steps to her bedroom. He’d stand in the doorway and gaze at her for sometime before he moved on. She was usually awake when he came for her this way and she could anticipate the unwavering passion that would explode on her bed. Once however, she was sound asleep and woke to see him staring down at her. She practically jumped out of her skin.


  Witnessing her fright, he descended to her and placed a hand over her mouth to quiet her gentle sob. “Hush,” he ordered calmly. “I’m going to burnish your ass with my belt and you’re going to be silent. You understand that?” He was still preventing her speech with his hand firmly holding her mouth. His other hand was unbuckling his work belt.


  She nodded her head unable to speak. Her eyes were wide like two unlit moons, barely seen through the thick darkness. There was just enough light on their faces for them to communicate clearly.


  “Don’t ask me the reason,” he said. “This is my pleasure. If it pleases you or not doesn’t matter to me.”


  A strange aphrodisiac that was for her. Robyn could feel herself become more wet between her legs letting his mastery send a shiver of satisfaction through her body. The belt came free, long, wide and imposing. He turned her over where she lay in bed, raised her nightgown, stuffed a pillow under her groin and ordered her to grab the headboard. That done he doubled the belt in his hand and positioned himself beside her.


  “Not a sound,” he reminded her.


  The next few minutes were not silent. But they were without Robyn’s cries. As Stern let loose with the belt it connected with her ass—the sound of leather smacking flesh a jarring one. Each strike sang its tuneful noise to be joined moments later by another note of resonate vibration. After some ten to twenty swats, there began the muffled laments, as Robyn buried her agony in the sheets of the bed, oddly determined to keep her word to this master of her body. Not because she was afraid that he would treat her more harshly, but because she wanted to please him with her obedience. Another ten ardent strokes to her ass, with just the slightest distress lifting into the air, and he was done.


  Stern, feeling Robyn’s hot ass, took inspiration from the wagging tortured orbs and began to finger her, not in her cunt, but in her anus. Finding cream in her bedside stand, he lubricated the opening and shoved several fingers inside the tight region. He listened to her gasp quietly and watched her flinch, but was heartened by the fact that she didn’t protest a move he’d never made with her before. As he felt her body relax and the opening accept a deep penetration, he knew she was ready for his cock. Fully erect, he entered her ass and began to take that orifice in sure steady strokes.


  Robyn wasn’t silent then, though she cried as much from pleasure as she did from pain. The twin states existed simultaneously so she had no choice but to welcome this crude love. When he finally shot inside her, he did so while he fingered her cunt below. She was ready to climax moments after he toppled to the bed beside her. He refused to speak when they were finished, but this night he remained until morning, allowing her to fix him breakfast before he made the trek back up the mountain.


  “How’s your ass?” he asked when breakfast was finished.


  “Fine, just fine,” she said, still feeling a little weak.


  “Good,” he answered with a nod and he said no more.


  Robyn was anxious, confused and bewildered by his power over her. But she was very much in love. As her rational mind brooded over the quirky nature of their affair, her body day after day agreed to its strange and sometimes painful twists.


  


  After three months of living with his quixotic appearances, Stern didn’t appear for five days straight—the longest time they’d been apart. Robyn worried that something had happened on top of his mountain. Fretting over his absence on the fifth evening she decided that if he didn’t make a midnight appearance in her bed, she would go to him the next morning—even though she knew he’d be furious with her for coming alone. The three miles to his cabin were a steep trek, but one she’d made so many times in the past two months she believed she knew it as well as Cole.


  When she woke the next day with no lover in her bed, she promptly dressed for the trip, packed her knapsack with everything she needed and began the hike. It was one of those glorious mountain days she enjoyed, though it was so much like the auspicious day she met Cole Stern she wondered if that boded well for her journey. However refusing to let any fear get in the way, she set out glad she was taking this much initiative in her submissively inclined relationship.


  It took over an hour to get to the mountaintop and she was breathing hard when she arrived. Her first gaze into the clearing where Cole’s cabin stood, she immediately breathed a sigh of relief. He was at the woodpile, chopping wood. In just his trousers, she could see his tanned flesh, and how his sinewy muscles flexed as he moved deftly with the ax in hand. Her belly quivered delightfully until she remembered that he wasn’t expecting her. If he was all right, then why didn’t he seek her out for nearly six days? Was he no longer interested in her?


  


  “Cole?” she found herself speaking timidly as she approached him from behind.


  He wasn’t shocked to hear her, no jolt of surprise. Almost as if he expected her. Stopping his work, he carefully laid down his tool and turned slowly to her.


  “Last time wasn’t enough for you?” he greeted her. “You really want your ass blistered?”


  “I was worried about you,” she immediately jumped in.


  “And what had you worried?” he asked, keeping an awkward distance between them both physically and emotionally. She shuddered to the core fearing the worst.


  “That something had happened to you,” she began. He remained stoic and unmoved in front of her. “That you didn’t want me anymore,” she continued. “That I’d done something to upset you …” Her voice trailed off as she stared into the man’s eyes. His gaze was ruthless, invested with anger, annoyance and yes, affection.


  “I expected as much,” he finally replied.


  “That I’d come?”


  “That you’d get impatient and demanding and be foolishly climbing the mountain to annoy me.”


  “I was getting frantic,” she added.


  “And you have no faith, woman. No trust at all. I should kick you out of my life for being so doubtful. Haven’t I proven my feelings dozens of times?”


  “Yes,” she returned humbly.


  “Good test for you then.”


  “You were testing me?”


  “Seeing how far my influence goes with you, how compliant you’ve become. It doesn’t appear I’ve made much of a dent in your obstinate womanly need to control.”


  “Oh, but you have!”


  “Don’t argue with me, you’d bust my balls in a minute to have your power.”


  “That is not true!” she spat out angrily.


  “Then tell me what is,” he declared.


  “I love you,” she said. “Hopelessly. I’m miserable the days we’re apart. I want to be with you and it hurts without you. I don’t want to control you,” she emphasized ‘don’t’. “If I appear too forward, it’s because I don’t know how to be more submissive.”


  He actually laughed. “There was never a truer statement spoken,” he said.


  “This is hard for me, Cole. Like having my thinking turned upside down. But I’m willing.” It was painful to say it, to sound so sappy and humbled in front of a man. But she was feeling desperate. “Haven’t I followed your rules to this point?”


  “To a point it’s easy,” he said. “But like most women, being compliant is not something that lasts.”


  “So you were testing me to see if I’d fail?”


  “Oh, yes.”


  There were tears in her eyes, feeling the relationship slipping away. Though she wondered why it mattered so much. After spending a long time in silence, no word from Cole to suggest his feelings, she finally turned and started toward the path home.


  “Where do you think you’re going!” he bellowed when she was five paces away.


  She stopped.


  “I assume that I failed,” she answered him without turning around.


  “Face me, woman,” he ordered.


  She obeyed.


  “It’s true you failed, but I planned on that at least once. Don’t worry, I won’t hold it against you. It simply means you realize that you have a ways to go before you call yourself submissive. As long as there is that rebellious streak in you, then we’ll have to fight.”


  “Perhaps I like my rebellious streak,” she said, with just a little more defiance than would be prudent.


  “Perhaps I like it too?” he replied.


  She was baffled by him.


  “No rebellion, no spark—no fireworks between us,” he said. “This way I have lots to punish you for, lots to enjoy, and you’ll have lots to cry and moan and sweat about.”


  “Then you want me to be defiant?” she said.


  “I want you to surrender to me, but I don’t expect it to be easy. I expect it will be a challenge. It would be no great fun if you laid yourself down before me. I like the challenge of seeing you submit a piece at a time, of seeing you struggle and then relinquish your need to control. The truth is: it’s more honest that way because you’ve been so well schooled in being a bitch. If you didn’t occasionally forget yourself and misbehave then we wouldn’t have the joy of creating a grand reunion. Now take down your pants and lie over the tree stump, I’ll strap you there.”


  “In the open?”


  “I could tie you to a tree and really whip you,” he suggested.


  She shuddered letting the picture of that appear in her mind. Then gazing toward the stump, she imagined it a fate she could handle. Following his orders, Robyn strode past the man and stood before the woodpile and sawdust, gingerly removing her shorts. When they were at her ankles, she repeated the act with her panties. All the while Stern watched her impassively.


  Naked from the waist down, Robyn brushed off the top of the stump and lay over the scratchy surface.


  “I want your ass high,” Stern instructed, so she moved her crotch directly over the very top and braced herself with her hands on the other side. “Part your thighs,” he added. And she complied with that too.


  For a moment, she was confused when he moved away from her to the cabin. Thinking that he’d use the belt he liked so much, she realized she was wrong, when he returned with a mighty looking piece of leather in hand. More like an old-fashioned razor strop and this broad piece would cover far more flesh in one stoke than his belt. And it was long so he could stand far enough away to draw back his arm and make the impact more serious. Cringing, she realized that he was taking her to a new level of punishment and submission. As much as she desired this, she was deathly afraid. Gritting her teeth, she held fast.


  Stern strapped her hard. His leather kissed the flesh, burned the skin and jolted her far more deeply than the surface. She cried from the beginning as he suspected she would. Her anguished retorts echoed in the clear mountain air as though she was singing them to the world. If she had half a mind to think of it, she might have subdued herself, lest she call attention to her plight. But at the moment her voice was the only way to protest the pain. Her ass and even her thighs took a heavy beating. The red flesh looked raw and mottled. There’d be bruises by morning, and marks left. But he knew she’d love them when it was over.


  Ripping into her with dozens of stinging shots, the leather danced as her bottom danced, until he saw how she began to accept, not fight, the pain. Her body was reaching that delirious high that could not distinguish between pain and joy. She’d never reached quite such a state with him, and he was grateful she found it this time. It gave him hope that she’d be staying for more.


  When he stopped, he dropped the strap to the ground.


  “Pull yourself up on the stump so I can have you,” he ordered.


  With his help, Robyn followed his order, finding both hands and knees precariously balancing on the old pine trunk. She felt too weak to stay posed that way. But Stern’s large hands held her small hips in their grasp. And thankfully he was quick to take the pleasure of her succulent cunt. When he was finished, he tapped her ass with his receding stalk a bit of the salty cum stinging the roughed-up skin.


  “Go the house, to bed, and strip off your clothes,” he said.


  “You’re going to punish me again?” she asked feeling wary yet still well tamed.


  “I’ll do as I want,” he informed. “You just obey.”


  Racing toward the house, Robyn did as she was told and hurriedly stripped. It took Cole nearly a half-hour to join her in bed and she waited anxiously for him. Her body was hot, wanting him more than anything in the world.


  Once he joined her they spent several hours atop his brown comforter. With the first eager orgasm out of the way, he had her more slowly, but with the same domineering and steadfast purpose. She conformed to him like clay to be molded, accepted his further punishments when he whacked her ass with his hand or a thin stick he’d brought in from the woods. He kept her rear cheeks hot and punished, and her pussy wet. He kept her mind bewildered and grasping for answers, and her body in a constant state of arousal. By the time he was exhausted, she was exhausted too.


  “So, how do you feel?” he asked her, when he was finally ready to speak.


  “Well fucked,” she replied a smile breaking out on her lips.


  “And do you understand what’s happening to you?”


  “No,” she shook her head.


  “Then that’s good. It will be easier to surrender that way. Easier to let go.”


  “I love you, Cole Stern,” she said.


  He nodded, almost smiling. “And I love you too,” he replied.


  It was the first time he’d uttered those words. Like a flowery fragrance, like the first aroma of spring, like the taste of wine on the lips or the feel of satin on the skin it caressed her spirit with the only answer she need for why. There were tears in her eyes.


  “I’ll train you well to mind me,” he went on. “You’ll come to thrive on surrender, because it’s what you desire.”


  “How do you know that so well?” she found herself asking.


  “How does spring know when to break forth, or birds to fly south, or the human heart to give itself. Don’t try to reason this, Robyn,” he said stroking her face kindly. “These answers aren’t written in reason, they come from here.” He pressed his hand to her crotch and squeezed it gently. “And here.” He pressed the same hand between her breasts.


  That was the one thing that made sense to her—that and the peace that swept her away. She smiled and with one tender tug to bring his face to hers she kissed him wholly giving him everything. She knew she’d give him even more, until there was nothing left to give. And even then, she’d find something else she’d forgotten, or he’d remind her of places in herself she’d not yet explored. It seemed like theirs would be a long journey before they could call it finished—if they ever did.
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