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  A Wild Night On The Island


  I looked at his cold and condescending face, thinking of how much I’d always wanted to be marooned on a luxurious wind swept island with a mysterious and dashing lover.  But it was just my luck to be stuck on this tattered piece of earth in the middle of a monsoon, marooned in a dirty rattrap hotel with the prick of the century!  


  I knew Peter Britain well.  For five years I’d slaved for him in his video company, watching this perfection of manhood, with all the charisma of a moviestar, bend the world around him to suit his designs.  The women that had been on his arm were countless, beautifully composed specimens of femininity with flawless skin, tiny bodies and clothes that cost a fortune.  Peter, himself, seemed flawless to me, his sandy brown hair so perfectly groomed,  his classically chiseled cheek bones and clear sharp eyes with his high arched brows made it hard for me not to stare at him. 


  Me, with my mass of curly dark locks, my slightly exaggerated features—mother always said they give me character —and my mundane secretary’s wardrobe, I always felt like the frumpy old spinster next to Peter Britain’s well-perfected life.


  I was his “right-hand-man”, or so he occasionally called me.  Just one of the guys, I suppose.  Always there, always ready to do his bidding, working long hours days in a row with little more than a quick smile as a reward, and a few extra dollars in my paycheck.  Yes, I was appreciative of the money he sent my way, but it was never personal the way I thought it should be between such close working professionals.


  And still, being with him every day for such a long time, it was hard not to fantasize about the man.  In fact, we’d even started something about a year after I came to work for him, while I was still smitten with the crush of the century on my gorgeous boss.  He took me out to dinner after several late nights, even brought me roses once.  I longed for him with all my heart, but I was cautious, maybe too cautious.  The fling that went nowhere seemed to disappear for lack of interest.  


  After a year of mooning over him, hoping that he’d ask me out one more time, I decided to quit pining for him.  Whatever he wanted, I apparently didn’t have, and I forced myself to give it up and remain Miss Nobody in his world.  After all, I did have my own life, terrific friends, some very terrific boyfriends, and a wild enough sex life to suit my fancy.  Peter probably wouldn’t have understood me anyway, my fascination for the unusual, including my sometimes kinky sexual fantasies, not the least of which was having my bottom spanked.


  It didn’t happen with every lover, but occasionally I’d share a fantasy with a very opened minded boyfriend, and I’d get my wish, a rollicking joyride over a man’s lap, getting the living daylights paddled out of my naked bottom.  Of course the wildest sex would follow, which was always the best part.  Sometimes, I thought myself the weirdest person on earth, but then who was it harming, anyway?


  Sometimes, I thought of Peter taking me over his lap.  His stern and dictatorial manner seemed to lend itself so well to the dominant sort of man I dreamed about most often.  But no way would that happen.  He was in a different league than me, looking for something I couldn’t furnish him.  I’d never be perfection like he was used to.  I had to remain me, which was sometimes scruffy, sometimes daring, and often sexually provocative in my own unique ways.


  No, I’d decided after my first two years of wishing for something I couldn’t have, that I was better off without a man like my boss.  I’d leave Peter to his own world.  Even when on some rare occasion, Peter Britain would turn gracious, and out of the blue invite me to one of his dreadfully dull cocktail parties, or suggest we grab a late night pizza because we’d been working late, I discouraged him.  I was sure of my conclusions and adamant about maintaining a rightful distance.


  All conclusions aside, being marooned on a retched island with him was another matter altogether.  I had no desire to be alone with him for god knows how long, the sole recipient of his dictatorial wishes, and having my sexual yearnings playing havoc with me.


  It was all his fault we were in this stupid predicament in the first place.  That was something to be angry with from the beginning.  Realizing that there was a storm approaching fast and no way to get off the island until the next day, I decided to be miserable.  Storming into the old lobby, I plunked down in a squishy overstuffed chair and pouted.


  “I suppose we’d better make the best of it,” Peter said, as I watched him shake off his drenched parka and hang it by the rattling door.


  “Best of it?  How’s that?”


  “A fire would be nice, don’t you think?”


  “I’m not cold,” I answered, not knowing why I was acting so snippy, but it seemed appropriate.


  “Hey, it won’t be long.  There should be a boat back here to get us by morning.”


  “Let’s hope so.”


  “Then how about some food.”


  “I suppose you want me to whip something up in that kitchen?” I asked him.


  “Just get the sandwiches from the cooler.  I’ll make a fire.”


  I shrugged and leapt off the chair, heading toward the kitchen where our few meager stores sat on the broken tiled counter.  It was the last of a whole galley full of food that had fed our crew and cast that afternoon, before the winds had forced everyone off the island.  Everyone except Peter and me.  How ironic.


  ***


  We were sharing two bowls of soup by a raging fire an hour later, and my mood hadn’t changed.  Peter, on the other hand, was being exceeding friendly, trying to engage me in conversation.


  “Glad we got these videos shot, before this happened.”


  “You know, I told you this wasn’t a good time of year down here.”


  “Might I remind you, we have deadlines.  And you were the one that set the schedule,” he said.


  “Yes, deadlines.”  I sighed deeply and turned away from him looking at the flames leaping wildly inside the grate.  


  Peter said no more, and I got up to wander about the hotel lobby, perusing racks of beat up magazines and novels, the frayed tourist information on the desk, and dusty paintings on the walls.  Such a boondoggle, choosing this ancient and deserted place.  Peter thought it would be perfect for the commercial we were shooting, just the right brand of decay he wanted and we didn’t have to build a set at all.  


  “I think I’ll go out and see what the weather’s doing,” I told him, as I moved to the courtyard door.


  “You will not!” Peter suddenly barked at me.


  “What?” I turned about surprised by his sharp retort.


  “Samantha, there’s a storm raging out there.  It’s hardly time for a pleasant stroll.”


  “The wind’s died down,” I assured him, even though I could still hear it howling.  I tried the locked door.


  “You’re not going out!” he roared at me again, over the sound of the rattling wood, and the incessant swooshing noise of the wind outside.


  I was dumbfound.  Never in five years had Peter sounded off to me so passionately.  His criticisms were normally leveled at me with sarcasm and a judgmental cool.


  “Why this all of a sudden.  You care about me?” I asked in wonder.


  “Of course, I care,” he looked at me as if I was totally stupid.


  “Oh.”  That was my only response, the entire exchange still quite unbelievable.


  I wandered about the lobby for a time, marveling about what power I had to provoke him.  After all these years, such a response.  Taking a corridor at one end of the room, I disappeared into a section of the hotel where our crew hadn’t gone.  Exploring at bit, I poked inside rooms and closets finding nothing, and was suddenly aware of the oddest sensation at my back.  Jerking about, I was shocked to find Peter just a foot away.


  “What the hell are you doing!” I jumped back.  “You scared the living daylights out of me.”


  “Sorry, I was beginning to wonder where you were.”


  “I’m fine.”


  “I didn’t want you going out.”


  “You don’t need to be a nursemaid.”


  “Yes, but I am responsible for your safety while you’re here.”


  “I never thought of if that way,” I retorted, and I swept past him on the way back to the lobby.  How strange this was, Peter ordering me about, worrying over me.  It was curious, and unwelcomed, though I found myself responding with a familiar tingling sensation, and thoughts of dominant men swirling about my fantasies as I recalled some of my startling daydreams.


  After a few hours of relative boredom sitting uncomfortably in a chair trying to read an incomprehensible and very dog-eared novel, I struck out again to explore.  This time, Peter was in the makeshift outhouse/bath, and I could get away without a fuss.


  Another hour passed by, as I traipsed up the old staircase and scouted about the rooms, finding one particularly interesting find: what was once the luxury suite, still looking as if it was outfitted for royalty with an enormous wooden bed surrounded by now faded drapes.  Tugging on the old furnishings, I was thinking I might even try to sleep there; but my quest was altered when I kicked up so much dust I choked, and had to leave the room.


  Just as I was returning to the hallway, I ran smack dab into Peter.


  “You know, Samantha,” he said scowling, “you’re really annoying me.  This isn’t a safe place, and you’re running off to god knows where like some restless little kid.  Please stay in the lobby.  I don’t need you getting hurt somewhere.”


  “Thanks for caring, Peter,” I replied.  “But I’ll take care of myself.”


  “That’s an order,” he snapped, and in such a unexpected tone of voice.  I was too flustered to argue.  Not seeing any sign of agreement from me, Peter grabbed my arm, and hauled me back down to the lobby, shoved me into a chair, and stared down at me sternly.


  “Don’t move,” he said.


  “Don’t move?” I queried.  


  “Or I’ll … ” he stopped.


  “Or what?” I wondered aloud.


  “Or I’ll take you over my knee and spank you like a kid.”


  Somehow the way Peter said that was perfectly logical, when it might never have been a logical thing for him to say before.  Perhaps because we were so isolated, feeling cut-off from reality, the howling wind, the darkening sky around us.  Perhaps our minds were playing cruel tricks on us, spinning us away into another time and place.  Then again, perhaps Peter was simply pissed at me, and his comment was perfectly natural.


  Regardless, the effect of his pronouncement was alarming.  All those spanking stories I’d read, and all those daydreams I recalled about Peter, and all the lusty excursions I’d had over men’s laps were returning to my mind in one quick flash. 


  “You’ve got to be kidding,” I said, when I finally came back to my senses.


  “No, I’m not.  You’ve been acting like an spoiled and angry brat all afternoon, and I’ve had enough.”


  The strange sensations in my body were not stopping, I found my body responding to Peter’s admonishment with such a sexual charge, I thought I was going to be orgasmic on the strength of his suggestion alone.  With Peter staring down at me, in this oddest of odd circumstances, my body jerked with lust.  I hoped he hadn’t seen it.  I know the word “spank”—a real operative word in my sexual dictionary—had the power to excite me readily.   But this!  This was ridiculous, coming from Peter.  It sounded like real punishment.  Did he really mean it?  And was that exciting me too?


  Not taking his eyes from me, Peter was expecting some response, but I had none to give him.  


  “You want to tell me why you’re so angry?” he finally broke the silence and asked.


  “I wouldn’t think you cared,” I snapped.


  “Samantha, we’ve known each other for years, and you’ve never acted like this.”


  “I could say the same for you,” I retorted.  “To start, I don’t see why we couldn’t have made some better arrangements to get back to the mainland before this storm hit.  You were foolish and shortsighted staying here just to “finish up”.  And look at us now!  This whole situation is ridiculous.  You’ve messed up all my plans for the entire weekend, likely put us off schedule, when you thought you were saving time.  I don’t know when I’ve ever been so mad at you.  Now do you understand?”  


  My eyes must have been shooting darts the way he backed off just a bit.  But it was only a momentary bauble, because his eyes were flashing sharply a second later. 


  “Well, my sassy assistant, let me remind you that your failing to have the arrangements made for yesterday cost us one entire day.  If we had it planned right in the first place, we wouldn’t have been here to begin with, and we wouldn’t be stuck here now.”


  “You know, this is just like you, assuming you’re so fucking right all the time.  And every peon like me around you is nothing but someone to step on, and walk over, and demand perfection from.”


  “Boy are you way out of line,” Peter snapped back at me.  “You certainly aren’t a peon in my company, and I’ve never thought of you that way.”


  “Well you certainly act like you do,” I told him.


  “And your stubborn will, and cold aloofness isn’t particularly heartwarming,” he shot back.  “I’ve tried making pleasant conversation with you hundreds of times, and you brush me off like you don’t want anything to do with me.”


  “Me!” I shouted.  “You’re accusing me of being cold!”


  “You’re about as frigid as that storm out there,” he blared pointing to the unrelenting wind and rain outside.


  “Frigid.  Why you contemptible ass!” 


  I charged up out of the chair, knowing I was totally out of control, and bolted toward the outside, only to have Peter anticipate my move, and capture me with his strong arms before I could get the stuck door free.  Dragging me back before the fire, I was over his lap, his right hand coming down on my bottom with a steady rain of smacks before my mind could reason this out.


  “You asshole!” I roared.  But he wasn’t letting up.  Through my thin skirt and panties, I was beginning to feel quite a burn, and though I vowed not to feel it as sexual heat, I couldn’t help the instantaneous burst of fire that lit my entire loins.  I struggled.  I squirmed.  I shouted holy hell.  But Peter was the most adamant and angered that I’d ever seen him, refusing to stop for any reason.


  I was livid, swearing like a drunken seaman, beating at his legs with my hands, and flailing my legs wildly behind me.  To my further woe, he finally slowed his frenzied pace to a milder but steady smack smack smack of his palm against my bottom; and there was a sudden roar of savage desire I couldn’t shake off.  


  I was captured in his arms, the spanking done.  He pulled me up to him and we were kissing with a fury neither of us expected.  Without a word being spoken we were pulling clothes away, tossing them every which way across the dusty floor.  Our hands were making journeys they had no right to make.  Traveling between each other’s legs, as we fell against the old couch and began to screw each other in heated abandon.  His mouth was pressed to mine, my crotch to his.  With his erection prodding me sharply, my hips reached up to greet each thrust with rapturous glee.


  The only way to end this unexpected copulation was a joint orgasmic surge that swept gratefully through both our bodies, ending with the two of us collapsing together in a sweaty heap.


  “My god!  What the hell just happened!” I whispered passionately, as Peter fell off of me.


  “We just made love,” he murmured an exhausted reply.


  “No!” I countered him.  “We just fucked.”


  I bolted upright, and climbed over his body, grabbing for my clothes.  When I couldn’t put them on fast enough, I gathered them in my arms and raced for the kitchen.  Damn! There was so much going on my head, I didn’t know if I could stop it.  The storm, the wind, Peter, spanking, fucking, bodies, heat.  Finally dressed, I stared out the window at the battering storm.  I was glad to be alone for a few minutes to think this through.  Unfortunately, I wasn’t alone for long.  I felt Peter behind me, his hands on my shoulders turning me around.  I know I was shaking like a leaf in his hands.


  “You and I are not going to ignore this,” he told me, in the no nonsense delivery I was accustomed to from him.  He was so calm and all business-like, the rush of emotion gone.  I thought I was safe; except that he was quite serious about his message.


  “Peter, how are we supposed to figure this out?” I asked him.  “It makes no sense at all.  You certainly don’t want me!”


  “Why would you say that?” he asked calmly.


  “Oh, good god, Peter.  We’ve been working together thick as thieves for five years, I might as well have been a man as a desirable woman.” 


  “It hasn’t always been that way,” he countered me.  “You seem to be forgetting how we began.”


  “Yeah, but that was over a long time ago.  You made that very clear to me.  All I’ve gotten from you is your chilly reserve since you decided I didn’t fit your standards.  You’ve been more interested in your cultured jet-set vixens than me.  And I’ve remained the ever faithful slave to your company.”  


  Peter’s focused stare relaxed a little, as he backed away.  “My, you do have things mixed up,” he said.  I guess he was surprised by my evaluation of the last three years.


  “No.  I don’t have things mixed up.  You’ve been in your glorious world, while I’ve been in my not so glorious one.  Let’s just keep that straight.”


  “Can we now?” he asked, as if I was forgetting the spontaneous combustion that ignited us minutes ago.


  “We have to,” I insisted.


  “Why?” he asked.


  I looked at him suspiciously.  “Are you serious?”


  “If you’ve noticed anything, you should have seen that I haven’t had a date in months, with anyone, let alone jet-setting vixens.”


  “I guess I stopped noticing your life,” I admitted.  “You’ve stopped dating.  Why?”


  I haven’t found the right woman, and I’m getting finicky.  I may have dated a lot of women, but that doesn’t mean I’ve found one I want to keep around.”


  “I see.”  That piece of information was interesting, but I still couldn’t believe he’d renewed his interest in me.


  “You’ve always intrigued me, Samantha.”


  “Intrigued?  Is that suppose to be a compliment, or something you say to your dutiful but dowdy assistant?”


  “Dowdy?  Where’d you get an idea like that?”  He was looking really surprised by my comments.  “I’d never think you’re dowdy.  You have the freshest most fascinating face I know.  You’re gutsy and a little wicked.  I guess I’d call you an unconscious libertine.”


  “You’ve noticed that?”  I was shocked.


  “We’ve been working together for five years,” he enunciated, as if it hadn’t quite dawned on me.  “I haven’t been working in a vacuum.”


  “Funny.  It’s felt like that to me.”  There was something tender coming from him to me, but I was still backing away from it.  “I don’t know how to love you, Peter, if that’s what you thinking.  I don’t even think I know you.”


  He smiled.  “Well, you know me better than you did yesterday.”  


  Yes.  We’d just screwed like two maniacs.  And now his eyes were so luscious surrounding me with such sensuous charm, I was wondering if I was going to melt. 


  “Are you really suggesting a relationship?” I asked.


  “I think we should keep our minds open,” he replied.  “Besides you’re the first woman I’ve had the pleasure of spanking, and if I read that situation right, you begged for it and loved every minute of it.”  A sharp spark replaced the sensuality in his eye, as if he knew even more about me than he was letting on.


  And good god!  He was right about my loving every minute of being spanked.  I did love it, and he knew it!  What was I getting myself into?


  I went a little crazy hearing his pronouncement, and bolted from the kitchen just to get away from his physical closeness.  I almost thought he was going to descend on me again and I would have fainted from too much trauma all at once.  I categorically refused to talk to him for the next two hours, rebuffing any of his kind attempts.  But Peter was quite patient cooling his heels, busily occupying himself editing a script while I stewed over my life.  His last remarks to me were brief and succinct, quite like Peter was all the time, like he knew he’d have his way with me,  “We will talk about this more, Sam,” he said.  “About you and me.  I won’t let it slide.  And just in case you were considering doing something else stupid in this storm, don’t even think about leaving here.  I’ll blister your ass if you so much as try to leave the hotel.” 


  He said it with finality, then flashed me one of his warm ingratiating smiles, and went back to working leaving me sitting in an astonished stupor.


  I couldn’t think of anything worse than being locked in this grimy hell-hole, forced to face feelings I just wasn’t ready to look at.  It had been three long years of squashing every thought of Peter Britain from my mind.  I wonder if I hadn’t made myself a little crazy existing in such a duplicitous life, working with Peter day in and day out, only to hide away anything personal in some dark recess of my demented psyche.  I couldn’t stand the idea that things might change between us.  I didn’t trust him, and I could hardly stand sitting in the same room with him, thinking he was waiting for me to come to my senses and give our relationship another try.


  When I finally spied Peter leaning back in his chair closing his eyes to rest, I decided it was my chance to escape from his ever watchful protection.  Taking a quick journey down one lonely corridor in the hotel, I found a back door that Peter wouldn’t hear creaking open.  Just a little fresh air was what I needed, so I stole out into the night, relishing the wild air that greeted my nostrils.  


  On finding this little piece of heaven in the out-of-doors, I discovered that the worst of the raging tempest was over, and there was just fresh, brisk, windy air to clear my muddled head.  I didn’t go far, but managed to feel some of myself return to me, as I tried to make sense of this weird night.  


  I was certain that it was just our mutually provoked emotions exploding in an accidental clash—nothing more than a moment to wash away tensions that sometimes require a monumental brouhaha.  In the past, and it had only happened a handful of times in all our years together, we’d have a donnybrook of a war over something minuscule.  Our difference over some minor business detail would ignite tensions that mounted easily in our stressful job.  We’d be like two fighting cats, snarling and biting at each other—Peter’s wicked sarcasm usually winning out.  But our rows were usually over quickly.  Deciding to avoid each other for the remainder of the day, the two of us would return the next to say with some reasoned calm, “I lost my head, I’m sorry, let’s just compromise.”  And we always did.


  This night could be nothing more than another stress inspired argument, I was certain, as I gazed into the inky black of the sky, happy to find that the clouds were breaking up.  No, this was just another small war of tense and anxious business associates that ended with a bang so to speak.  Because the time was right and there was noxious storm raging out side, and this strange island had taken away our sense of reason and good judgment.


  I decided all this in my excursion into the wild night air, and when I finally went back inside, I was feeling so much better.  However, on closing my out-of-the-way door behind me, I found myself looking at Peter, his eyes fixed on me in a lethal stare.  Certainly, our time apart had not helped his reason return, even if it had done so much for mine.


  “Peter, you’d be surprised out there.  The storm’s nearly gone.  Oh, there’s a little wind, but it is refreshing.  If we were lucky we might even see a few stars before dawn, or at least the sun in the morning.”


  “Really,” he replied, still looking at me sternly.


  “And I did a little thinking while I was drinking it all in.”


  “Oh?”


  “Yes, I don’t think our little … you know, um, incident is about a relationship at all.”


  “Is that so?” he asked.


  “Yes.  I have it completely figured out.”  My!  I was sounding reasonable and I was very proud of myself, in spite of the strange look he was giving me.


  “I see.”


  “It’s tension, Peter.  We get this way sometimes, and I think this place, this creaky old hotel ….”  I looked up into the high ceiling, noting the cobwebs and dust.  “We just exploded in a different way this time.  Is it really that unusual?”  I started to make my way back to the lobby, with Peter following close behind.


  “That’s very interesting, Samantha, but I think you have it figured all wrong.”


  “Really?”  Of course he had it figured differently, and he had to be right.


  “In the first place we don’t go screwing each other on some whim, even if this setting is kind of weird.  It’s not like either of us.  In the second place, it seems you pretty quickly forgot my promise to you.”


  “Promise?”  Oh! that promise, I suddenly remembered his vow to spank me again.  He couldn’t really mean that.


  “Come here,” he said, and it was an order, his voice lowering to a sensuous baritone.


  “You’re not going to spank me again?” I asked him.  I could already feel the sexual heat building in me.  The passion for Peter I’d squelched was rising to the surface once again, much to my distress.  And it was leaking out all over the place.  The thought of him spanking me made my bottom tingle, the idea of his cock planted between my legs again was making my sex juice.  Strange how my fancy figuring and conclusions were out the window, swept away by something much bigger than logic and sane thinking.


  “I think blister your ass was the term I used,” Peter replied to my question.


  “I don’t know about this … ” I hedged.


  “I do,” he replied firmly.  “If you gave me the time, I could think of a hundred things to spank you for, but none is so important as the sheer joy I’m going to feel seeing your naked end bobbing before my eyes, red as a beet.  I guess I didn’t get enough of it before.”


  “God god!  You’re going to lift my skirt too?”


  “No.  You are.”


  “You’re kidding?”  But by then, I knew he wasn’t.  The way our eyes locked, I could see nothing but sincerity in his expression.  I was transfixed, as if I was dreaming it.  And everything that followed seemed to happen in slow motion.


  Peter was ordering me.  His authoritative voice, the dictator in him rose up to draw me into him for another certain battle.  And I was complying as if I was putty in his authoritative hands.  So much fantasy was being lived in that incomparable moment.  Could it really be happening?  


  Oh, yes, it certainly was!


  By his command, my skirt went up, I went over his lap, my panties came down, and so did my hairbrush that Peter had decided to use.  The repeated smacks took me to oblivion: harsh, fierce and unrelenting, they seemed to go on forever.


  This time, methodical, purposeful and lasting, I found myself yielding to him, when I’d protested so mightily before.  My mind was taking sudden leaps, bounding over all my reluctance, as I realized how serious Peter was about his treatment of me, and even our potential relationship.


  My whole backside burned, the spanking going on for nearly a half hour.  After all, we had all the time in the world.  He lay into me with a brisk smack of the brush, then paused for a moment until I quieted.  Then he started again.  Three times, I thought he was about to quit, only to have him make my bottom burn all the more.  


  I cried, I wailed, and at the end, because it was getting so painful, I protested too, though it was not the vicious complaint of the first time.  By that time, I think he actually had some sympathy for me, the way he slowed down considerably, and each final stroke was more arousing than it was painful.


  When Peter finally finished, he let go the hairbrush, and placed his warm hand on my hot bottom.  Caressing me, we were both aroused so I knew exactly how this scene would end, and I welcomed it gratefully.


  It felt like slow motion again, the way he moved me into his surrounding arms, our clothes falling away until there was none remaining.  There was just two very naked souls cozying into each other for a long and satisfying moment of sexual release.  


  This time before the warming fire, we didn’t just fuck, we made love.


  I didn’t bolt the room, I didn’t even try.  We were lying side by side naked hearing the crackling flames, and shooing sparks away.  I suspect we were both wondering what to say.


  “How did you know I’d like getting spanked?” I finally asked him.  


  He chuckled softly.  “Actually, I saw some of your reading material once.  You left a magazine wide open on your desk, a spanking publication, so the contents suggested.”


  “How long ago was that?” I asked, remembering back to the time when I subscribed to all kinds of nasty literature to whet my sexual appetites.


  “Two years, at least.  And you now what?”


  “What?”


  “I’ve been thinking of paddling you behind ever since.”


  “Really?”  I was in awe.  “You mean to tell me that you’ve been fantasizing…”


  “I’ve been undressing your derriere for years, imagining my hand raising a nasty crimson blush, and your poor struggling, furious body, finally relenting to me.  Just like tonight.”


  “Oh, my god!” I gasped.  I was so embarrassed by the idea, I had to put it out of my head, for fear of running away from him again.


  “Surprise you?” Peter asked.  He turned over and made me do the same so we were face to face, chest to chest, crotch to crotch.  He reached out and cupped my ass cheek in his palm and squeezed.  


  “Surprise!  I’m shocked, mortified, astounded, flabbergasted …” 


  I would have gone on, but he was laughing at me.  “Yep.  For as long as you’ve been a saucy brat, I’ve been plotting this night.”


  “You mean …” My mind raced to his answer.


  “No. I didn’t plan the storm,” he said.  “That was a pleasant coincidence, though I do think when you want something bad enough, nature cooperates.”


  “I don’t believe this,” I told him.


  But then he was kissing me, and I was responding again; and I spent the remainder of our reckless ride that turbulent night in a pleasant state of amazed oblivion in the arms of the man I’d been loving for five, long unrequited years. 


  ***


  It wasn’t all so rosy getting back to real life.  But the relationship didn’t end, just as Peter promised it wouldn’t the day he dropped me at my apartment door, dead tired from our strange adventure.


  When I flew nervously into the office the next day, he was already there, a normal occurrence; and he was typically annoyed with my late arrival.  I think I’d been late every day for five years.  I considered it my one small infraction he wouldn’t dare hold against me with all the late nights I willingly worked for him.


  “I see you’re not planning any changes right off,” Peter said to me sarcastically, when I brought the production schedule to his desk.


  “What changes would that be?” I asked him, looking at him rather nervously, wondering if this was really the same man that had kept my ass perpetually spanked and my cunt perpetually fucked for nearly twenty-four blissful hours.


  “You know how I hate you’re being late,” he said.


  “But that’s how I stay in control,” I answered smugly.


  “Is that so?” he answered and he dropped the conversation, preferring to bury himself in work that was really quite pressing.  


  I could hardly expect a personal conversation so early in the morning and with so much work to do.  Though I vowed that Peter would declare himself to me before noon, or I’d be confronting him with the promises that lingered in my mind the whole night before.


  About midday, actually it was eleven thirty-five when he called me into his office.  I remembered because I’d been watching the clock wondering when something would happen.


  “So, we have a relationship now?” he said in the clear clipped tones of his usual business talk.


  “That’s what I’m told,” I answered, suddenly feeling a wicked rush of sexual memory take charge of my loins.  Oh, they were still sore, as was my bottom from all the vigorous activity our marooned night on the island had brought it.


  “Then let’s get this over with,” he said, still refraining from any kind of defining emotion that would telegraph his feelings.  Just like Peter Britain, I thought. 


  “Get what over with?” I asked him.


  “Your first office spanking,” he said.


  “Whatever for?” I asked.


  “Isn’t being late a good enough reason?”


  “But I’m always late,” I protested.


  “And that’s going to stop,” he told me flatly.


  “Why should that stop, when I’m working late, burning your mid-night oil for you!”  I was incensed and righteously so.


  “Well, since you’re going to be spending your evenings with me, I think you’d better get an earlier start on the day.  And just to remind you how serious I am, you can get spanked now.”


  I didn’t know whether to be livid or happy.  He was saying things I wanted to hear.  But I don’t suppose I’ll ever go willingly to a spanking.  The very thought is ridiculous.


  “Now, come here,” he said, that now familiar command in his voice.


  I was obliged to comply.  Just looking at Peter’s handsome face, thinking of Peter’s firm lap, and even firmer hand, his stiff cock, his luscious welcoming arms, I was hooked.


  He took me over his knees that morning, just as he’s done just about every other day since our grand revelations to each other.  He pulled up my dress, and down on my panties, and spanked me with a lusty fervor that drove me wild in an instant.  He wasn’t easy on me either.  I guess he never will be.  Somewhere in the back of my mind I remember that these offices were soundproof, and I was glad.  Oh! How I struggled and wailed against the treatment, knowing that his accusations were truly bogus.  But I didn’t mind that much.  


  When it was over, after my poor bottom was the color of my scarlet blouse, and there were tears starting to streak my eye make-up, and my clothes were all a mess because he didn’t seem to care how much I struggled with him, Peter lifted me up and smacked my aching ass cheeks against his hard oak desk.  Laying me back against it, he planted himself inside me.  My god!  It was heaven again.


  And that was the perfect beginning to our first real day together, and a perfect beginning to a whole new life.


  I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve this best-of-all-worlds happiness.  Sometimes I still pinch myself wondering if it’s really happening or just another of my Peter daydreams.  But when my boss, my lover, my husband, my dearest dominant master, Peter, takes me across his lap and gives me what for, I know it’s real.  How could I not, as much as it hurts?  


  I also know beyond a doubt how much he loves me, and how sweet the battle of our feisty partnership is to our satisfied souls.  


  How I managed to deserve this?  I haven’t a clue.  How two incompatible people like Peter and me could find such rapture?  It beats me.  Peter tells me our love was always destined to be.  He said he had it figured out from day we first started working together.  I sure wish he’d told me then, I could have saved myself a whole lot of grief.  


  But I guess my finally accepting this weird union just needed some divine intervention, and a raucous night, and a bold and daring Peter to initiate a necessary spanking.  I never expected that my kinky fixation could brew so much happy passion.  But what began in a tempest of a hellish storm, on a raggedy island, in a rickety hotel, has become one fine love affair to last forever.




  Hell To Pay


  “Out of the car, miss,” Officer Kenny Martins ordered.


  “No,” the sassy redhead snapped at him. 


  “I beg pardon your pardon, Melody Blue.  You’re getting  out of the car.”  


  The handsome dark hair officer stared kindly at the angry young woman.  His eyes were the droopy sexy kind that she found hard to look at, though she had no problem looking at his body.  She remembered seeing him once on the beach.  He had one of those hot bodies with huge arm muscles, a firm tight chest, and a small trim waist.  She wouldn’t mind seeing his flesh right now, though at the moment, he was just a cop in a spiffy blue uniform.  That wasn’t so bad either, the uniform was kinda sexy.


  Melody flashed him her best seductive green eyes, thinking of devilish things.  “I don’t care how you sweet talk me, Policeman Kenny, I ain’t movin,” she told him with a haughty singsong.  “I ain’t done anything wrong.”


  “Having trouble?” Kenny’s partner, Chip called to him.


  “We’ll see,” the blue-eyed officer replied, looking down at the girl determined not to let this one get to him.  He knew Melody Blue well enough, not personally; but she’d always been a mouthy brat on the edge of trouble most of the time.


  Chip came around the back of the car and started to open the door, but the young woman bolted to the other side of the vehicle and out the passenger door.  Kenny took off after her, catching her before she was twenty paces away, his strong arms going around her quickly.  The way she was struggling, it was the only way he could hang on until Chip got there with the cuffs.


  “Ouch!  You bit me!” he roared, looking down to see tooth marks in his arm.  Kenny let go of her, but by then Chip had her cuffed from behind, and was leading her to the patrol car.  


  ***


  “You want to tell me what you were doing on the reservoir road in the middle of the night with two thousand dollars in your backpack?” 


  They were in the interrogation room at the Travers Creek Police Department, the sassy redhead crossing her arms in front of her, saying nothing. 


  “We called your daddy, he’s coming in,” Kenny told her.  It’d be much easier if you just told me what you had going down.”


  “Nothing was going down!” Melody snapped.  “It was nothing but a little joy ride in the country.  I don’t need this bullshit.  Just let me go.”


  Kenny looked at her sternly, “Listen, miss, I don’t swear at you, you don’t swear at me.  You could be in a whole lot of trouble, or you could be in none at all.  You need to tell me the truth.  But first, you’re going to clean up your language, you hear?”


  “Asshole, why would I bother!” she taunted him.


  “Because if you don’t, I’ll take down your pants and blister your bottom.”


  She looked at him shocked.  “You can’t do that,” she answered in wide-eyed wonder.


  “You want to try me?” he asked.


  The girl eyed him for a minute and then sighed, exasperated. 


  “You lay a finger on me, asshole, and I’ll …”


  “You’ll what?”


  “The money’s mine.  And you bastards damn well better give it back to me,” Melody snapped at him.


  “What did I tell you about your mouth, young lady?”


  “Don’t call me, young lady!” she snapped.  “Please,” she added a second later, seeing Kenny’s blue eyes flash angrily.


  As angry as she was, she almost looked like she was going to cry.


  “All right, you don’t swear, I won’t call you, young lady.  How’s that?” the officer suggested.  She didn’t reply, but she looked okay with the suggestion.  “Now, tell me, what you were doing on the reservoir road with two thousand dollars in your backpack?” 


  “It’s my money, why can’t I have it with me.” 


  “I just need a little information, and I’ll see about getting it back for you.”


  “I don’t have anything to tell.  I’m eighteen, almost nineteen.  I’m on my own and have been for a long time.  I don’t need you high and mighty police butting into my business.”


  The door opened a moment later, Chip motioning for Kenny to follow him out.  After conferring with his partner he returned to Melody and smiled at her kindly.


  “Your daddy’s coming for the car in the morning,” he told her.


  “Oh.  Did he ask about me?” she wondered.


  “Just if you were all right.”


  “Great.”


  “You having problems with your dad?” Kenny asked. 


  “No problem, no problem at all,” she answered sarcastically.


  “He try to hurt you?”


  “Shit no.  It’s nothing like that.  He ignores me.  So what the hell do I have to complain about?”


  “He didn’t mention the two-thousand,” Kenny said. 


  “He shouldn’t.  He doesn’t know about it.  It’s mine!  I earned every penny waiting the counter at the five and dime.  Don’t you dare try to take that away from me.”  Her eyes suddenly flared like lightening striking fast.


  “Right now we’re holding it, until your story checks out.  You did take his car.”


  “Yeah, well, big deal.  He’s an asshole!” she seethed.


  “You want to stop with the language, or maybe you’d like a few swats on the butt,” Kenny said, reminding her of their agreement.


  “Excuse me,” she replied, mockingly sweet.


  “I think you better go home, I can take you.”


  “I ain’t going home,” Melody shook her head adamantly.  “And you can’t make me.”


  Kenny looked at the stubborn young woman and sighed.  She was a pretty thing, even when she was scowling, all that wild red hair and fine creamy complexion, and a body that no man could ignore.


  “Well then, there’s a room at the boarding house,” he suggested.  “You can come home with me.”


  “You!” she snapped.


  “Yeah me.  That way I can keep an eye on you.  It’s either that or I drive you home.”


  The girl was seething under her breath, but she was consenting at the same time.


  “And let me warn you, Miss Foul-mouth,” Kenny said, “you let loose with any four letter words and I’ll take you to Mrs. Buford’s woodshed and wail on your ass.”


  “Maybe I should go home with my daddy,” Melody snapped.


  “Fine with me.”


  The girl pouted for a moment.  “Okay, okay.  But just don’t hassle me.  I need my money.”


  “You can get it in the morning if you’re telling the truth.”


  “Morning,” she protested.


  “That’s the way things work around here.”


  “Oh, all right.  So, what did my daddy say anyway?”


  “He was angry, but he was in a hurry,” Kenny conceded, feeling a little sorry for her.


  “Figures,” she groaned.


  Melody Blue turned in on herself and wouldn’t speak again, though she didn’t mind Officer Kenny Martins taking her to Mrs. Buford’s boarding house.  She especially didn’t mind how kind he was, even if he was acting so fatherly and stern.  The more she gazed at his hot “official” looking body, the more the good looking young policeman aroused her.


  ***


  Later the next morning, Kenny was driving away from the boarding house to the station when he saw Melody taking off on foot toward the State Highway.  Her jean-clad bottom was swishing pretty nastily.  It was about as nasty as her disposition, and he smiled at the thought.


  “Hey, where are you off to?” he shouted at her from the patrol car.


  “Splittin’.”


  “What about your money?”


  “You ain’t gonna give it me, so why bother?”


  “Maybe we are?  Aren’t you leaving a little too soon?”


  “Hey, it’s my own life.”


  “Well, how about I buy you breakfast?”


  Melody stopped, which made Kenny think she really was hungry.


  “All right,” she shrugged. “Then, I’m splitting.”


  “Fair enough,” Kenny replied, and the girl jumped in the car.


  “Things so bad at home, you have to run off?” Kenny asked, as the two were eating bacon and eggs at the Sunshine diner.  “Maybe you could just talk to him, you could patch things up.”


  “Never,” she answered sullenly.  “He doesn’t want me, never has, especially since mama died.  Just off in his own world.”


  “So you were running away?” Kenny guessed.


  “Why’s it running away when I’m eighteen and have money of my own?”


  “I suppose it’s not,” Kenny agreed. “But you did take his car, and that’s wrong.  Besides, you have any idea how dangerous it is for a good looking girl like you hitching rides?”  He shook his head, knowing her brilliant wild hair and her well-built body made her the perfect mark for all sorts of catastrophes.  He’d seen plenty in his four years as a peace-officer.


  Melody shrugged.  “I can take care of myself.  That’s what girls like us do.  I’d find some other town without my daddy hanging over me.  Maybe waitress for a while, pick up some cash and buy my own car.  Then I don’t have to answer to no one.”


  “How about staying a while at the boarding house.  You can keep your job.  You work for Gus at the five and dime, right?”


  “Yeah.  But why do you care?” she asked.


  “Why not?  I don’t want to see you another statistic a few weeks down the road.”


  For an instant she looked as if she appreciated the sentiment, but then she bristled a bit and turned away, staring out the window.  “Well, I don’t really need anyone caring.  Besides, I’m certainly not going to stay in this hick town, not with my daddy pissed at me.  No, I’m outta here.”  Finishing her plate of eggs and toast, she picked up her backpack and stared to leave.  “Thanks for the meal.”


  “Hey,” Kenny caught her.  “If you’re going to go, that’s fine.  But at least stay around until they release your money.”


  “You really think they are going to let me have it?”


  “Good chance,” he said.


  She looked as if she wanted to believe him, but she wasn’t certain.  “Aw.  This is stupid!” she said, shaking her head and sauntering out the door.


  At seven o’clock that evening, Kenny walked up the sidewalk to the boarding house, seeing Melody Blue sitting with her backpack on the front step.


  “Damn!  You took a long time to get here,” she said.


  “Was I expecting you?  Thought you’d be long gone by now.”


  Melody scowled.  “I decided I want my money.”


  “You should have come by the station.”


  “And run into daddy?  Hell no.  Did the bastard press charges?”


  “Nope.”


  “So the fucker’s not going to have me arrested?”


  “What did I tell you about your language?” Kenny reminded her.


  “Sorry,” she groaned.  “So what’s with the old man?  Did he even ask about me?  Like where I was?”


  “He was in sort of in a rush,” Kenny explained, seeing a painful wince on the redhead’s sad face.


  “Yeah, well,” she sighed.


  “So, you stay another night, and you can get your money in the morning.”


  “Sure.”


  The girl stood up, brushed off her jean clad bottom and turned toward the front door.”


  “Melody,” Kenny called to her.


  “What?”


  “You mind your manners, keep that tongue of yours in check and you might find this isn’t such a bad place to stay.”


  “Right,” she said, sarcastic as ever, and Kenny followed Melody’s bobbing tight bottom inside the house.


  “If you don’t,” Kenny added, “there’s going to be hell to pay.”


  ***


  “Kenny, I hold my tongue about lots of things, but that girl needs her mouth washed out with soap,” Mrs. Buford snapped, just as a freshly showered Kenny came down the backstairs into the kitchen.  


  It had been three days since Melody arrived and there was no one that hadn’t had a good taste of her wrathful scowls and biting four letter tirades.


  “I’ll talk to her.”


  “Or I’ll kick her out!  I do favors for friends, but this…”


  “I’ll talk to her,” Kenny repeated, with a smile.  “She’s just lost and lonely and needs a friend.”


  “We’ll she sure doesn’t know how to keep them, if she ever got one,” Mrs. Buford barked.   “You watch yourself with her, Kenny Martins.  She’s no good, that brat.  It won’t do you any good to go getting sweet on the likes of her.”  


  “I’ll watch myself, Mrs. Buford,” Kenny smirked, as the old woman ambled about her kitchen grumbling while Kenny ate her biscuits and offered her a dozen compliments.


  “What that girl needs is a good bare bottomed paddling.  Why in my day, that’s just what she’d get, a trip to the woodshed.”


  Kenny chuckled, agreeing, though he wouldn’t be telling Mrs. Buford that.


  ***


  “How’s it going?” Kenny asked, seeing Melody rocking on the front porch chair after dinner that night.


  “I got fired from my job.  I’m leaving in the morning.”


  “Fired, why?” Kenny asked her worried.  


  “Shit.  Wouldn’t you get sick of washing dishes.”


  “But why did you get fired?” he asked.


  “It ain’t your fucking business, Mr. Policeman.  Besides Gus is a jerk.”


  “He’s a jerk, or you’re shooting off your foul mouth again.”


  “It’s none of your business,” Melody sassed.


  “Mrs. Buford’s complaining too,” Kenny told her.


  “Well, let the old scow complain.  I paid my rent.”  Melody started to get up.


  “You know, Melody Blue, It’s high time someone taught you a lesson,” Kenny said.


  “Yeah, really?” she scowled, as she started toward the door.


  “Turn around,” Kenny ordered her sternly.


  “Gonna make me?” Melody looked back taunting him.


  “You’re gonna turn around now, address me like a decent lady, or I’m going to take to the shed and give your ass what for.”


  “You wouldn’t dare!” she snapped.


  “Sit down!” he ordered.


  “Make me!”


  “That’s it, girl,” Kenny said, moving rapidly toward her. 


  “You keep your fucking hands off of me!” she barked, as she jerked back to avoid his reach.


  But reaching out, he grabbed her arm. 


  “You fuckin’ asshole, sonofabitch!”


  “Someone should have done this a long time ago,” Kenny swore, as he clutched Melody’s struggling body firmly in his muscled arms.  He dragged the girl around the house, to the shed at the back of Mrs. Buford’s property.


  “What the fuck!” Melody blared, so the whole world likely heard, as Kenny closed the shed door behind him.


  “You, Miss Melody, are a foul mouth, nasty brat.  You may get away with it with a lot of people, but not me!” Kenny roared.  Keeping a steady hand on her, he unbuckled his belt with his other hand.  Melody was staring wide-eyed at his purposeful movements.


  “You get your hands off me!” she snapped, as her feet continued to kick, one sharp blow from her boots hitting his shin.


  “You nasty little hellion!” Kenny barked.  With his belt free and doubled in his hand, he forced the girl against a wooden bench and began swatting her bottom with an angry blast of harsh smacks.


  “Stop it! You friggin’ asshole!” Melody blared, as she tried to escape.  


  She managed to wrench herself free from his grasp.  But too fast for her, Kenny caught her.  With a quick hand and hauled her back to the bench, where he sat down and she went over his lap.  Her flailing legs were anchored by his right leg, her hands captured at the small of her back, and his belt was raining down on her behind with a vigorous round of punishment.


  “I hate you!” she snapped.


  “Yeah!  Well you’re gonna hate me even more,” he swore.


  He hit her hard, making certain that she’d feel the sting


  through her jeans.  He wished he’d taken them down.


  “Stop it!” she wailed loudly, but Kenny was persistent.  His thick leather belt continued its journey laying blow upon blow, until the poor girl was howling madly, and they were both getting exhausted.


  “You fuckin’ ass, you can’t do this!” she blared at one point.


  “Seems I am, little miss, and there’s nothing you’re going to do about it.”


  Kenny continued the spanking, until Melody finally began to relent.  Her body growing weary from struggling, she ceased to fight.  Sensing that, Kenny slowed the fast paced assault.  Hearing her sob, he finally stopped altogether, laying the belt by his side, letting the girl cry out her anguish.  When she calmed at last, Melody dropped to the ground at his feet with an impact sure to remind her of her sore behind.


  “I hate you, Kenny Martins,” Melody said, though there was not the spit and fire in her that had been there earlier.


  “I suppose you do.  But it’s time someone laid down the law with you.”


  “You had no right,” she argued back.


  “Just as you have no right to swear like a sailor in front of whoever you like.  It’s rude, and obnoxious, and people don’t like you because of that.”


  “Do I care?”


  “You should.  You could be one terrific young woman, if you only gave yourself a chance.”


  Melody pouted, not really having a good comeback for that remark.


  “Now, Miss Melody.”


  “Stop calling me Miss Melody,” she pouted.


  “I’ll call you what ever you like,” Kenny said with a no nonsense look in his blue eyes.  “And now, you’re going to march right in to Mrs. Buford and apologize to her, and then, you’re going to apologize to Gus, and beg for your job back.”


  “Apologize?”


  “Yes.  You owe them both much more respect than you’ve given them, and it’s going to start right now!”


   “But beg for my job back?” she protested.


  “You ask for it kindly,” Kenny clarified.


  “Humph,” she snuffed her tears back.


  “You hear me?” he asked.


  “Yeah, I hear you, but I don’t like it.”  She was sulking still.


  “It’ll be good for you.”


  “I don’t know about that.”


  Kenny reached down and pushed a lock of red hair off her face.  The tender gesture annoyed her as much as it calmed her.  She didn’t like him spanking her one second, lecturing her the next, then acting real kind a moment later.  She didn’t know what to make of Kenny Martins, and was hard-pressed to admit that she was really sticking around Travers Creek because of him.


  Two weeks later …


  After apologizing to Gus, Melody endeared herself enough to her boss, to get out of the dishwashing job, and back to being a waitress in his diner.  She was careful with her sassy retorts and four letter words, on the one hand trying to please Kenny, on the other hand just plain afraid he’d take her over his lap again.  She wasn’t perfect, occasionally letting some nasty remark fly, now and again, but mostly she kept her language clean, especially when Kenny was within hearing distance.


  Staying in Travers Creek wasn’t turning out so bad.  She was even talking about going back to school and getting a better job.  She shared her thoughts with Kenny when the two would sit on the porch after work, Kenny drinking a beer, Melody sticking to legal lemonade.  He treated her with such respect and seemed really interested in her, far more than her father ever was.  The more she was around him, the more she found herself fantasizing about the two of them, secretly wishing that theirs would turn into more than just a brotherly/sisterly relationship.


  ***


  “Good evening, Melody,” Kenny said, as he walked from the movie theater, politely guiding his date, Emily, on his arm. 


  “Oh, hi!” the young woman replied, seeing the Officer out of his blues looking pretty good in his yellow sports shirt and brown leather jacket.  The only thing Melody didn’t like was the young woman with him.  Emily Osgood was a priss, with long blonde hair that always stayed in place.  With a sicky sweet smile plastered on her face, she looked like she was trying to buy votes in the county beauty pageant.


  “Enjoy the movie?” Kenny asked, pleasantly.


  “Yeah, kinda,” Melody answered nervously fidgeting with her jacket.  “But I gotta go.”  Having all she cared to of Kenny and Emily, she returned to Tommy Bosier, and Buck, and went laughing down the street at some sarcastic joke, while Kenny watched her curiously.


  At two a.m. the phone rang in Kenny’s room at the boarding house.  He picked it up, answering groggily.


  “Hey, Ken, we have the Blue kid down here, drunk on her ass.  You want to pick her up, or shall I call her dad?” the officer asked.


  “Ah, good lord, no,” Kenny groaned.  “She in to anything else?” 


  “Not really, but she could use a long night’s sleep.  Ya, gonna get her or not?”


  “I’ll get her, I’ll get her,” Kenny said, and he began to pull himself from bed.


  It took just five minutes for Kenny to put on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt, and get down the station.  His hair was tousled, he had a days growth of beard on his cheeks, and an unfriendly grimace on his face; though to Melody’s bleary eyes, he looked pretty good.  


  She wanted just to fall into his arms, but hauling her from the holding cell, he was in no mood to be kind.


  “Gosh, I think I’m gonna be sick,” she said.


  “Don’t you dare barf on me,” Kenny warned.  “Or in my car.  You going to be okay?”


  “Yeah, I think so.  But you’re hurting me,” Melody complained about her tightly grasped arm.  


  “Well that’s not all that’s going to hurt,” Kenny seethed, as he led her to his car and pushed her inside.  “You must have drank a fifth by yourself.”  He winced at the strong smell of liquor on her breath.


  “You ain’t gonna whip me again!” Melody assured him, slurring her words.  


  “That’s what you think,” he said.


  Melody fought with him the whole ride home, swearing that she was going to run off and never see him again.  But she was so drunk that she passed out as soon as Kenny dumped her in her bed. 


  “Can you lock her door from the outside?” Kenny asked Mrs. Buford, who’d awakened from her sleep.


  “I can, but I don’t do that with my boarders,” she told Kenny, shaking her head.


  “But you will tonight,” he said.  “She’s not going anywhere.”


  “No, I don’t think she will, the condition she’s in,” Mrs. Buford remarked.


  “Well, just to be sure,” Kenny said, taking the keys from the woman’s hand.  He turned the lock on the door, hoping that Melody Blue was safe for the rest of the night. 


  ***


  At seven in the morning, there was sunshine and birds singing prettily in the trees outside the boarding house.  At seven in the morning, however, Kenny was in no sweet summery mood.  Unlocking Melody’s door, he was in her room, hauling the girl out of bed before she could open her sleepy eyes.


  “What the fuck are you doing!” she blared, as she came to.


  “Giving you what you were too drunk to get last night,” Kenny snapped.  He sat on the bed, and pulled the young woman over his lap.


  “Oh, no you don’t!” Melody cried, getting hold of her senses.


  But Kenny was too far along.  The jeans that had remained on her all night, were quickly pulled down to her knees.  Though she was kicking madly, Kenny’s strong arms held her fast, as he reached for the dresser and the hairbrush Mrs. Buford lent him.


  “You  … you … you . . ” she stammered.


  Smack!


  The back of the hairbrush hit her jiggling white rear cheek with a decided jolt.


  “Ouch!


  Smack!


  Kenny let her have it on the other rear cheek.


  “Ouch! That hurts!” she wailed, realizing that bare bottomed was a whole lot more painful that the whipping he gave her over top of her jeans—especially first thing in the morning!  She didn’t even think of the humiliation of having been stripped by a man she half-despised, half loved.


  “Ouch!  You bastard!” she blared.


  Her protest only made Kenny strike her harder as he pelted her rear furiously.  A bright red blush started to rise on her once pale cheeks.


  “Ouch!  Stop!  Ouch!  OOoo!  Ouch!” Each smack warranted another objection, but Kenny wasn’t hearing any of it.  Another and another, he kept up the spanking, covering every square inch of soft womanly behind that he could find—and then some.  He aimed the hairbrush several times at the base of her bottom and her thighs where it was especially painful to take a swat.


  “Kenny please!” Melody tried changing the nature of her protest, hoping that a genuine appeal for mercy might make him stop.  “Please, I can’t stand it.  I’m sorry.  I won’t do it again.  I promise.”  She rattled off her promises as Kenny rattled off another dozen smacks.


  “Dammit, Kenny!  This is all your fault!” she finally blared, when she could think of nothing else to say.


  “My fault?” Kenny answered back.  Though he slowed his pace, he didn’t stop.


  “Yes, your fault.  I saw you with Emily and I got all … all,” she really didn’t want to admit it, but she had to, “jealous!”


  “You’re jealous?” Kenny wondered aloud.  Then the hairbrush did stop, and the curious Kenny let his crying brat get up from his lap.


  Melody stood in front of him, quickly retrieving her jeans, as she struggled painfully to pull them over her hips.


  “Yes, I was jealous,” she said again.


  “Of Emily?” Kenny asked.


  “What, are you dense?” Melody snapped.


  “You want me to start again?” he asked her in a warning tone.


  “No, but I just kinda flipped and the guys were drinking, so I started drinking, and well…”


  “You got rip roaring drunk.”


  “Yeah, and I’m kinda feeling sick right now.”  She looked a little woozy, her face pale.


  “You better head for the john,” Kenny said, shaking his head.  “We’ll talk later.”


  ***


  After Kenny returned from work that evening, he found Melody walking toward town and stopped to offer her a ride.


  “Looks like you were going home?” she said.


  “I can change my mind.  Hop in,” he offered.  “Besides we need to talk.”


  Reluctantly Melody agreed, and the two sat side by side in Kenny’s Jeep as they headed back downtown.


  “So, how’s your bottom?” Kenny asked after a long quiet.


  “You would ask that,” Melody replied.


  “Seems like a pretty important topic,” he said.  “We need to get a few things straight.”


  “What’s that?” Melody asked.


  Kenny hedged, he wasn’t sure what to say.  To this point he hadn’t really thought about Melody as anything other than a project.  Though at the moment, he was realizing that there was more than just a fatherly feeling toward the girl.  Her sass and fire may be completely out of control, but there was part of Melody Blue that he’d come to like over the last couple of weeks.  It was hard to imagine a more attractive young woman. But it was more than that.  When she wasn’t in a stew about something, she was energetic, full of fun, and pretty spunky.  He liked all of that.  


  “You really threw me on that jealousy thing this morning,” Kenny said.


  “Good,” Melody replied with a saucy turn of her head.


  “But that still gives you no reason to get yourself drunk out of your mind,” he said sternly.


  “Maybe not, but it sure felt good.”


  “Even this morning?” he asked, reminding her of her hangover.


  “Well …”


  “So what’s the jealousy about?” Kenny changed the subject.


  Melody turned her back away and said nothing.


  “Hey, how about an answer?” Kenny said, putting his hand gently on her shoulder.


  She wiggled him off, but turned back toward him.  “You know you are some fine piece of work,” she said.  “I admit to you I’m jealous of another woman, and you have to throw it in my face.  I am jealous.  I guess, I have feelings for you, and I kinda thought … “


  “Feelings?” Kenny interrupted.


  “Yeah, lots of times I don’t like you at all.  But then sometimes, you treat me so nice I think maybe I’d like to have a guy like you.  Of course, I’m not feeling that way right now.  You’re really pissing me off.”


  “You like me making you behave yourself?”


  “That’s a stupid question.”


  “Not really.”


  “I like having someone care about me,” she admitted.  “And I guess maybe you do.”


  “I do,” Kenny admitted.  “I care a lot, more than I really wanted to.  But maybe, if you could keep lid on your language, and acted more like a responsible young woman, well, maybe I would be interested.”


  “You mean that?”


  “I do.  But any guy worth having isn’t going to want you if you’re always running around being a brat.”


  “Sometimes, I can’t help it,” she said.


  “Yes, you can.  You do it all the time.  Up until last night, you were behaving yourself pretty well.”


  “Yeah, well, so I made a mistake.”


  “Yeah, so you made a mistake,” Kenny agreed.  “We’ll put it in the past.  Just take some advice.  Stay away from Tommy and Buck.  They’re nothing but trouble.”


  “I think they’re fun,” Melody retorted.


  “But not the kind of fun you need, Miss Melody Blue,” Kenny said sternly.


  Melody smiled.  She did like being cared for, the way Kenny showed so much concern.  Even if he was a little over-bearing at times, and even if he spanked her.  He always smiled, and talked to her, and treated her like she really mattered.  She’d never had that before, and she was beginning to like it a lot.


  “So, you really like Emily Osgood?” Melody asked him, her nose scrunching up as if the thought was really retched.


  “She’s okay,” Kenny answered.


  “You’re not going with her, are you?”


  “No, I’m not going with her.  I still have my options open.”


  “Hummm.”  There was a thoughtful and somewhat devious expression on redhead’s face.  “You don’t suppose we could go out?  I mean, you and me have a real date?”


  Kenny chuckled.  “You know, one thing I like about you, you’re not shy, and you say what you feel.”


  “You like that?” she asked, “I never thought that was a good trait.”


  “It can be,” Kenny answered.  “I like it in you.”


  “Really?  So, can we go out then?”


  “Sure.  How about Saturday?  I’ll take you to dinner.  Some place really nice.”


  “Ooo, I’d like that,” she smiled, and all the troubles, and worry lines, and bratty pouts fled from her face.  She looked at Kenny with the expression of a real woman, and a beautiful one at that.


  Kenny and Melody went out three Saturdays in a row.  The first was like a real date, dressing up and going to a nice restaurant that served Cajun food and had a dance band.  The next two Saturday’s were more informal, Kenny hauling her off Mrs. Buford’s front step and taking her to the diner one Saturday night, and then a coffee shop on the highway the next.  Melody liked the casual times best, the conversation was more relaxed.  It was hard to believe that a guy could be so kind to her, and so demanding at the same time.  Maybe she never had liked getting away with things with her father, but she always did.  He just ignored her, and she just felt unloved.  Hearing Kenny’s opinions on everything from how great she looked, to how he wasn’t going to let her smoke while they were together, to how pleased he was that she was deciding to go back to school, made her like him more and more.  


  “Don’t you ever do anything even the tiniest bit wrong?” Melody asked him on their third Saturday night together as they were walking home from the ice cream store in town.


  “Wrong?”


  “Yeah, like naughty, like just a little over the edge.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You know, get drunk, smoke a little grass, ride around all night, screw a girl in the back of the Jeep.”


  “The Jeep’s a little small for screwing,” Kenny chuckled.


  “You’re avoiding my question,” she said.


  “Yeah, I’ve done some stupid stuff.”


  “But never with me?”


  “I’m trying to keep you sane and sober,” Kenny reminded her.


  “But maybe we’re being too sane.”


  “You think so?” he asked.


  “Yeah, I do.”


  They were on the front porch steps at ten o’clock.  The sun had gone down but there were lots of bright lights on the street so the whole neighborhood could see them if they wanted to.  Melody finished her queries, not getting the answers she wanted.  Suddenly pulled up close to Kenny’s chest, she reached up to bring his head down her lips and kissed him long and hard.


  “Woah!” Kenny said coming up for air.


  But before Melody could rattle off some sassy retort, Kenny put his arms around her and they began one long, wet, passionate, open-mouthed kiss.


  “Is that what you wanted?” Kenny asked, when they finally broke apart.


  “Yeah,” Melody replied, her body and mind in dream land.


  Moving up on the porch there was another kiss, and a longer embrace, and the two had a difficult time letting go of each other and returning to their own rooms alone.


  ***


  The relative bliss of the budding relationship hit a snag the next few weeks.  A rash of unexplained burglaries, a policeman out with a broken leg, another with the flu, and the healthy officers in the department were working overtime.  Kenny pulled double shifts some days.  Other days he was too tired to do anything but sleep when he was off work.


  A few passing conversations, and some empty promises for time together was all that Melody got from him, while the thoughts of more kisses and fondling embraces was making her moments alone sometimes bittersweet, and often desperate.


  When Kenny’s old girlfriend returned to town, even their brief conversations were on hold.  Kenny spent what free time he had with the sensuous blonde, Sally Davies. 


  “You know, I really thought we had something going?” Melody snapped at him, when she saw Kenny in the kitchen one morning.  He had just come off his shift and was about to go to bed.


  “We do.  It’s just been a really bad time.”


  “And your little love, Sally.  What about her?”


  “Just a friend, that’s all.  Don’t go being jealous.”


  “I can’t help it.  The little shit climbs all over you.”


  “Watch your tongue, Miss Blue,” Kenny warned.  He hoped she wasn’t going to make a big deal of this, because he was much too tired to have to deal with her jealousy again.


  “Maybe I will, and maybe I won’t,” Melody snapped, and she grabbed her knapsack and moved to the back door.


  “Hey, come back here!” Kenny called to her.


  “I have to go to work,” she called back.


  And the sassy redhead was down the back steps, her bouncing ass disappearing down the street.


  For the next two days Kenny didn’t see Melody at all, except for one time in the upstairs hallway, when the preoccupied young woman, didn’t even bother to say hi.  Was she still mad at him?  He couldn’t be sure, though he really didn’t have the time to think about it.  He was on his way to a brush fire in the woods behind the old granary.


  ***


  It was quiet in the station, for the first time in weeks.  With the regular desk officer out with the flu, Kenny was taking the night desk, thankful for the relative calm.  Catching up on some paper work, he was in the middle of a long overdue report when he heard some scuffling and noises from the back entrance of the station.  A few minutes later, he heard the sergeant calling to him.


  “Hey, Kenny, that little tramp you’ve been nurse-maiding is in the holding cell.  Caught her with Tommy and Buck smoking joints up at the lake.”


  Fifteen minutes later, the first wind of his anger having receded, at least for the moment, Kenny was in the holding cell, looking down at Melody with his clear blue eyes practically boring holes through the young woman.


  “You want to tell me what this was about?” Kenny asked her.


  “It was nothing, really,” she replied.


  “Nothing, Mel.  You just got arrested for possession of drugs.  You call that nothing?”


  “It was just a little.”


  “It was enough to get you arrested.”


  “You’re really pissed, aren’t you?”


  “Oh, that doesn’t begin to describe how I feel,” Kenny replied.  “I told you to stay away from Tommy and Buck.”


  “Well, if you’d paid me more attention.”


  “You selfish brat.  When have I had time to go on dates?”


  “You’ve managed with Sally,” Melody sassed. 


  “That’s not the point.  The point is, you’re in jail and you’re staying here, because you’re in one hell of a mess of trouble.”


  “You getting me out, aren’t you?” Melody whined.


  “I can’t,” Kenny replied.


  “You can’t?  Why the hell not!”  Her eyes suddenly flared.


  “You just hold it right there with that tongue, or I’ll leave,” Kenny warned.


  “I’m sorry,” she replied.


  “You damn well better be sorry.  This time, you’re in real trouble and if you don’t hold your tongue and be real nice you’re going to find yourself doing time.  You might anyway, no matter how sweet you are.”


  She looked up Kenny, surprised.


  “Yeah!  That’s right.”


  “But …”


  “Don’t but me.  You’re treading on thin ice.  I’d like to take you out and blister your butt every which way.  I warned you about those guys, and what do you do?  This is the stupidest thing you could have done.”


  “Maybe you should blister my butt,” Melody mused aloud.


  “Well, don’t worry.  If you’re lucky, and they let you off with probation, you won’t be sitting down for a month as much as I’m going to paddle your behind.”


  Melody spent two nights in the holding cell and managed to get through two more stern lectures from Kenny before her case went before Judge Crockett.


  Kenny was kind enough to be in the courtroom, sitting right behind her as she sat next to her court appointed lawyer.  Her father hadn’t shown up when he was called, but Kenny was there.  And this time he didn’t even look angry, just concerned.  That only made her feel worse, realizing how much she’d let him down.


  “Miss Blue,” the Judge addressed her sharply.  “I don’t make it a habit of sending first offenders up because I don’t want the punishment to turn you into a hardened criminal.”  She’d pleaded guilty, Judge Crockett’s next words were what she’d been waiting for the past two days.  “I’m giving you a two year suspended sentence, two years probation,” he announced.


  Melody breathed a sigh of relief, and so did Kenny behind her.


  “But mind you,” the Judge went on, “and you’d better listen to me, young lady.  You end up in my court again, it’s two years in jail, you understand!”


  “Yessir.”


  “You miss even one probation appointment, they’re gonna haul you in, you hear?”


  “Yessir.”


  “And that’s two years in a cell by yourself.  You understand?”


  “Yessir.”


  “Good!” the Judge answered firmly, punctuating the moment with a rap of his gavel as he motioned her out.


  ***


  “I still feel like a prisoner,” Melody said, despondently, as Kenny drove her to the Boarding House.


  “You are!” Kenny said.


  “Hey, I’m on probation,” she protested.


  “Not with me.  You’re guilty, tried, convicted and I’m going to do what the Judge couldn’t.”


  “You mean that, don’t you?”


  “I do,” he replied.  “Now, I’ve got to go back to work.  But don’t worry, there will be plenty of time tonight—in the woodshed with my belt and your sweet butt.”


  “And what if I’m not here?” she asked, just testing.


  “Then you’re in really big trouble and when I find you, and I will, you will be going to jail.”


  Melody wasn’t looking at him, but out the car window.  Kenny heard her snuff, and when she spoke, it was in a whisper.  “I’m scared, Kenny,” she said, finally turning so he could see the tears welling in her eyes.


  “Scared of what?” he asked.


  “I’ve made such a mess of things.  I think I’m going to screw everything up,” she answered.


  “You won’t,” Kenny said.  “Not if I can help it.  Now, I suggest you spend some time in your room thinking about things a little.  I’ll be home to take care of your butt later.”


  ***


  It was nearly nine o’clock when Kenny arrived back at the boarding house.  There were lightening bugs sparkling across the dewy grass, a bit of summer fog in the heated air.  What a great night it would have been for romance, for taking a woman in his arms and holding her.  His loins were practically bursting from arousal, but it couldn’t be the first thing on his mind.  


  Melody Blue.  Her name was as sassy as her disposition.  And what that girl needed tonight wasn’t romance, but a good long session with the hairbrush.  He wondered for just a moment if spanking her would be a regular thing if their relationship continued.  He had a funny feeling that there might always be some foolish prank, or spirited fight that could only end with her going over his lap.  It may not be the most modern relationship, but it might just be the only way to have one.


  When Kenny knocked on Melody’s door, there wasn’t an answer.  


  “She’s not there,” Mrs. Buford said, coming down the hallway.


  “Oh?”


  “Think maybe she’s skipped out.”


  “She couldn’t,” Kenny moaned.


  “I don’t know, ‘cept she packed up her things, left me some rent money and someone saw her taking off to the highway.”


  “Damn it!” Kenny said, shaking his head.  “I never should have left her this afternoon.”


  “Hey, you looking for Melody?” another boarder asked.


  “Yeah.  You know where she is?”


  “Saw her leave about seven tonight, but then I thought I saw her walking behind the house about a half hour ago.  I think she was going to the shed.”


  The yard was pretty dark in the fading light.  A dusty old willow tree blocked what little light there still was in the western sky.  As Kenny walked toward the shed, his stomach was churning almost as fearfully as it sometimes did when he was in a dangerous police situation.  If she wasn’t there, his heart would sink.  His world would certainly change if she’d decided to take off.  He was almost mad at himself for having cared about her so much.  Perhaps she was a useless cause, as everyone else thought.


  Opening the door to the shed however, Kenny’s heart leaped to its feet.  Seeing her sitting on the bench where he’d first spanked her, he couldn’t believe how terrific she looked.


  “I was going to leave,” she started talking.  “But I couldn’t.”


  “No?”


  “It would have been stupid,” she said.


  “You’re right about that.”


  “I don’t think I want jail time.”


  “I don’t think so,” he agreed.


  “Even if I have lost you, I guess I don’t need that.”


  “Who said you lost me?” Kenny asked.


  “Well, I just assumed.”


  “We’ll see about that, but let’s take care of first things first,” Kenny said, changing the conversation.  If he didn’t paddle her now, he probably wouldn’t, and that would be a mistake.  Especially when she was looking forward to it.  He spotted Mrs. Buford’s hairbrush on the work table behind her.


  “You steal that from Mrs. Buford?” he asked.


  “Steal?  No,” she replied indignantly.


  Kenny didn’t smile, but he didn’t exactly look mad.


  “Off with the jeans,” he ordered, and he moved to the table and retrieved the slicked back brush.


  Without a word of protest, Melody replied.  While she wriggled from her tight jeans, Kenny settled himself on the bench, and tried not to look.  Though it was hard not to notice Melody’s lovely nakedness, her shapely legs and the sweet bush of silky hair between her legs.  When she laid down over his lap, he delighted in the view of the milky complexion of her two round fleshy orbs.


  “You know, you really deserve this daily for about a week,” Kenny said, as he was about to bring the brush down for the first swat.


  “You wouldn’t!” Melody instantly protested. 


  But the first smack stuck with Melody’s quick cry supplanting her protest.


  Smack, smack, smack!  The hairbrush rained down on her bottom with a bevy of harsh, quick strokes.  One after the other, the implement landed raising a quick pink on the once white bottom.  Not so much angry protest and nasty complaint this time, the methodical punishment proceeded with Melody taking what she knew she deserved, and Kenny delivering it with a steady determination.


  “Ouch, ouch, no!” was about as vivid as her language got.  Somewhere in the scheme of things, Melody realized that this was one punishment she didn’t want to avoid.  It was likely the only way she could possibly mend her relationship with Kenny, she never wanted anything so much in her life.


  Kenny’s settled into a spirited pace, the brush bouncing off her hot bottom, erratically moving from one cheek to another, from top to bottom and side to side.  She howled like the dickens just from the sting, but there was not one foul-mouthed retort, not one four letter word, not one ounce of typical Melody venom pouring from her sassy mouth.


  For several smacks, Kenny even dropped the brush to the tops of her thighs.


  “Oh, Kenny, please!” she wailed, louder than ever when the sting became too much to bear.  And Kenny’s reply was another six strokes on the same tender spot before he returned to her fleshier ass.


  She was blistering hot, the heat radiating off her skin seeming to heat up the air all around them.  Kenny could feel the vibrant burn, finding that it was raising a unexpected heat in him as well—not something he expected at all from a punishment, he was getting sexually aroused.  A few minutes more, and it was too much for him to handle.  He dropped the brush and spanked her instead with his own hand.  And though the ferocity didn’t stop, there was another quality coming through the steady stinging strokes.


  Going over her rear once thoroughly with his hand, Kenny finally ended it, pulling the sobbing young woman up into his arms.  On his lap, he held her close, one hand still on her hot bottom caressing it.


  “Oh, Melody, I wish I knew what to do with you,” he said.


  She snuffed and cried into his shoulder and then pulled back.  “You could just love me,” she said.


  “I could, huh?”


  “Yes.  I’m so sorry, I really am.  I know I blew it with you using those drugs, but I was thinking that you were blowing me off.  I know that’s stupid, but I guess I expect it.”


  “Just like your father, ignoring you.  Is that what you were thinking?”


  “Kinda.  I guess,” she replied.


  “Well, let’s just set things straight.  Maybe this will make it easier on you.”


  “What’s that?” she asked. 


  “I only need one girlfriend, and you’re the one I want right now.  You keep that thought in your pretty head, and forget the jealousy, and don’t worry when I have to work a lot, and stay away from Tommy and Buck and all the other jerks.  If you can remember that, then you won’t have to worry about your bottom burning like this.”


  They were words Melody wanted him to repeat, just to hear him say them again.  “His girlfriend.”


  “Damn! I should misbehave again, if I’m going to get this treatment,” Melody said.


  Kenny glared.  “Don’t you dare, little brat!” 


  “Just kidding.”


  They were kissing soon after; and the gentle hand on her bottom was beginning to raise the most delicious warmth all through her.  He wasn’t stopping there, his hands exploring her everywhere, hers making their first journey about his firm muscled chest.


  “You know, Mel, if you could keep quiet, we could sneak up to my room and keep doing this in bed,” Kenny finally suggested.


  “Kenny Martins!” Melody pushed back from the embrace, surprised by the suggestion. “You’d really do that!” 


  “Am I being too forward?” he asked her.


  “No.  No.  Not at all.  But what about Mrs. Buford and her rules?”


  Kenny chuckled.  “Dealing with Mrs. Buford is one chance I don’t mind taking.  That’s if you don’t mind breaking a few rules.”


  “Kenny Martins, I don’t believe you.”


  “You think I’m some perfect saint, my dear, you have a lot to learn about me.  I’ve just learned what rules to break and which ones cause you trouble.  Then again,” he looked as if he was reconsidering.  “Maybe getting involved with you is only going to cause trouble.”


  “Oh, no, I’ve learned my lesson.  I promise.  I’m never ever going to do anything stupid again,” she vowed.


  “Yeah, right,” he said sarcastically.  He stood up still holding the voluptuous redhead in his arms.  “But you’d better puts your pants back on before we go to the house.  I don’t want to be too indiscreet.”  


  Kenny flashed her a seductive grin, and after making herself presentable again, the two climbed the back stairs of the boarding house and snuck into Kenny’s room.  There they spent the night between the sheets of his bed, trying to be ever so quiet so they wouldn’t get caught.




  Tongue-Tied 


  “Brooke!” Travis yelled into what was obviously an empty house.  He’d been calling her for five minutes to no avail.  Dashing up the stairs to the second floor, he went from room to room to room, thinking there might be an outside chance that she was there.  “Damn it!” he exclaimed aloud when he saw the bed with the sheets and blankets strewn everywhere.  He remembered how neat and tidy it looked that morning.  Detecting the scent of his wife’s perfume, he knew she hadn’t been gone long.


  Shaking his head he left the house, knowing exactly what he had to do, but he wasn’t happy about it.


  Two days later …


  “Interesting that you managed this meal,” Travis said, putting his used napkin next to his plate and pushing away from the table.  An arrogant and barely civil expression was all he could manage.  “It was good, thank you.”


  “Is something wrong?” Brooke asked, looking at Travis suspiciously.


  “You think there’s something wrong?” he asked back, not disguising his sarcasm.


  “I don’t know, but you’re acting strange,” she answered.  She was beginning to have an awful, anxious feeling rumble through her.


  “No stranger than you’ve been acting for the past three months.”


  “Oh?”


  “Yes.  Missed dinner engagements, you not being home the time of day I think you should be.  Little things like that.”


  “And what time of day am I suppose to be at home?” Brooke chimed in, sounding just a little piqued herself.


  He shrugged.  “It was never a problem until three months ago.”


  “I’ve been busy,” she replied, guarding herself against saying too much.  


  Travis could tell she was being cautious, and that only confirmed what he already knew.


  “Let’s be honest,” he said.


  “Honest?  Haven’t I always been?”  There was that sassy singsong in her voice again.


  “Kevin Stone?  Why don’t you be honest about Kevin Stone.”


  The second Kevin’s name was mentioned, Brooke’s face turned as white as a sheet.  She’d never been a very good liar, and now she was tongue-tied.  A name she whispered in the night, purred to at midday rendezvous, and breathed softly to herself in her dreams sounded strangely cold and brittle coming from Travis’s lips.


  She squirmed in her chair, finally reaching for the dirty plates she stacked on top of each other.


  “You don’t have to do that now,” Travis said, putting his hand on his wife’s wrist to stop her.  “I think this is a whole lot more important.”


  Brooke looked at her husband and suddenly her eyes were flashing, the cold-hearted expression, the one she hated so much, that made her run to another man, was clearly in charge of his classically handsome face.


  “What’s more important?” she asked him point blank.


  “Our marriage,” he said.


  She took a deep breath and faced him squarely. “We have no marriage, Travis.  You want the truth, I’ll tell you the truth,” she snapped haughtily.  “We haven’t had a marriage for the last year.  And yes, I’ve found Kevin Stone, and yes we been fucking the living daylights out of each other for the past three months, and yes, I’m happy as a clam to be telling you this.”  Oh, she’d rehearsed these lines so many times in her mind.  Though coming out now, she wasn’t sure she had everything right.  The speech sounded a little flat.  But at least he knew the truth.


  “Well, thank you for being honest, I’ll move out tonight, since you’d obviously rather have Kevin in our bed than me,” Travis said coolly, not an ounce of emotion coming from him.  He pushed himself from the table as if he was going to get up.


  “That’s it?” Brooke asked.  “That’s all you have to say!”


  “What else would you like me to say?  You’ve pretty well made up your mind, haven’t you?” he stood up and started toward the dining room door.  “You can go back to your dishes,” he told her practically smiling, though not quite.


  “You ass!” she blared at his retreating form, as she picked up a plate in her hand and threw it toward the door.  Unfortunately—so she thought—the door closed before it could reach its mark, her husband vanishing before it hit.  The china plate broke into a million pieces on the floor.


  Once the commotion died away and Brooke was breathing more calmly, Travis poked his head inside the door again.  


  “There is just one thing before I leave,” he said.  


  “What’s that?” she asked.


  “You’ll know when I’m ready to leave.”  


  Bewildered, Brooke slumped down in a chair feeling weak as a kitten.  She’d been planning this confrontation for days, knowing that eventually it had to happen, but she had no idea that it would go this way.  She felt so wrong, not the wronged one at all.  Suddenly, everything, her entire life seemed hopelessly empty.


  ***


  Brooke was trying to read a magazine in the living room while Travis packed to leave upstairs.  Hearing her husband come down the stairs, she looked up to see his face at the door.  He had several bags in his hands which he set down on the floor.  Pulling something from one of them that she couldn’t see, he walked toward her.


  “Just one thing?” Brooke asked, still wondering what Travis was thinking when he told her that earlier.


  “Yes, just one thing,” Travis replied.  “Get up.”


  “Get up?” she queried, thinking the request strange.  It was hardly a request.  It sounded more like a command the way he said it.  Her exceedingly calm and restrained husband was acting rather domineering, hardly the same cool reserve in charge.


  “Yes, get up,” Travis replied, with a sternness she’d never heard from him before.


  “What the hell’s this about?” she replied, slowly rising from the sofa.


  “It’s about your nasty tongue,” Travis snapped.  


  He was always nagging her about her “nasty tongue”, and god knows what else.  


  “And about your lies, and your conniving schemes.  You’ve been telling me big ones for weeks, and I’ve only just realized the truth.  You lied about your luncheon engagements with your friends, you lied about your volunteer work at the library, you lied about the dress ball last Friday night.  You know that was the final blow?  You got sloppy, people saw you taking the steps of the Hillyard mansion arm in arm with Kevin Stone.” 


  For a man that could be so perfectly in control, Travis Chase was heating up like a thunderstorm about to break as he recounted the incidents of his wife’s deceit.  His eyes flashed.  His jaw went incredibly firm, the aristocratic bearing that had once thrilled Brooke was looming before her with such a powerful force, she was in awe.  


  “You have any idea how embarrassing it is to hear my friends at work wondering aloud, what my wife would be doing with Kevin Stone at a gathering like that?  And you, so concerned for me,” he said, sarcastically, “assured me that I didn’t need to go to the affair.”  Travis took a breath in his long monologue.  “Should I go on?”


  “You look so, so …” Brooke tried, but tongue-tied again, she couldn’t find the words to describe him.


  “Furious?” he finished for her.


  “Perhaps,” she replied.  That wasn’t the word she would have used, though she wasn’t sure what she was feeling from him as she found his righteous anger was doing strange things to her unsuspecting body.  “So what are you going to do?” she asked.


  “A little justice, ma’am, and then I’ll go.  It’s the only way I can think to avenge my anger and make an impression on one as incredibly thoughtless as you.”


  Suddenly, appearing out of no where, Brooke realized Travis was holding her hairbrush: the black lacquer one that she kept for decoration on her dresser.  Her face went white as a sheet for the second time that night, as it began to register what her husband was about to do.


  Sitting down in a straight-backed chair, he pulled her to him by her wrist.  In one easy motion, she was over his lap, her skirt promptly raised to her waist.


  “What the hell …” were her first words when the realization finally set in.


  Lowering her panties with as easy a gesture, her ass quickly bared, Travis was about strike her with the hairbrush.


  “You can’t!” she started to wail.


  But Travis wasn’t listening.  The first blow landed on Brooke’s bottom without any explanation at all.  Of course there was no need for an explanation, pure and simple, Travis was spanking her.


  “Damn it!  Stop!” she blared, as the hairbrush came down on her exposed cheeks.  The smack hurt!  She squirmed against his lap, trying to get free.  But thinking too fast for her, Travis’s left hand came down to hold her firmly at the waist.  


  “You’re going no where,” he said, and he brought the hairbrush down again.


  “You bloody ass!  Stop it!” she wailed.


  “No!  You stop!” Travis roared back.  “You’re going to get the spanking of your life and there’s nothing you’re going to do about it!”


  Travis proved his words.  The hairbrush came down for a whole series of stinging swats, until that Brooke’s jiggling bottom was turning pink.  The staccato sounds ringing in the air joined Brooke’s spit-fire protests.


  “You stop this, you friggin’ bastard!” she blared.


  But Travis wasn’t stopping.


  “You cold-hearted SOB!” she roared again.  “I hate you!”


  But still, he prevailed.  Cold-hearted no more, his emotions were on fire.  Her crimes, his hurt, her cries, his anger were all there, taking the calmness away.  Yes, this was justice! he was thinking to himself.  


  Hearing the smack, smack smack, it was the best he’d felt in weeks!  He watched his wife’s behind turn from pink to blushing red.  Her two plump cheeks were blotchy from the blows.  And noticing to his delight, that she was particularly pained when he struck the tops of her thighs, he made certain he hit her there often.  She literally shrieked from the pain.


  “Ouch, Ooo. Ouch, stop!” she begged him after he’d gone on about ten minutes.  


  There were tears in her eyes, the hurt so great, she’d never ever felt anything like this before.  


  “Please, please stop!” she began to plead.  The angry tenor of her protest finally turned into an impassioned whine.  The pain was sheer agony.  Even when she thought he’d surely end this horror, he was only pausing.  The smack, smack, smack began again, renewing the sting, and the pain, and her flowing tears.


  “How can he do this!” she wailed silently to herself.  But she had no answer, just the incessant burn that made her sob even harder.


  When Travis finally felt his wife relent and fight in her diminish, he knew she was succumbing to the treatment.  He began to slow his passionate pace.  He finally ended it with two especially harsh whacks on either cheek.


  Laying the brush on a table beside him, Travis placed his hand on Brooke’s roasting derriere, and felt the extraordinary heat flowing into his hand.


  “I think if I could do this daily, I might smack some sense into you,” he said.  “But since you’ve chosen your own path, we’ll let this one punishment suffice to pay for your crimes.  Your life’s your own from here on, Brooke.  Good luck.”


  Giving her one parting smack with the palm of his hand,  Travis pushed her from his lap.  Brooke slumped to the floor, finding herself looking up at Travis’s once cold, once angry, and now just sorrowful face.  Saying nothing more to her, she watched him rise, proceed to the door and pick up his bags.


  “I hope you’re getting what you want,” was his parting comment.


  Too tongue-tied to say a word, Brooke watched her husband disappear out the front door, as the most bizarre feelings were suddenly raging through her heated body.  


  Was it desire, arousal, lust? she was wondering.  Good god, it couldn’t possibly be!


  ***


  For all Brooke’s indignation, for all her fury, and angry determination to wreck revenge on her contemptible husband, the spanking mystified her.  For days she ran the scene over in her mind.  The argument, his accusations, the hairbrush, his fiery smacks, and even the brief ending moment when he laid his warm hand on her hot bottom.


  She couldn’t remember when she’d been so humiliated.  And yet, she couldn’t remember when she’d been so aroused.  For the first time in a year, she wondered if breaking up her marriage was the right thing to do.


  ***


  Some weeks later …


  “Yes, I’d like an appointment with Mr. Chase,” Brooke said, confirming her simple request with the young sounding secretary in Travis’s office.


  “And you are?” the girl asked.


  “Brooke.  Tell him Brooke would like to see him.”


  “And he knows you?” the sweet voice replied.


  “Yes, he does.  I’m Mrs. Chase.”


  “Oh, yes, my.”  The girl sounded flustered.  “I didn’t know.”


  Didn’t know what?  Brooke wondered.  That he was married?  Certainly five weeks of separation, he hadn’t stricken her from his life that soon.  But maybe so.  He’d been so definite when he left, no room for compromise.  And he hadn’t called her once in all that time.  She wondered if this was a foolish idea thinking he’d change his mind about their separation. 


  At five o’clock that same day, Brooke walked into her husband’s familiar office on the tenth floor of the imposing high-rise.  Announcing herself to the pretty blonde secretary, she waited for an indication to go inside, when weeks before, she’d probably just have barged right in.  Their changed relationship made her much more cautious.


  “He’ll see you now,” the girl announced a few minutes later.  With far more trepidation than she was accustomed to, Brooke walked gingerly into Travis’s office.


  “My, you’re looking well,” he said, taking a quick perusal of Brooke’s simple white sheath.  “Something new?” he asked.


  Brooke looked down at her clothes, “Yes, thank-you.  I bought it yesterday.”


  “Ah, I see.  I suppose I’ll be paying for it soon,” he said sarcastically.


  That was a shot, but she tried to ignore it.  Of course he’d be paying for it, they weren’t yet divorced.


  “So tell me,” Travis continued.  “How are you getting on?”


  “Pretty well,” she replied.


  He looked at her curiously.  “And I owe this visit to?”


  Brooke sighed, taking one long deep breath.  If ever this required boldness, now was the time.  And still, she wasn’t sure she could admit what was foremost in her thoughts.  Would he laugh at her?  Would he even take her seriously?  Most of all would she be making a complete ass of herself after having practically driven him from their house?


  “Brooke?” Travis spoke again, taking her from her brief reverie.


  “Yes.  Travis,” she addressed him clearly.  “I was thinking, perhaps we’ve both been too hasty to end our marriage.  I thought maybe we should reconsider.”


  Travis sat back in his chair casually and eyed her for some minutes, looking as if he was considering her suggestion.  Clearing his throat, he leaned forward.  One lock of his normally well-groomed brown hair fell across his brow.  Such a sexy look, she was thinking.  “Actually, Brooke, I talked to my attorney today.  I suspect you’ll have papers by the end of the week.”


  “Papers?  The end of the week?” she replied back astounded.  “Separation papers?”


  “Divorce papers,” he corrected her in a quiet voice.  The words alone were harsh enough.


  “Oh.  I didn’t know.”


  “Didn’t know what, Brooke?  Isn’t this what you want?  Aren’t you happy with your boyfriend?  Can’t you just wait to tie the knot again?  I understand he’s living with you.”


  “How do you know that?” she asked suspiciously.


  “Oh, I’ve been spying on you,” he replied.


  “Spying, you ass!” she was suddenly indignant, and completely forgetting her purpose.


  “I’m only kidding.  But your boyfriend’s hardly discreet.  I don’t think there’s anyone downtown that doesn’t know.”


  “Well, I wonder if everyone will be as quick to discover that he’s left as well.”


  “Left?”  Travis looked curious.


  “Yes, left.  I ask him to go three days ago.”


  “I see.  Not all paradise, I guess.”


  “Yeah.  But it’s more than that.”


  “Go on,” Travis said, leaning back in his chair again.


  There was something in his mellow brown eyes that was wooing Brooke again.  For the life of her she couldn’t understand why; but, between the spanking, Travis’s sudden spark of fire that last night, and all the rich memories she’d been dwelling on about their better days as husband and wife, she felt certain that to let him go, she’d be loosing something very special.


  “I want you to spank me again, Travis,” Brooke suddenly blurted out.


  “What!”


  “Spank me.  Like you did the night you left.”


  “Are you totally daft?”


  “No.  I know it might seem that way, but … the truth is … ” this was the worst possible thing she had to admit, but she couldn’t stop, she promised herself, “I can’t get that night out of my mind.  For the first time ever you really got angry at me, and you did something about it.  And … I think I really needed that.”


  Travis’s blank expression revealed none of what he was thinking, a fact that only made Brooke more anxious.  She waited for several minutes, thinking perhaps she should explain more.  But then she didn’t know what to say.


  “Well, I see,” Travis finally broke the awkward silence.  “You want me to spank you?  What’s the purpose?”


  “I want to see if I have the same stunning results I had before.”


  “Stunning results?”


  “As much as it hurt like hell, and pissed me off, it turned me on,” she replied.  She could feel a blush rise as she confessed.


  “Ah, so this is sexual?” Travis concluded.


  “Yes.  But not completely, not in that way.  I liked you being forceful.  I think I need that.”


  “Humph.  So what’s your thinking?  I start spanking you, it’s going to heal our marriage?”


  “I don’t know, but it might help.”


  Travis considered the proposal as he often did such quandaries: with a studious expression and not an ounce of emotion.  


  The waiting was excruciating as Brooke watched the man ponder her request. 


  “I don’t know, Brooke,” he finally answered.  “This kind of throws me.  I was angry that night.  I’m not angry now.”


  “But surely you could think of something to be angry about.  It’s not like I haven’t given you enough reasons.”


  “You’re right there,” he admitted.  “But does this mean you want this as a regular treatment?  You misbehave, I paddle you bottom, and all’s well?”


  Brooke shrugged, and smiled.  She could already feel a tingling sensation between her legs at the very thought.  Her bottom was beginning to burn though he hadn’t laid a hand on her.


  “Well.  I suppose it’s something to consider.  But mind you, Brooke, I don’t trust you.  I’m not sure a hundred spankings would help me trust you.   In fact, I wonder if this is just another of your ploys to have me back because you finally realized that your boyfriend’s a jerk.”


  “See.  There a perfectly good reason for you to spank me: because you think I’m trying to trick you.”


  “You really want it that bad?” he asked.  He was becoming more visibly aroused by the thought.  His eyes were beginning to flare as they had that night.  As his emotions engaged, Brooke became all the more exited by his reaction.


  “Yes, Travis, I do,” she replied.


  “Well then, stand up, young lady and bare your bottom for me.  I think leaning over my desk will suffice this time.”


  The immediate command took her off guard.  “What!  You mean here?  Now? Your desk?”  Brooke’s eyes were suddenly wide with apprehension. When she’d hoped for a positive answer, she certainly hadn’t expected this right in the office.


  “What better place?” he said.  “You really want it, you can prove it.  Right here, right now.”


  “But the noise?” she wondered aloud.


  Travis shrugged.


  He was positively ruthless, the way he sat behind his desk waiting for her response, his eyes looking so coolly impassive.  For an instant she wanted to leave, thinking this was the stupidest thing she’d ever done.  Then, she remembered how she burst with sexual thrill the hours after her spanking, and how she was beginning to burst right now, at the thought of it happening again.


  Rising from her chair, Brooke began to raise her skirt.


  “Look at me,” Travis ordered her as she blushingly tried to look away.  His voice was that same demanding tone he’d used that fateful night.


  Turning to him, keeping her eyes on his face, Brooke complied with his wishes, raising her skirt above her waist and then lowering her panties.  Without prompting, she completed his instructions, and leaned over the desk, just as she watched her husband rise from his chair.


  Opening his desk draw he pulled from it a wooden ruler.  It was a fine wooden ruler made of mahogany that had been part of an executive desk set she’d bought for him when he opened his office.  


  “This should do,” he said, taking the eighteen inch long piece in his hand.  Might not pack quite the punch of the hairbrush, but then I think it has its own charm.”


  Brooke couldn’t believe that he was actually smiling, deviously so; but that only made the moment more exciting.  Acknowledging her arousal this time, when she’d ignored it before, she couldn’t wait for Travis to begin.


  Coming around the desk, Travis stood behind his wife for sometime, admiring her lovely behind.  The first time he’d spanked her, he hadn’t had time for such pleasures, but this time, he let the moment linger, knowing that as he pleased himself eyeing his wife’s two exquisite cheeks, she was also suffering as she should.


  “Maybe, you’re getting what you need, Brooke,” he finally said, and with no further preliminaries, he drew his arm back and let her feel a good sharp smack across the center of her bottom.


  “Yikes!” Brooke cried out as much from shock as pain.


  “You’re better hold your tongue, love, you have no idea who might end up listening in.”  


  Another whack over top of the first, and with this one, she kept her cry to herself.  A half dozen more, and he could tell that she could hardly contain herself.  Though having no desire for the whole building to hear of her agony, she kept her replies to simple grunts and groans.


  As the spanking continued, Travis watched his wife’s rear end, and the lovely blush that was rising steadily.  He placed his smacks all over her rounded cheeks, finding great pleasure making certain that she got a thorough treatment.  He remembered how much she hated those at her thighs, so he laid several at the fleshy tops of her legs and then lower.  It satisfied him to hear her simple moans, suddenly turn into more anxious and animated ones.  His favorite trick, however, was smacking the exact same spot over and over, right in the center of her bottom.  Hearing her cry out, when she was trying so hard to be quiet, was satisfaction all its own.


  Finally thinking she’d reached the limit of her endurance, Travis slowed the pace until he stopped altogether.  Waltzing around to the opposite side of his desk, he replaced the ruler in his desk and sat down.


  “There.  Was that all you wanted?” he asked her.


  Looking up at her, Travis could see the trickle of tears that were falling from her eyes.  She didn’t make much noise crying, but he could tell it was with good reason.


  “You can get up now,” he prompted her when she failed to rise.  He watched as she gingerly stood again, and even more gingerly replaced her panties and lowered her skirt.


  “Hurt?” he asked.


  “Yes,” she replied, sorrowfully.


  “You get what you came for?” he asked.


  “I think so,” she replied.


  “Something else you wanted?” he asked.  All the fire in him was gone, replaced now by a stony cold detachment.


  “I was hoping maybe this would lead to more?” she asked, meekly.


  “More spanking?”


  “Maybe, but I was thinking perhaps dinner?”


  “Aroused?”


  “Yes.”


  “And you’d like me home in bed tonight?” he wondered.


  “Yes,” she answered truthfully.


  For Brooke, the conversation seemed to be going exactly as she hoped.


  “Well, my dear Brooke, I wish I could help you out, but I have date with my secretary tonight.  I’ve already kept her waiting so I think we both need to go.”


  Stunned by the message, disappointed and embarrassed, Brooke turned away quickly, more tears threatening to spill down her cheeks.  Fleeing the office as fast as she could go, she didn’t look back at Travis, or even check to see if the efficient young blonde at the secretary’s desk had heard her tuneful complaints.


  ***


  A week later Brooke was home alone doing what she’d been doing all week long: thinking about the horrible mess she’d made of her life.  A wanton affair, a broken marriage, two humiliating spankings from an efficient but uncaring husband … what more could possibly be wrong, except a mountain of bills, the dreary job prospects facing her, and an the empty bed upstairs?  


  She’d never been one to fret over her troubles, but these were really troubles now, and she could hardly see her way through them.


  Sitting down to her lone dinner in the kitchen, Brooke heard a distinctive knock on the front door.  Getting up from the table, she answered it, surprised to see Travis standing there, looking more light-hearted than he’d been in months.


  “It’s a good thing one of us is happy,” Brooke acknowledged his friendly expression.  “You want to come in?”  


  Opening the door, she turned around and assumed that Travis would follow.   Back in the kitchen, Brooke returned to her meal, only casually mentioning that she could cook something for Travis, if he was hungry.


  Declining her offer, he sat across the small breakfast table, and looked at her sincerely.


  “I think another spanking is in order,” he finally said.  “What do you think?”


  “Another?  But …”  She had a mouthful of food and could hardly talk.


  “If you want me to take your proposal seriously, we’ll be doing a lot of this.”


  “Taking my proposal seriously?” she wondered aloud.


  “Yes, seriously.”


  “So you’re moving back home?” she asked.


  “Not yet.  Don’t jump the gun.  We have a few things to work out first.”  His amiable mood was changing to exceedingly serious one, more like she was used to.  “I want things perfectly clear about your getting spanked.”


  “Spanked?”  She thought she sounded like a real stooge repeating back what he said, but she couldn’t think of anything else so say.


  “Isn’t that what you want?”


  “Yes but … ”  She’d stopped eating, her stomach suddenly churning too much to put another thing in it.  “What about your secretary?”


  “That was just a first date, and just something friendly,” Travis replied.


  “You led me to believe… “


  “I led you to believe nothing.  Maybe you assumed.”


  “So you considered my proposal?” she asked.


  “I think, we should try this one more time, and see what happens.”


  “You mean spanking.”


  “I mean paddling your butt until it burns like a bonfire.”


  “Oh my!  And then what?”


  “Well,” he paused for a moment before he continued.  And then he had a whole mouthful to say.  “I think you’re going to have me move back in here where I belong.  And I think you’re going to start behaving like an obedient wife.  And I think I’m going to start being very attentive to all your needs.  And when you start getting a little too anxious, and a little too mouthy, and much too bratty, you’re going over my knee, or the most convenient chair, or against the wall—anywhere that suits me.  And I’m going to paddle the living daylights out of your ass until it’s so hot you’re screaming and crying like a baby, and ready to behave yourself.  Does that make my plan clear enough?”


  Brooke was astounded, and tongue-tied once more, feeling a host of tingling sensations rising all through her, an incredible rush mounting like a wildfire the more he spoke.


  “You, my dear Brooke, are going to get exactly what you want and what you deserve.  We’re going to turn this relationship into an honest marriage.  And I’m taking charge.  Is that clear?” he asked again.


  Brook shook her head, still too dumbfounded to speak.


  “I want your answer, in plain English,” he said, as if he was reprimanding her for not replying.


  “Sure, it’s clear,” she finally said.  She was shaking like a leaf.  “You suppose we could just go to bed now?” she asked without thinking.  She was suddenly so awed, in love, and horny that she could hardly stay in her seat.


  “Only after another go round over my lap?”


  The stunned wife trembled even more, this was all too much for her to fathom.


  “Is there some particular reason I deserve this one?” she wondered.


  “General principles, that should be enough.  And because it might take a number of weeks paddling your butt to get me over your infidelity.  You want me back, those are the conditions.”


  Finished with conversations, Travis rose from the chair and pulled Brooke up with him, leaving her half eaten dinner on the table.  Thinking they would go to the living room as they’d done before, she was surprised to find Travis leading her upstairs to the bedroom.


  “Up here?” she wondered aloud.


  “This time,” he replied.  Though once they arrived in the bedroom, he looked around.  She could see that he was annoyed.  “Damn this is a mess!” he remarked.


  She smiled chagrined.  “I guess I haven’t had the heart.


  “Well, you damn well better start.  Because taking care of things around here is your job, and a punishable offense when it’s not done.”


  Abruptly catapulted into another world, Brooke was completely bewildered.  But still too horny to consider all the implications at that moment, she followed dutifully along.


  “Go get my work belt,” Travis ordered.


  “Your work belt?” she repeated.


  “You heard me.”  


  The sternness in his voice was exhilarating, something out of her wildest dreams and fantasies.  Brooke scooted quickly to the closet to retrieve the belt in question.  Returning to her husband, he was ready for her, sitting on the edge of the bed, his lap just waiting.


  Holding the belt, Travis was more breathtaking still, the way he doubled the two inch wide leather in his hand, the way he grasped it with such a manly grip.  He’d rolled up his sleeve on his right arm so Brooke could see his tanned forearm flex before the event even took place.  The vision of his bringing the belt down on her bottom made her whole body surge with the most powerful rush.


  Travis didn’t speak again, but guided Brooke over his knees and pulled up her skirt, to see her pale pink panties covering her soft round globes of flesh.


  “We’ll have to prepare a little better next time you get spanked.  I don’t even want to deal with these,” he said, as she pulled the panties out of his way.


  No time to comment, Brooke simply waited for the first smack to land, and it didn’t take long.  The crack of the leather against her ass end was fierce and stung like crazy, though not as fierce and stinging as the smacks that followed.


  Wasting no time at all, Travis pelted her rear with a quick dozen strokes.  The response was nearly instantaneous, the leather producing a fine pink blush.  The wide width of the belt made certain that her entire ass end was well covered.  Such a sight!  Travis wondered to himself for the hundredth time in the last week why he hadn’t thought of this solution before.  Obviously it was just what his naughty wife needed.  And oh, she’d be getting it now!


  “Oooo, ouch, ooo, please!” she cried.


  “You think this is bad, just wait!”


  “Ouch, oh no!


  “You’re going to have such a sore butt, you’ll be thinking of it every time you sit down!”


  “Ouch! Travis please!”


  “You may protest, but you know this is exactly what you want.”


  “Ouch, Travis stop!”


  “Stop, never!”


  And Brooke believed him..  The way he seemed to be going on forever.  The nasty belt kept coming down, over and over and over and over, until her bottom was no longer pink but a wild shade of red.


  Suddenly, without any warning at all, Travis dropped the belt and laid his hand on her warmed bottom as he’d done the first time he spanked her.  But unlike that other time, he dove into her punished rear, eagerly squeezing the two roughed up mounds so that the pain was freshly felt. 


  This was no punishment at all however.  Pulling her up on the bed, they quickly flung their clothes aside, and explored each other at will, with more passion than they had had in years.  Like a man taking his bride for the first time, he surrounded Brooke with forceful arms, and entered her with a demanding erection that like the spanking, took charge of her body’s desires.  He brought her to the climax that she’d been yearning for all these weeks as she’d fantasized about her husband’s renewed intensity.  


  When the two finally collapsed in each other’s arms exhausted from nearly an hour of vigorous love play, Brooke felt more whole than she ever had.


  And for the first time in the wild foray, Travis smiled with a genuine affection.


  Brooke smiled back.  “Welcome home,” she said.


  “Glad you’ve been conquered, my dear wife?” he asked.


  “Glad?  I’m elated and relieved.  Can you ever forgive me for me being so reckless?”


  “Oh, I might,” he replied.  “Though I don’t think I can without making this bottom of yours pay a few more times.”


  “Ooo, I don’t know if I can take it,” she replied.


  “Well, I guess you’re just going to have to, if you want me around.”  And with that, Travis gave her bottom a rude smack, that warmed her everywhere that mattered.  And the two rolled over and began loving each other once more.




  Over The Professor’s Knee


  He was German and taught mathematics at the University.  Not making much of an income, he was also the landlord of the quaint, brick apartment building, where the budding actress/writer/dancer/and all around dilettante of the arts climbed the worn cement steps and rapped on the door that said “room for rent.”


  “I’m afraid it’s not much,” Hans Gustafson told the pretty young woman.  She had short dark hair, a little pixie nose, small red painted lips, and a sassy cock to her head.  


  “I’m Louisa French,” the girl told him, holding out her hand for him to shake.  “I’m going to be famous some day, and this place will make a wonderful memory for my published diary, I’m sure.”


  Hans wanted to laugh, instead his eyes just twinkled with delight.


  “I’ll show you upstairs,” he said, as he led the way up the well-worn flight to the second floor.


  “Oh, my!  It’s perfect,” Louisa exclaimed gleefully, as she danced around the empty room.


  “This is all it is,” Hans said.  “I did advertise a studio.”


  “And that’s why I like it.  I hardly have anything anyway.  I suppose I’ll have to sleep on the floor for the first few weeks, until I have money for a bed.”


  “On the floor?”


  “It’s bohemian, don’t you think?”  Louisa moved to the large bay window at the far end of the room.  “I’ll get a desk and write here.  I’m an incurable romantic, you know.”


  It was not hard to guess.


  “Are you sure you’re ready for this, miss.  I mean, you look awfully young.  You’re a student at the university?”


  “Of course.  I’m already twenty, and that’s getting really old, I know.  I may look young, but that’s just my hair, and my skin.  I have perfect skin.  I think I was blessed, actually.  Of course in my line of work, it’s a good thing, don’t you think, to look young?”


  “Perhaps.  What line of work is that?”  He was in awe of the girl’s charm.


  “Well right now, I’m a waitress.  But that’s only temporary, since I’m going to be in the theatre, and writing plays, and dancing and singing like a bird on stage.”


  “Ah, I see,” Hans said smiling.  “An artist.”


  She looked at him.  “Yes,” she nodded happily at his acknowledgment.  “An artist.”


  “You’re a new student at the University?” he asked.


  “Transferring in.  I’m practically in my Junior year, you see I have this little problem with math, but I’m sure I can get over that with a few well timed theatrics.”  She giggled delightfully for him, and then said with a whisper, “I hear the basic math Prof. is a real darling, and a pushover for young women.”


  “Oh, I see,” Hans said, continuing to smile with delight.  “So you’ll take the room?” he asked.


  “Of course,” she replied exuberantly.  “I’m an artist, just like you said.  And an artist needs a studio.”


  ***


  There was a rush for the door at eight o’clock the next Monday morning, as students came pouring through the doors of room 362.  First year math.  Professor Gustafson was sitting calmly at his desk in the front, peering out over his spectacles at the clamoring throng of new faces.  


  Gustafson was over thirty, his dark hair just beginning to gray around the temples.  An average medium build, with a handsome unassuming face, he was considered the mild mannered professor to look at him.  Quite charming in a reserved and perhaps shy sort of way.  He was pleasant as he could be to his students, and really very helpful, though his tests were notoriously tough.  That particular reputation made Hans Gustafson wonder, as he watched his students fall into their seats, how his new tenant got the idea that he was a “pushover.”


  The class began as a first day class usually does, with lots of confusion and introductions.  When the door rattled at quarter past the hour and a tardy student made a mad dash to find a seat, the entire room turned to watch until the somewhat chagrined young woman was settled.


  “Glad you could join us, Miss French,” Prof. Gustafson said smiling graciously.  “Now where were we?”


  Exchanging a meaningful glance at her landlord, now math professor, Louisa blushed to her temples before she broke out into a cocky grin.  


  The class proceeded to the end of the hour, Hans giving his usual first day assignment.  Three chapters reading and sixty problems, it was an extensive one.  A tactic he used to see what students were going to treat his class seriously.  He preferred higher mathematics, trigonometry and calculus.  By the time a young person was in college they should be well beyond this introductory level.  These young people were often marginal students, either too interested in partying, or perhaps, like his young tenant, Miss French, too wrapped up in other aspects of their education to care about such mundane basics.


  When the class filed out the door at the end of the hour, Hans noted that Miss French was one of the first to leave.


  ***


  It was a week later before Louisa French was close enough to Hans Gustafson for a personal conversation.  This one was initiated by the professor when he noticed her leaving the apartment one evening.


  “Miss French,” he called to her from his doorway.


  At the front stoop, the girl turned around.  “I’m really in a hurry,” she said, trying to move on.


  “Not in such a hurry to listen for a minute,” he said kindly.


  “I really do …”


  “Come here,” he said, stepping back, opening the door wide.  “I’m not going to bite.”


  She blushed, but consented, following him into his quarters.  She was really in no hurry at all.


  “I don’t see much of you around, except in class,” Hans initiated the discussion.


  “I’m very busy.”


  “I was thinking that I should have seen you in my office by now, since there was a problem on the test.”


  “Oh, yes, I know you suggested that we see you, but I’m sure the next test will go just fine.  I was at the theater the night before, didn’t have much time to study.  I’ll do better next time.”  Louisa started to rise.  


  “Sit down, Louisa,” Hans countered her move, and she complied.  All that calm reserve was really quite commanding.  “You need some tutoring or you’re not going to pass this class.  And I gather it’s important to you.”


  “Of course, I have to pass it,” she declared, anxiously.


  “Well, Louisa, since “well-timed theatrics” don’t really help your grade, despite what you’ve heard, you’re going to need to learn the material.”


  Louisa blushed.  “I guess that was a stupid thing to say, wasn’t it?”


  “I really haven’t dwelled on it,” Hans replied smiling.  “Though I would like to know who thinks I’m a pushover.  I’ve never heard the term applied to me before.”


  “Actually, I had the wrong professor,” Louisa admitted.  “I’ve heard other stories about you since.”


  “I see.  Well, the fact remains, you have a comprehension problem with this subject.  Perhaps I could give you some extra instruction?  Or maybe a tutor?”


  “Oh, I don’t think that’s necessary.  I know my grade will improve.  But I do appreciate your concern.  You’re really very sweet.”


  “Thank you,” Hans replied, noticing what a lovely light danced across the girl’s face.  He only hoped that she would succeed as she hoped.  With all her daring and her sensuous allure, she might well have that fabulous career ahead of her that she wanted so much.


  “Now, really, I have to go,” she told him.  Giving him one of her most endearing grins, she left the room. 


  ***


  It was several weeks later that Hans heard the mind boggling crash of glass from Louisa’s upstairs apartment, and he rushed up to see what had happened.


  “Are you all right?” he asked her, as he charged into her room, seeing the door open and a porcelain vase lying in thousands of tiny pieces on the floor.


  “No, I’m not all right,” Louisa snapped at the man.


  “Can I help?” he asked.


  “Yes, you can help,” she assured him.  “You can change my grade.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Look at this!” she ordered him, shoving a grading report in his face.


  “The numbers don’t lie, Louisa,” he reminded her, seeing the failing report he’d given the dean’s office earlier that week.


  “You can’t do this!  You know how much my career means to me.  You go failing students willy nilly because they can’t master some obscure mathematical language that will do them positively no good for the rest of their lives!  It’s absurd!”  She was shouting angrily. 


  “It’s a simple class, Louisa.  If you did the work, I’m sure you’d pass,” he said her sternly.  “Did you throw this vase?”


  “Yes!” she snapped again.


  “I’d suggest you get control of yourself,” he warned.  “And get your work done.”


  “Or what?”


  “Or maybe your grand career will fall at your feet in rubble, just like your pretty vase.”  Enough said, Hans left the room.


  ***


  Later that evening, the sheepish Miss French knocked on the Professor’s door.


  “I’m sorry, sir, that scene upstairs was really childish of me,” she said, when he answered.


  He looked at her a moment seeing a much softer expression on her face than had been there earlier.  “Apology accepted,” he said.  “Did you clean up the mess?”


  “Yes, I did.”


  “No cut fingers?”


  “No cut fingers,” she replied.


  “So, is there some purpose for this visit other than your apology?” he asked.  She wasn’t moving and looked very nervous.


  “Yes, there is.  I thought, I mean if you’re still willing, that I’d better take you up on your offer to tutor me in math.”


  “Oh?”


  “Yes.  Maybe you could help motivate me.  I can’t afford to fail it.”


  “I see,” Hans nodded as his eyes inspected the young woman.  In spite of her temper and her less than sterling academic inclinations, she remained a irresistible joy to watch.  “Sit down,” he said, offering her a place on his sofa.


  “So, will you?”


  “It’s a possibility, though I have my reservations.”


  “Oh?  You don’t think I’m worth it?”


  “I didn’t say that.  But I doubt your sincerity.”


  “Oh, sir, I’m absolutely sincere.  Really I am.”


  “That’s easy to say, Miss French, but you haven’t proven it to me at all.  By the way you acted in your apartment, I’d say you wanted me to be easy on you because you’re my tenant and I like you.”


  “Oh, no!”


  “You expect me to believe that?”


  “Well?”  She offered him a sweet sheepish grin.


  “What I think you really need is some heavy handed discipline.  You’re way out of control, and if you don’t reign in a little, you’ll never graduate.”


  “I have to, sir, I really do.”


  The Professor eyed her carefully, knowing full well that she was full of promises and little action.  She did what she loved and little more, and right now her only love was her theatre. 


  “Please, I promise.  I won’t disappoint you.”


  “I’ll consider tutoring you under certain conditions.  You’ll follow my rules to the letter.”


  “And what are those?”


  He rapped his fingers lightly against the table next to him, as he considered the proper plan for this roguish brat.  “Three tutoring sessions a week, forty-five minutes each.  You complete every assignment, every day, and hand it in on time.  You fail to do that, you pay the consequences.”


  “Consequences?  What are those?”


  “For you, Miss French, I think resorting to a time honored discipline would work the best.”


  “Yes?”


  “I know it may be out-dated in the States, but there are many schools in Europe that still impose old-fashioned methods.  I think in many cases they still work.  And for you, given your lack of discipline, I think they’d work perfectly.”  


  “What is it?”  She was anxious to hear.


  “You break our agreement, I spank your bottom.” 


  “What!”


  “Over my knee, pants down, old-fashioned spanking with that paddle.”  Hans pointed to a wooden implement hanging on the wall behind her.  Turning around, she spotted the thing in wide-eyed horror.


  “You can’t do that, can you?”


  “This is a totally voluntarily arrangement.  Take it or leave it.  There are other tutors, if you like.”


  Louisa eyed her landlord with a new degree of respect.  It was not so much the words he spoke as the compelling pull she had toward him as he laid out his requirements clearly, and the consequences so bluntly.  But stunned by the amazing proposal, she simply stared, too nervous to speak.


  “I like you very much, Louisa,” the professor felt compelled to add, seeing Louisa’s blank expression.  “But you’ve already proven yourself irresponsible and flighty.  In order to correct that situation, you’re going to need to take drastic measures.  And remember, there will be no need to punish you at all if you do the work.”


  Her brain was working a mile a minute.  He could see that, the way her face scrunched up thoughtfully before it broke out into a easy smile.  “Well, let’s see, you tutor me, I do as you instruct, and as long as I do, I pull my grade up and pass my class.  Is that right?”


  “That’s it.”


  “I think I can do that,” she said, looking pretty confident about the matter.


  “And you do understand the consequences completely.”


  “Yes,” she said.  “You’ll spank me if I screw up.  That can’t be so bad.  When do we begin?”


  Hans hadn’t really expected that his student would agree to this, so it took a moment to make his decision.


  “How about the first session tomorrow afternoon.  After classes.  About four-thirty, my office?  We’ll do it Monday, Wednesday and Friday.”


  “I’ll be there,” Louisa said smiling, as she popped up from her chair, and went for the door.


  “And Louisa,” Hans called to her.  “Any necessary spankings will be administered here, with Mrs. Greg looking on.  I don’t want you to think there’s any impropriety going on.”


  “I understand,” she replied.  “But I’m sure it won’t be necessary.”  With that, the saucy young woman disappeared out the door.


  ***


  Without the slightest clue why she’d do such an odd thing, signing up for this curious plan, Louisa found herself agreeing to the professor’s arrangement with hardly a thought.  By some power that he seemed to have over her, her landlord/professor had stopped her short in the midst of her whirlwind life, and made her agree to something that seemed bizarre.  And still, she felt almost driven to it.


  Strange, how the Professor Gustafson had hit on a plan that drew from her a long held, but vigorously squelched desire.  Taking the desire out of mothballs now, she remembered that there’d been times a few years back when she’d thought that just such a commanding kind of action like getting a spanking from a commanding sort of man, was exactly what she needed to tame the wildness that ran rampant in her and often sabotaged her best laid plans.  


  What was stranger still however, she never expected such a proposal would come from the not “not-so-mild-mannered” professor.  


  ***


  Louisa was absolutely flawless with her mathematics for two weeks.  Arriving on time for her tutoring sessions, getting all her assignments in promptly, and even spending two hours the day before her next exam studying—of course at the recommendation of Professor Gustafson.  There was even some small consolation maintaining such an arduous schedule.  She found herself almost looking forward to her sessions with the Professor, not for the subject of course, but because of the way he stood behind her when she worked a problem, leaned over her shoulder as he showed her how to produce the numbers that he wanted.  A prickly excitement lit her body’s fire, though only in a subdued sort of way.


  After the first two weeks of the arrangement, when the exam results were posted the day after the test, Louisa couldn’t be more delighted to see that she had a beautiful B+ next to her name.  Bolting into the Professor’s office she wanted to fling her arms around him for a big hug, but she held back.  Instead, she beamed at him with pride, all giddy with excitement.  The equally happy Hans Gustafson let her have that Wednesday afternoon off to celebrate.


  “Remember, Friday afternoon, same time,” he reminded her as she left his office.


  “Friday, yes,” she exclaimed happily, as she flitted out the door.  For the moment she was free of that horrible subject, free like a bird to do whatever she liked.  Taking off for a theatre rehearsal, she put math and all the ridiculous assignments aside to enjoy her favorite passion.


  ***


  It was a cold miserable Saturday morning just days later when Louisa heard the sharp knock on her door.  Pulling herself from bed and wrapping a warm afghan around her shivering shoulders, she opened the door to see Hans Gustafson standing before her, as calm as ever, but with the most awesomely stern expression on his face.


  “Professor!”


  “Good morning, Louisa.”


  “Is something wrong?”


  “I’d like to see you in my apartment in an hour.  Mrs. Greg will be there.”  The professor started to walk away.


  It took some seconds for it to dawn on Louisa what he was talking about.  “Oh, my god, I forgot yesterday,” she said aloud, when he was almost to the stairs.


  “Yes, you did.”


  “But?”


  “No buts, Miss French, we have an agreement.”


  “But I was in the middle of rehearsals, it slipped my mind.  I was going to tell you about changing the time …”


  “But you didn’t,” he said sternly.  “I’ll see you downstairs.”


  It took more courage than Louisa thought that she had to walk down the stairs and knock on the Professor’s door.  She was shaking like a leaf, realizing that she was going to get the spanking that the man had promised her.  In a bit of a dream state, she couldn’t really fathom that this was happening to her, but the oddest sensation of arousal was accompanying her short trek.  It only got worse when the professor answered the knock and motioned her inside.


  Mrs. Greg was already there.  The handsome older woman was the epitome of stern mothering, the perfect kind to witness such a punishment given her old-fashioned straight-laced ideas on everything.  She’d already made it known to Louisa that she didn’t approve of her choice of lifestyle.  “Stage people” as she called them were up to no good.


  At the moment, she sat on the Professor’s settee looking painfully grim.


  After leading her into his living room, Hans sat too, in his high backed leather reading chair, which at the moment made the mild looking man look very imposing.  Purposefully, he sat on the edge of his seat as if he was already preparing himself for what was to follow.  Louisa stopped in front of him, and looked down, her legs quivering quite noticeable.


  “Do I have to explain what’s happening here?” he asked her. 


  “You’re going to spank me, aren’t you?” she said.  Strange how she felt so cold on one side, and hot on the other, thinking her bottom was already burning and he hadn’t even laid a hand on her.  Then again, it might just be the wood stove behind her, which was flaming brightly to take away the chill in the room.


  “It’s our agreement, is it not?  You not only missed yesterday’s tutoring session, you didn’t turn in your last assignment.”


  “I guess in all my excitement, it just slipped my mind.”


  “Easily, I see.  Too easily.  This is just the kind of thing I was afraid of.”


  “I’m sorry, Professor.  But is this really necessary?”


  “Yes,” he answered sternly.  “Now, if you’ll take down your jeans, we can start.”


  “My jeans?”


  “The only punishment worth your time is a bare-bottomed one,” Mrs. Greg chimed in.


  Having forgotten the woman altogether, Louisa jerked about and flashed the woman a scowl.


  “Off with the jeans,” the professor repeated, his voice rising just slightly.


  Such a blush rose on Louisa’s cheeks, she thought she was going to burn up.  But seeing no way out of this horrible mess, she began to undo the button and zipper on her pants.  She couldn’t help but feel that funny feeling again, that arousing pleasant sort of sensation that the idea of spanking had brought in the past.  But then, this was the real thing, not some silly fantasy.


  Pushing her jeans over her hips, she took them off, one leg, then the next, till she was standing in front of the professor shivering even more than she had before.  She had no idea whether she was hot or cold, or just plain scared.


  Reaching out for her hand, Hans pulled her down over his lap, the young woman surprisingly compliant for a first time.  


  “Have you been spanked before?” he asked her.


  “Just when I was very little,” she replied.


  “I imagine you’ll find this a very different experience than a child’s correction,” he said.  “I’ll begin with my hand.”


  “Aren’t you going to take down her underwear?” Mrs. Greg asked.


  “Not yet,” Hans replied.  And so he commenced.


  Drawing his hand back so he could put some power behind his stroke, he brought it down hard on Louisa’s quivering behind.


  “Ouch!”


  Another smack quickly followed, and then several more, slowly, methodically, with the obvious precision of a mathematician.


  “Ouch! Ow! Oh my god!” Louisa cried, as her bottom wiggled against the professor’s lap. 


  Another and another, each smack seemed to add a jolt so it was impossible for her to recoup from one before the next was laid on.  The stinging burn was turning into something very difficult to handle.


  “Ouch!  Please stop!” she wailed at one point, and to her relief the professor did stop.  But just as she was about to rise, he pulled her back, holding her tightly with this left arm.


  “You’re going anywhere, not yet,” he said.  “Mrs. Greg, bring me my paddle.  There.  Hanging on the wall.”


  He pointed to a wooden implement hanging from its nail.  And while he waited for the woman to retrieve it for him, he lifted the waistband of Lousia’s panties.


  “Oh, no!  Not that!”


  “I’m just getting warmed up, so to speak.  You have a long way to go before this is over.”


  “But … “


  “Hush!”


  With the paddle in the Professor’s hand, he wasted no time starting in again, the implement coming down on her slightly pink bottom with a flurry of sharp smacks.


  “Yeeeeeoooooowwwww!” she wailed.  She wiggled and squirmed, and the thing just kept coming down.  Smack after smack of the unyielding wood made her skin blazing hot in seconds.  With no relief from the incessant strikes, the pain was unbearable in just a minute’s time.  


  “No, no, please, no more!” she wailed.


  But the determined professor prevailed.


  Pausing only seconds to let her catch her breath, he began in again, and again, and again, until he was exhausted as she was.  A final rain of especially sharp slaps of the wood, he ended the spanking with Louisa balling loudly.  Likely the whole building heard her woe.


  “There, Miss French, you can get up,” he announced, when she’d quieted enough for her to hear him speak.


  The girl shot up quickly; and turning so he couldn’t see her privates, she tugged at her panties and jeans until she was decent again.  Too bad her tight pants made her sore bottom feel worse yet.


  She was snuffing, wiping her tears with the back of her hand until he offered her a handkerchief.


  “Can I go now?” she asked.


  “No, we have the matter of our agreement to discuss.  But Mrs. Greg, I think you can leave, since the punishment is over for the day.”  He turned to the woman and smiled.


  She nodded at the professor, cast a nasty proud look at the chastised young women, then made her brusque exit.


  “I suppose you didn’t really believe me,” the professor suggested as he looked up at Louisa.


  “I suppose not,” she said, and she blew her nose.


  “Well then, we can get on with your education, and put this behind us.”


  “I guess.”  


  Louisa looked downcast—something to expect Hans thought, though this seemed a particularly distraught moment.


  “Then I have your word, Louisa, about our agreement?”


  “Yeah, sure.  I’ll be at my session on Monday.”


  The Professor nodded, and the girl was off.  He had no idea what she was thinking, and at that moment would have given anything to have seen inside her soul.


  The spanking electrified Louisa and confused her.  On the one hand, it was the most horrible thing that had ever happened to her, undoubtedly the most embarrassing.  She didn’t know how she could look the Professor in the eye again, let alone be tutored by him.  But the worst part, far worse than the embarrassment, was the raging feeling that thrilled her when he spanked her, even as it was happening, and especially when it was over.  She had to escape his apartment quickly, for fear that he would read her thoughts, and know that she was suddenly, without explanation, totally and completely attracted to the remarkable man.


  Oh, yes!  She’d be at the next tutoring session and the next and the next.  She wouldn’t miss a one, embarrassment and all.  She’d be his star pupil, she was that determined—even if she’d have to get over her initial chagrin the next time their eyes met. 


  ***


  The next several weeks went well with Louisa and mathematics.  The Professor’s treatment had certainly worked, since she was taking her subject seriously.  She did all her assignments, not missing a single class or a tutoring session.  Even though she was still struggling with the work, she was pulling a B, and that was the best grade she’d had in math, ever.


  When Louisa passed her class with flying colors, she couldn’t be more elated, even though it was only a temporary exuberance when she saw the grades on the rest of her report card.


  ***


  As Louisa passed Hans Gustafson in the hallway of the apartment building on the last day of the semester, he had a pleasant smile to greet her.


  “So.  Will I be seeing you next term in class, or have you had your fill of math?”


  “I’m afraid I’ve had my fill of math,” she admitted.  “But thank you for helping me through it.”  Her heart was leaping to her throat as she spoke.  It had been several days since she’d seen him.  She remembered quickly how much the man continued to fascinate her, even though it was an infatuation that she had to keep to herself.


  “Then I’ll see you here and around campus,” he said.


  She gulped, then bit her lip.  “How to say it,” she thought to herself.  She dreaded the next minute.  “I’m afraid not,” she told him.  “I mean see me on campus.”


  “Oh?”


  “I, uh.”


  “Yes?” he wondered.  He looked quite concerned and that made it even worse.


  “I, uh, flunked out.  I failed History and English.”


  “You what!” Hans was instantly roused.


  Louisa shrugged, looking sheepishly at him, her pixie eyes trying to illicit some compassion.


  “I can’t believe this.  You put us both through all this trouble.  You had no idea this was going to happen?”


  “I suppose.  I just lost track of things.”


  “You lost track!  I don’t believe it!”  She’d never seen the Professor angry, and it was quite a sight, especially the way his eyes flashed so darkly.  “So what are you going to do now?”


  “I don’t really know.  I don’t even know if I can stay here.”


  Hans shook his head in exasperation.


  “I’m afraid I’m going to be late with my rent because I lost my study grant.  Do you suppose I can still stay here?  I really have no place else to go.  But I do have a new theatre job, and in a week or two I’ll have the money.”


  “We’ll see.  We’ll see about that.”  The man looked very dour.  “Seems to me we’re going to have to carve out a new agreement.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “We’ll talk about it after you do a little necessary penance, Louisa French.  In here,” the Professor ordered her.  He was leading her toward his apartment.  “Good thing you have a skirt on, it will be much easier this time.”


  “You’re going to spank me again?”


  “Exactly,” he informed.  “After all you put me through this semester, to flunk out?  You deserve it.”


  This time, there were no preliminaries, no Mrs. Greg, no drawn out unveiling of her bottom.  Hans had the paddle from the wall, and his bratty tenant over his knee so swiftly that the girl didn’t know what was happening.  


  With her skirt up and her panties down a second later, she was getting spanked again; though for this one, the Professor was delivering the smacks, hard, fast and nasty from the very beginning.  Where the last spanking had been instigated by her negligence, this began with anger.  The great wealth of the Professor’s indignation played out on Louisa’s fair behind with all due speed and force.


  “Oh, pleeeeeeese!” she wailed wildly, when the unending strikes of the paddle burned hot.


   “Ouch, oh, my god, nooooooooo!” She was certain she couldn’t take another. 


  But they didn’t stop.


  “Please noooooooo!”


  She wiggled wildly, but the paddle kept coming down.


  “You’re getting exactly what you deserve,” Hans scolded her.  Smack!  “You’re ungrateful, irresponsible, and reckless.”  Smack!  “It’s time someone taught you a lesson.” Smack!


  “I’m sorry, I really am!” 


  Her plea was to no avail, the smack, smack, smack continued on.  The ruthless sting made her hot and livid and sorry and repentant all at the same time. 


  Smack!


  “I have a feeling that this is the only thing that would get you motivated!”


  The smacks came roaring on.


  “Ouch, on no, no please.”


  “If you’d only told me, perhaps we could have prevented you from ruining your life.”


  “Ouch, oh, no, ouch, ow, please.”


  Such an awful sound rose from the professor’s living room.  Between the sound of the paddle on Louisa’s bottom, and her tearful passionate cries, the spanking was one raucous display.  Though it was clearly worth it in the Professor’s mind.  This turn over his knee reinforced the feeling that he’d been having for some weeks.  He cared about Louisa French, he cared a lot.  And he certainly didn’t want to see her thoughtlessness cost her from doing the very things she loved the most.  With those thoughts in his mind, he spanked her harder still, the smooth wood surface of the paddle leaving the young woman’s posterior looking red and raw and very sore before he even thought of stopping.


  Once her wails had turned into sobs, and he could actually feel the heat emanating from her punished cheeks, he began to let up.  A few smacks came at odd intervals for several final seconds, and then he stopped altogether, Louisa breathing a sigh of relief.


  “Now, you can get up,” he said, pushing her off his lap.


  “You’re really pissed at me, aren’t you?” she said.


  “I wouldn’t exactly put it in those words, Louisa, but I am.”


  “I disappointed you?”


  “Very much.  But the person that really should be disappointed is you.  You set out to do something important in your life, and you refused to take it seriously.  You get half way through your degree and pull some stupid stunt like this.  I don’t understand.  I have no idea why you even bothered with your math class only to turn around and fail two others.  If you had some kind of explanation I’d appreciate it.”


  “Explanation?”


  “Well?” he asked.


  “I’m not a very good student.”


  “Only because you don’t try.”


  “Still, I’ve been thinking that maybe college just isn’t right for me.  At least not now.”  


  “I suppose you went through high school without having to do much work?”


  “I guess so.”


  “And you took all the college classes that you could easily pass, and finally hit the ones you didn’t want to take?”


  “Yeah,” she admitted.


  “So you have a regular pattern of sloughing off.”


  “I guess.  I’ve sort of decided just to forget about it, and do my theatre work and see what happens.”


  He shook his head.


  “You’re over half way through your education, and you’ll give it up?”


  “I kind of have to now, after this last semester.”  


  Actually she hadn’t given it much consideration at all.  When she made the decision to drop out of school, she’d hardly given it a second thought.  But now, looking into the Professor’s caring eyes, she was feeling very bad about it.


  “And you still want to live here?” he asked.


  “If we can work something out.”


  “I don’t know.”  He was still flabbergasted by the whole thing, though at the same time he wanted to care for her.  Irrational as it was, he couldn’t help it.  “I suppose it’s possible to work something out.  But what I still don’t understand is why you’d go on with the tutoring and fail everything else?”


  There was the bit of the devil in her eyes, as she stared at him, as if there was a really wicked explanation that she didn’t want to admit.  


  “So?” he prompted her.


  “I guess,” she started timidly.  “I guess because I like you?”


  “Like me?”


  “Yes.  Something about the way you treat me.  So firm and commanding, but still kind of gentle.  Even the spanking.  I couldn’t resist.  No one’s ever treated me that way.  I mean really cared enough to put limits on my crazy behavior.”


  Hans considered her admission for a minute, finding as he did, that the young woman’s fresh vibrant face was one thing he’d certainly miss if she moved out.  “Well, Louisa, I like you too, very much.  And though I’m afraid this will end up being the most foolish thing I’ve ever done, I would like to help you.”


  “You would?” 


  “Yes, I would.”


  “But only if you follow my rules,” he added immediately.


  “That’s what I need,” she agreed.


  “Suppose we have dinner tonight and talk about it,” he suggested.


  “You can do that?  I mean have dinner with me.  A student.”


  “You’re not a student anymore, are you?”


  “I guess not.”  Her sheepish imp-like expression tugged at his heart strings.  He remembered how hard she’d worked for him, and wondered if she just needed a little more guidance to keep her on track.


  “First, you’re going to work, and pay the rent on time as soon as you get that second job.  Second, you’re going to go to night school and take one class next semester.”


  “But?”


  “You can do that much.  You don’t want to quit now, I promise you.  And then you’ll to re-apply for the university, and do what it takes to regain your status.”


  “But, I can’t …”


  “Oh, yes you can, Louisa.”


  “But look how I’ve already failed?”


  “You wouldn’t have, believe me, if I’d known about your other classes.”


  “Good god, I’ll be getting spanked all the time, if you use the same plan,” she moaned.


  “Maybe, that’s just what you need.”


  He spoke sternly, from that fatherly resolve that enticed Louisa so.  And this time, even as he dictated the rules, there was an affectionate twinkle in his brown eyes as he admitted the tenderness that was in his heart.


  “Maybe, you’re right,” she returned.  “It’s just that the idea of going back to school changes my whole outlook on things.”


  “You needed that change.  From what I’ve seen, you’re a talented artist, just like you first proclaimed to me when we met.  You’ll go a lot farther with your career if you stick with this and get your degree.”


  Louisa smiled.  She was excited and nervous and a little humbled, that someone cared so much about her to see her through this rocky time.


  “Just one question,” she said.


  “What’s that?”


  “Does Mrs. Greg have to be there if you do spank me again?”


  “Do you want her there?”


  “Not really,” she replied.  “In fact, not at all.”


  He nodded, knowing that they were on the same wave length.  “But, we will take things slowly.  I won’t rush in to anything,” he added.


  “That’s fine, as long as it’s just you and me.”  She felt as nervous and giddy as she did when she was sixteen,  But her heart soared, knowing that the Professor, at least in part, returned her romantic feelings.


  Six Month Later …


  “I can’t get this, it’s not going in my brain, Hans, and it never, ever will!” Louisa shouted at the Professor just before she slammed the door on her way out.


  “Louisa, come back here,” he called to her, but just as he suspected the saucy brat was not about to give in.  


  In the months since they made their agreement, Louisa had pretty much fulfilled her end of the bargain, retaking her history class, and passing with some help from the Professor.  She’d re-enrolled in the university—on probation of course.  But she had a class load she could manage, and Hans’s watchful eye to keep her on track.


  Hans had fulfilled his end of the bargain too.  Just two necessary spankings curtailed a slip in habits: once, a missed class and forgotten assignment; the second, the first test of her new semester as a full student again, she “simply forgot about the quiz,” and failed it miserably.  


  Louisa took both spankings in stride.  Painful as they were, there was still that added bonus, that little thrill of finding her Professor’s intimate attentions to her behind quite arousing—even if the two hadn’t really acted on their more amorous feelings.  The Professor was determined that her spankings teach her the necessary lesson.  


  On the romantic side however, there were several sensuous kisses at the end of their “real” dates—those times when Hans took her out for pizza or a movie.  Such a gentleman.  He was delicate in the affairs of the heart, a fact that made the more audacious Louisa simply tremble in her shoes almost any time she was around the man.  She’d been pretty easy to go to bed with men in the past.  But Hans was different, and she was thoroughly feasting on the long slow tease.


  “Louisa, open the door,” Hans ordered her when he reached her upstairs apartment.  He’d given her ten minutes to calm down, but ten was enough in his estimation.


  “No!” she blared at him.


  “Louisa!” he spoke sharply.


  A second later, the door rattled simultaneous to a vicious sounding crash of glass.  Something had gone flying in his direction and was sure to be in pieces at the bottom of the door.


  Without another thought, Hans opened the locked door with his passkey and stepped gingerly over the broken glass.


  “You!” He pointed a finger at the sniveling angry young woman who was huddled in the far corner of the room.  “Stand up, and come here!”


  Louisa remained silent, pouting noticeably.  Her lower lip trembled, but it was a mad pout, and Hans prepared himself for her verbal assault.


  “Louisa French!”  He leveled a stare at her that was the worst she’d ever seen.  No, not “mild-mannered” at all, he was at his commanding best.  “Louisa,” he repeated.  


  “I can’t do it!” she finally snapped.


  “That’s a lie.”


  “I can’t, I can’t, I can’t.  I don’t care how much you tutor me, how much you spank me, how much … anything,” her arms were flailing theatrically, “I’m never going to graduate.  I’m a horrible failure.”  She collapsed back into the corner in her stew, her arms hugging her knees to her, her head bowed, hiding.


  Hans shook his head in exasperation, wondering why his heart was so captured by this unruly woman.  She had no self-control, no discipline, no sense at all in so many things.  Yet he loved her and was loving her more every day—especially days like this, when she was annoying, and confounding and totally miserable.  Even this, the very worst, he couldn’t look on her woe with anything but tenderness.


  At her side, Hans bent down and tugged at her crossed arms.  At first she resisted, but a little more tugging and she allowed him to pull her to her feet.


  “Sometimes you make so mad, I don’t know why I put up with you,” he said.


  “Then don’t,” she snapped at him.


  “Oh, no, it just makes it more of a challenge,” he told her sternly.  “We should have solved this hours ago, and that’s just what we’re going to do now.”


  “No!” Louisa said, trying to jerk away from him.


  “Oh, yes!” he answered her protest firmly.  As he held her close, he also began to unbuckle his belt from his pants.


  “You’re going to use that,” she looked at him in horror.


  “It’s what I have,” he said.  The belt pulled free, Hans sat down on the couch, and pulled her over his lap.  A quick tug of her lycra exercise shorts her white round buns were ready.


  “Hans, no!  Please.  I’m sorry, I really am.  I never should have thrown that dish, please!”


  Smack!  The belt struck while she was still pleading.


  “Ouch!”


  Smack!  Smack!  Smack!  The belt took the place of words, the leather flying briskly through the air, landing time after time on Louisa’s wiggling bottom.  Stripes of red appeared within seconds, lines of darker red criss-crossing the more fiercely they landed.


  “Ouch!  Oh, no!  Please don’t.”  Her wails, her cries, her thrashing was constant.  At first she was angry, and angrily fighting him, which only made Hans strike her harder.  As time went on however, the quality of her cries diminished into a woeful, pain filled sob, something Hans expected.


  Hearing her relinquishing somewhat, he back off too; though he didn’t stop altogether.  Continuing with an even pace, the belt landed again and again, covering Louisa’s bottom with its stinging strikes.  The more compliant Louisa, churned and moaned, and cried and wept, but in the end she was surrendering to the punishment, and to Hans, and to the discipline he offered.


  Finishing off, Hans left her bottom with a half dozen cutting strikes that had her howling for an instant.  But the spanking over, she went limp in his lap, content not to move for a long time.


  With a gentle hand on her behind, Hans caressed her hot flesh.  The feeling of oneness between the two had never been greater, and though he’d only taken this liberty one brief time before, he didn’t stop.  Louisa didn’t want him to, he could see that by the encouragement of her squirming loins.  Perhaps it was the day to make that momentous gesture, to take their unusual relationship one step further. 


  Not holding back his affections this time, Hans lifted her into his arms, and in nearly the same movement, the two fell back on Louisa’s couch, their arms grasped around each other, their lips meeting for wet, passionate kisses.  


  The remainder of their clothes falling to the floor beside them, they were fully naked rocking together happily, as Hans firm erection thrust inside her.


  Such a different kind of groan, such a happy sound to hear from her, it as glorious as her singing, as exuberant as she could be on the best of days.  The blissful song of her orgasm rose delightfully, just as Hans himself slipped over the edge of his inspired climax.


  “So, now that you’ve been well screwed, how’s your disposition?” the Professor asked.


  “Divine,” Louisa purred gleefully.  “You know I never thought you’d get around to this.”


  “I was waiting for the perfect time,” he said.


  “When I’m at my very lowest point?” she wondered aloud.


  “Not exactly.  Today just seemed to be the right day.”


  “You certainly left my bottom sore,” she said, reaching around to massage an aching cheek.


  “Good, it will serve as a reminder.  I probably should give you another spanking for breaking that dish against the door, and your pouty attitude, and your ridiculous tantrum.”


  “I thought that’s what you spanked me for,” Louisa said.


  “Not really.  What upset me the most was your defeatest attitude.  You have a little problem with some of your work, and you fly off the handle and tell me you can’t do it.  All you need is a little patience and a clear head, and you’ll learn what you need to learn.”


  Louisa sighed.  “You have such faith me.  Sometimes I don’t think I deserve you.”


  “Oh, you deserve me all right, and you need me too.”


  Louisa was silent for a moment, thinking.  “So what do I give to you?” she asked.  It was a very sincere question.


  Hans smiled.  “Oh, let’s see.  How about the sight of your glorious body, the sound of your voice, the exuberance of your spirit, and when you’re not whining about school work, your determination to be an actress.  There’s lots to love, believe me.”


  She blushed.  “You really think all that?” she asked.


  “From the first time I met you,” he said.


  “Then I suppose I’ll have to get busy so I can keep you around.”


  “You’re damn right, Louisa French,” the Professor agreed.  “And, yes.  I think I will give you another spanking tonight for breaking that dish.”  His eyes twinkled merrily, as he looked toward the mess on the floor.


  “Well, I suppose if it ends the way this spanking did,” she said.  “I won’t mind at all.”


  The professor smiled at her kindly.  There it was again, those flashing artful eyes, and fresh exhilaration.  Louisa French might be the most exasperating brat he’d ever met, but she was undoubtedly the most delightful one.




  A Lesson In Love


  “I can’t take you on this trip, and that’s that!” Joshua told her for the hundredth time.


  “But why not!  You still haven’t given me a satisfactory answer.”  She put her foot down firmly, and with hands on her hips, her lusty rebellion was almost making Joshua laugh.  But he’d already covered this territory with her and he was about to lose his patience. 


  “You, my sweet-assed wench,” Joshua Crow purred in her ear as his arm went around her thin waist, “are going to stay here in England while I get the repairs done on the ship.  That’s my final word.”


  “But you said you’ll be gone a month or two!  I can’t bear it!”


  “Where I have to go to go on business, is no place for a woman,” Joshua told her.  “Beside I’ve arranged other accommodations for you.”


  “You have?”


  “Yes, Mr. Terrill, your former guardian, now has a London house, you’ll be staying with him and his new wife.”


  “Good God! No!” she blared, her eyes flashing wildly.  She stormed desperately trying to wrench away from him.


  “He’s agreed,” Joshua said.


  “How could you!  You know how I hate that man!”


  “Hate?  You?  I doubt that.  Besides, the situation has changed.  You’re no longer obligated to the man, no longer his charge.  But you are in mine, and this is an emergency and I can find no where else where you can bide your time until things are ready for us to sail for New Bedford again.”


  “Dammit!” Juliet roared.  This time, she freed herself of Joshua’s grasp.


  “Don’t you go running off!” Joshua roared back. “Or I’ll take the leather to your backside.”


  “But …”  She turned back to him, no desire to feel that brand of wrath.


  “Mind your manners,” Joshua warned sternly.


  She took a deep breath, bit her lip so he could see she was holding back her sharp retort.  Then with as much cool restraint as she could gather, she ran her hands along her dress as if to straighten it, nodded to her husband, and started out the door again.


  Just as she was about to close the door, Joshua spoke again, “I did instruct Mr. Terrill to use his discretion to keep you in line.”


  “What!”  She whipped around.  “You didn’t,” she snapped.  Her eyes were flashing wildly.


  “I won’t have you not minding your behavior.  I have no need of rebellious brats right now.  All the worries that I have.”


  “You horrid, wretched, despicable man, Joshua Crow.  I’ll not love you again if you deposit me on his doorstop.”


  The sea Captain’s eyes flashed mightily, his face was clouded with a dark aspect, as he lunged for his fast fleeing wife.


  “What was that you said?” he queried her, as his fierce grip on her arm drew her back in the room.


  “I said, I’ll not love you again!” she retorted haughtily.


  “I thought so,” the Captain replied.  “So, you can’t keep your tongue, even for a second.”


  The stern man, a burly, handsome, dark bearded blackguard of a seaman, drew the auburn-haired beauty over his lap a split second later.  Having her skirts flying over her head, her bottom was feeling the sting of his hand as it came down to paddle her exposed behind.


  “Ouch!  Goddammit, ow, ouch, stop!” 


  Her arms kicked, her legs thrashed, but she was perfectly captured by his overpowering command and strong arms, not about to be let up from the discipline until her husband was finished.  Joshua’s hand came down on her bottom, peppering her hard and fast with dozens of wicked smacks, turning the once fair cheeks into quite a display of fiery red hue as it splashed across the tender behind.  


  “Ow, ouch, stop, you bloody bastard!”


  SMACK!


  One particularly nasty slap of his hand admonished her more harshly than the rest.  “You hold your tongue.  I’m warning you.”


  SMACK! 


  Another vicious swat punctuated his resolve, and he resumed the efficient pelting and the steady pace, until Juliet’s whole rear was ablaze, the skin hot to his touch.


  “There now,” he said at last.  “You have anything else to say?”  He held her tightly, his one arm clutching her waist, his other hand firmly squeezing a sore rear cheek.  He defied her to say a word of protest.


  For a long time, Juliet’s whole torso heaved and sighed.  The Caption knew that a hundred torrid thoughts were almost spoken, but not.  His headstrong wife was fighting for all she was worth to quell her hostility, even though the task was difficult.


  “Are you done now with your protests?” he asked again.


  She snuffed, her body seeming to relinquish the fire that had burned so hotly.  Even as it was, she found her husband’s hand fondling her behind was about as wonderful a feeling as she could possibly have, even if she didn’t want to admit it.


  “You done?” he sought a response one more time.


  “I am,” she said, at last.


  “And no more tirades?”


  “No, sir.”


  “And no more swearing?”


  “No, sir.”


  “And you’ll behave like the lady you are with Mr. Terrill?”


  At that question she bristled for an instant, and Joshua’s hand, that had been almost playful as it caressed her rear, squeezed her bum cheek hard.


  “Yes, oh yes!” she answered.


  “That’s good.  I want nothing but a favorable report, or I’ll take the leather to you, and you won’t like that.”


  No, she probably wouldn’t, even if the aftermath could be quite pleasant—even as this aftermath was proving to be pleasant with Joshua’s warm hand tenderly caressing her flesh.


  He pulled her up and into his lap, her head resting easily on his shoulder.


  “I’m going to miss you,” she said.  “And I still don’t understand.  And I hate it that you’re going.  And sometimes Joshua Crow I can’t stand being married to you.”  She was very sincere.


  “You want some other life, lass?” he asked.


  “I don’t know,” she pouted.  “You just exasperate me so.”


  “You think you don’t exasperate me?” he asked.


  “Oh, I know I do.  Sometimes I wonder how we even love each other.”


  “I wonder too,” he said, affectionately kissing her on the cheek.  “But I haven’t stopped, have I?”


  “No.”


  “And neither have you.”


  “No, of course not, I love you with all my heart.”


  “So, you’ll accept my verdict about staying in Mr. Terrill’s house?”


  “Yes.  Only because I have to.”


  “Then that’s good enough.  And there should be nothing to fear from the man.  He seemed quite interested in you, Juliet.  In your current status.  His own situation has changed quite a bit since you last saw him.  He’s married.”


  “You said that.  That’s hard to believe.”


  “He took a wife some months ago.  Perhaps she’ll be some comfort for you.”


  Juliet couldn’t imagine any woman that her former guardian would find to marry could be someone whose company she’d enjoy.  But still, it was her fate to find out.  


  ***


  A day later, with a generous sigh and a passionate embrace the two parted at the door of Mr. Terrill’s London house.  Juliet wondered the whole time if she’d ever see the man she loved again.  Not since their first rocky months together in New Bedford had the two been separate for more than a day or two.  Juliet insisted that she needed her husband’s comfort and firm hand to ensure any sense of peace.  She’d sailed with him on all his journeys, apparently a good companion and not often in the way, even though on this particular journey Joshua was adamant that her presence wouldn’t be welcome.


  ***


  The Terrill’s London house seemed as cold and cruel as the man’s home in the country where Juliet had grown up.  To make it all the more bleak, what had been the best part of her earlier years in the man’s care was absent.  The spirited horse that took her on many excursions throughout the English countryside remained at his country estate.  In this city, the house was dour and damp, Juliet having her fill of the dark colors and heavy tapestries in little more than a day.  The only saving grace was Mr. Terrill’s new wife.  Surprisingly not some bleak looking, crooked-nosed old lady, the new Mrs.Terrill was a charming, if not plain young woman, with a most pleasing personality.


  Emily was tall and robust, with kind brown eyes and rather short hair for the day’s fashion.  She had no doubt been from a good background, though not necessarily a wealthy one.  It was said that the vicar had helped arrange the marriage—a simple accommodation for both parties, giving Mr. Terrill the wife he required, and Emily a husband, even if he was an older man.


  It took but a day for Juliet to be fond of the woman, even though she felt sorry for her.  How glad she was, for all the fight she’d had to secure her own fate with Captain Crow, she married a man she dearly loved.  She wasn’t so certain of the love in this odd match.  Nonetheless, she would be supportive of the new matron and as Joshua had hoped, take some comfort in her presence in the cold and forbidding London house.


  During the days it was pleasant enough.  When it was cold, the two women would sit before the fire and do their needlework.  Some days the two even scooting the cook from the kitchen and prepared their own concoctions.  When it was pleasant enough to walk outside, she and Emily would stroll through the garden or walk through the park some blocks away.


  It was after one such day that Juliet witnessed a most extraordinary event that would forever change her viewpoint of this couple.  It would as well, remind her heartily of what she had in her own marriage to her sea Captain.


  Juliet had been with the Terrills for little more than a month thinking she understood the odd bond between this couple.  At dusk one day, she and Emily were just returning from a long walk in the park.  Entering the house, the once animated Emily was suddenly scurrying about nervously, discovering that her husband was already home.


  “What have I told you,” Mr. Terrill spoke sharply to her, as his bride entered the drawing room to spy his irritated expression.


  “I’m sorry, love.  I fear we lost track of the time.”


  “I’m disappointed in you,” he said sternly.  Eyes narrowed, he had a look on his face that Juliet had seen many times when she was a youth, always just before he punished her.


  “So, she’s a few minutes late,” Juliet blurted out, not one to hold her tongue easily.


  “Hush!” Mr. Terrill spoke to her, as Emily’s eyes darted toward her houseguest, giving her just a trace of a smile. 


  “It’s okay,” Emily whispered quietly.  Her demeanor was muted and subdued like her voice.  She turned back and smiled on her husband with a trace of affection, and certainly a trembling fear.  “Should I prepare myself for you?” she asked him.


  He nodded.


  Doing a little curtsy, then briefly catching Juliet’s eye, the lady of the house left the room.


  Juliet’s eyes flashed, but she said nothing.


  “Our marriage satisfies our mutual needs,” Mr. Terrill seemed required to explain.  “I’m sure you wouldn’t understand, the recalcitrant brat that you’ve always been, but then that is not your business now.”


  “I’m sure it’s not,” Juliet agreed.  “Though I find your wife such a gentle sort.  I wouldn’t think harsh measures would be necessary.”  


  “Oh, but they are,” Mr. Terrill retorted.  “That is what keeps her gentle and most content.”


  “You plan to punish her for being a few minutes late?” she asked, still a bit dumbfound.  Even when she was under Mr. Terrill’s thumb, he was not that harsh.


  “I do,” he answered.  “At this moment, Emily is lighting candles in our room, removing her clothes, and assuming a position over the bed.  That is what it is to prepare herself, submissively so.  But I assure you, she’ll be most satisfied when I’m finished with her.”


  “You’ve told me more than I need to know,” Juliet excused herself, but at the door, he called to her.


  “Juliet.”


  “Yes?”


  “I tell you this only so you’ll know that I find your rejection of my marriage proposal a great gift to me.  I’ve found a woman who far better suited my temperament than you.  I hope you’re as happy with your Captain.”


  “I’m sure I am,” Juliet said, even though this odd relationship had her head spinning, realizing what part Emily’s submission played in the Terrill’s marriage.


  A hour later, Juliet couldn’t help but witness the sounds of woe coming from the Terrill’s bedroom.  When Juliet returned upstairs to her room, she’d caught sight of the leather lash that Mr. Terrill was going to use on his wife’s posterior.  She shivered when she spied it, and shivered even more when, from her room down the hall, she heard the cruel implement as it came down on his wife’s backside.  The snap and strike was repeated, echoing for what seemed like hours in Juliet’s mind, though it could be little more than a few minutes.  Echoing too were Emily’s anguished cries.


  Juliet heard it all, the petulant lashing, the sounds of agony, and then after a brief pause, the strike of the cane.  That too was unmistakable.  Six times the implement made its mark.  When it was over, Juliet heard the aftermath too, the lusty groans of sexual pleasure that followed.  Mr. Terrill’s came first as his low groan mounted with satisfaction rising, and Emily Terrill’s followed, as her passions released themselves in a husband and wife coupling that made her voice soar melodically into the otherwise discordant and disturbing night.


  When it was over, it was still an early hour.  Juliet heard the sound of the front door closing firmly.  Mr. Terrill had left.  Waiting for some time in her room, she was uncertain what to do.  However, she was desperately hungry and had no desire to pass the night without something to sustain her.  How odd, they’d all missed their supper.  Though she assumed that Mr. Terrill was at his club where he’d have his evening’s repast.  Likely Emily wasn’t hungry at all.


  Tiptoeing down the hall, Juliet was on her way to the kitchen when she suddenly stopped, surprised to see the door to Emily’s dressing room open wide, almost as an invitation.  Standing transfixed for some moments at the door, she watched as Emily Terrill brushed her sleek brown hair, now gleaming in the candle’s glow.


  The woman turned, and Juliet jerked.


  “I’m sorry,” she said, about to dash off.


  “No, no.  Please stay,” Emily said quietly.


  “Stay?”


  “Yes, stay?  It’s really all right.  He’s left, and it’s just me.”


  “But you’re naked,” Juliet said.


  “Indeed, I am,” Emily said, staring down.  “But you’ve seen naked women before.”


  No, she hadn’t, but that hardly seemed the thing to say.  As natural and unassuming as Emily was, it didn’t feel odd to walk into the room.  Juliet noticed readily how the young matron’s ample bosom moved easily, how perspiration glowed on her brown skin.


  “Would you like to see my marks?” she asked Juliet.


  “I … I don’t know.”


  Though there was no need for a reply, for Emily was turning in her chair so that Juliet couldn’t help but stare down at the woman’s rear and see the small welts there.  She rose, so that Juliet had a good view of the entire punished bottom.  The red of the lash had mostly faded, but the signs of her yielding were obvious: the marks of the cane and where the lash had been extremely harsh.


  Emily turned back around, and reached for her dressing gown, slipping her arms inside, and then sitting down again.  “I knew you were curious,” she said.


  “You suspected that?”


  “Your husband punishes you too, he said as much.”


  “He told you?”


  “He discussed it with Mr. Terrill when he proposed this visit.”


  “I guess he did,” Juliet remembered the conversation she’d had with Joshua just before he left.


  “I got the feeling that for you, this is quite a different experience,” Emily said.


  “I think so,” Juliet agreed cautiously.


  “I’m sure you think my marriage is odd, our age difference, and this particular aspect, this submission.  But the truth is, I am quite satisfied.  Mr. Terrill gives me what I couldn’t get from just any man.  He’s a very passionate man.”


  “I wouldn’t have believed it possible,” Juliet said.  She couldn’t disagree with Mrs. Terrill; the woman before her was as content and peaceful as any one she’d ever known.  It made her think of her own marriage and wonder, wonder that the peace with Captain Crow was always much harder won.


  ***


  Days after the remarkable revelation of Emily’s submission, the two women were out on errands together, Juliet insisting that Emily accompany her to the shipping office, where she hoped to have some word from Joshua.  For all the vagrants that populated that region, the office was not in a neighborhood of London where two women should be traveling unescorted.  Though Juliet assured her friend that the trip would be brief, and in broad daylight there was nothing to worry about.


  However, just as the women were leaving the office, they were accosted by a scroungy man, who took to pawing at Juliet, which resulted in a the young woman’s loud scream.  Unfortunately the scream brought another surly chap running.  The man’s hands going around the stunned Emily, both women were drawn into an alley to a certain horrible fate.  A wild shriek from Juliet and there was the sound of boots flying across the cobblestone, a few noisy thuds and the women were rescued by a constable, much to their great relief.


  “You two realize the danger in this section of the city?” the outraged policemen asked them.


  “Why, it’s hardly two in the afternoon,” Juliet retorted.


  “You’re a foolhardy woman if you think that it’s safe anytime of day around here.”


  “Why, I’ve been here a couple times a week since I’ve been living in London,” Juliet said.  “Nothing like this has ever happened.”


  “You have?” Emily said, wide-eyed, realizing where Juliet had been on her mysterious excursions.


  “You’re playing with you life, ma’am,” the constable said.


  “Why I’ve been in rough seaports with my husband, all kinds of dangerous territory.  Nothing ever happens.”


  “It did this time.  And you can be glad I was here to rescue you.  You might not be so lucky next time.”


  “Well, be that as it may, we’ll be on our way,” Juliet retorted.


  “And so you shall.  I’ll have you escorted home.  No more skirmishes for you.”


  “That won’t be necessary.”


  “Indeed, it is.  I should think there’ll be a furious husband when your antics are found out.”


  “Oh, please no,” Emily cried.


  “Sorry, ma’am.  I wouldn’t feel right.”  And taking the two gentle woman to a carriage, the constable gave the driver strict instructions to accompany them to the Terrill’s doorstep.


  ***


  When they arrived home they were both relieved to find that Mr. Terrill was not yet home.  When he did arrive, all seemed quite normal.  However, after a typically civil meal, a confrontation ensued, making it clear that the incident with the constable had been found out.  The stern husband knew everything.


  “I knew this would happen eventually,” Mr. Terrill said, turning to Juliet.  “I couldn’t imagine having you in my home without your causing me this uproar.  To have dragged my wife into your crimes offends me greatly.”


  “Mr. Terrill,” Emily’s soft voice sounded almost angry.


  “Hush, wife.  You’ll get your due.”


  “I would hope you’ll be kind to her,” Juliet said.  “This is my fault.”


  “Indeed.  Though I fault her for her lack of moral conviction, for not standing up to you.”


  “She could hardly leave me to go alone,” Juliet snapped indignantly.


  “Yes.  I realize that my wife wouldn’t put you in that position.  Though, I don’t know why it matters, when I’ve been informed that you’ve been traveling in that neighborhood on many days.”


  “It’s only to secure information on my husband’s return.”


  “That information you already have.  We know his plans.”


  “But I get anxious.”


  “I can see.  But that’s no reason to put your life and Emily’s in danger.”


  “I don’t think it’s your business where I travel too.  And I’m truly sorry for having insisted that Emily go with me.”


  Mr. Terrill shook his head.  “You are forever an impudent brat.  You’ll go to your room and strip naked, I’ll attend to you there.”


  “Surely you’re not serious!” Juliet reacted to his suggestion.


  “I am.  I have your own husband’s permission, and it’s not like I haven’t already administered plenty of discipline on your backside.  You wish to defy me now, I’ll have no choice but to lock you in your room until you submit.”


  “Is that what you do with you wife?” Juliet snapped angrily.


  Mr. Terrill stopped short, not expecting a well-turned reply.


  “What I do with my wife is my business,” he finally said.  “And I daresay, you speak another word to me in such a manner, Juliet, you’ll swear you’ve never felt such wrath to your misbehaving bum.  And you can be assured your good husband will hear a full report on your insolence and vile behavior.”


  Juliet seethed.


  At the same time she was vanquished.  The alternatives presented her were few, not the least of which was out and out rebellion.  But that would set very poorly with Joshua Crow.  She hated thinking that their reunion, whenever that might be, would be clouded by the prospect of her husband’s anger.  She was afraid he’d never her see her side in this conflict, not at least until after her backside was raw.


  Seething still, Juliet obeyed Mr. Terrill, just as she’d done so many times before.  Gathering her skirts to her, she rose from her seat and fairly raced to the upper floor of the house and her room.


  The punishment was like reliving the past—except that she was completely naked as he instructed.  Upturned over the end of the bed, she was forced to wait for some time while Mr. Terrill paced behind her fuming.  Anxious herself for the punishment to proceed, she spouted something with a rancorous tone, and heard five minutes of the man spewing his wrath, as she’d known him to do on such occasions.


  “If you so much as speak again, or wiggle that fat fanny of yours, I’ll tie you down, you understand.”


  Understand she did, but comply, she didn’t.  Just enough defiance of him, and he was good to his word, taking scarves from her bureau and tying her ankles to either end of the foot board and her wrists to the upper rail.  There was no way she was going to move.  Already she was regretting her rash behavior, but there was no way out of this chastisement, cry or beg as she might.  Mr. Terrill would never give in an inch, until she was duly rewarded by this wrath for her disobedience.


  He began with a wooden paddle, one she recognized from years before.  The unforgiving wooden business end was twelve inches long and several wide, and for its ease in handling had always been one of her guardian’s favorites.  


  She stopped looking out of the corner of her eye when she saw the man draw back his arm.  Gritting her teeth, she felt the first blow and the mighty sting that followed.  Slow and methodical, Mr. Terrill laid on each smack.  Each resounded in the air and each was greeted by a impassioned moan from Juliet.  She did squelch much of her response, trying to meet this punishment bravely, with a degree of pride she often tried at such times.  


  However, as the wooden paddle struck her rear cheeks time and again, the mighty sting turned to burning pain, and she was crying out more passionately.


  “Ah, ah, noooooo!” she wailed.


  The determined Mr. Terrill just kept going on.  He was no doubt judging the punishment by the effect, making certain that this offensive young woman was properly chastised.  


  Oh! her bottom would be sore this night!  So Juliet knew.  


  “Ah, ouch, no, ow, oh please!  She tried hard to wiggle about, though the bonds held her fast and there was no way she could mount any mutiny.


  “Pleeese! Oh, please …” she went on, as the smack of wood continued.


  As was often Mr. Terrill’s custom, he paused when he could see that the pain was excruciating, when he sensed from sight and sound that his subject was near her limit.  He waited for nearly minute, while Juliet’s passionate begging ceased, as she relaxed just enough to suit him.


  Then, with a determination more grim than before, he laid the final strokes against Juliet’s bottom, an even dozen, hard, fast and all in the very same place, so that spot on her posterior was flaming with a brutal fire.


  “Good gawd! Noooooooooooo!” she wailed vehemently, as she struggled without success to get away.


  There were several minutes of quiet, quiet except for Juliet’s faint sobs.  What Mr. Terrill was doing, she couldn’t be sure, then again, she wasn’t really paying attention, her mind still experiencing the pain that lingered, and the pain that fell away from her as the rousing warmth replaced it.


  Oh! For Joshua to be there then, to have his wide palms on her rear cheeks!  To have his caress, his tender admonishments that were like love charms!  Oh, how she wished for him now, more than she wished for him in the lonely nights.  He would have been as ruthless with her for her crime, she was certain of that,  But he would also give her the gift of his affections thereafter, and his tender comfort.  Such was the accommodation they made.


  “You do taunt me,” Mr. Terrill said, observing her.


  Only then, did Juliet wake to the fact that the man was still in the room, and that her punished bottom was likely swaying quite lewdly before his eyes, just as it might if Joshua was there.  She stopped her fantasy and her gyrations instantly.


  “You’ll remain so posed until I’ve taken care of Emily.  Indeed it may be an hour before I release you.  I would leave you for longer, but I think that will have to suffice, since you are indeed only part my responsibility.”


  Juliet heard him leave, the way he turned brusquely on his heel as was his habit.  Exiting, the door closed firmly behind him.


  The next half hour Juliet remained suspended in her awkward pose, finding the longer she waited, the more the warmth was fleeing from her bottom, and the aching in her limbs commenced.  Stretched out so, and tied down, there was nothing that she could do, but pray that her ruthless administrator would have some mercy on her and release her earlier than the hour he suggested.


  During the time, she was not completely without something to occupy her thoughts.  Some ten minutes after Mr. Terrill left, she heard the distinctive sound of another punishment being meted out down the hall.  Emily was likely going through the same treatment she was, all submissively, so Juliet suspected.  The sound of the paddle against the woman’s flesh was not hard to miss, as well the sounds of her friend’s terribly anguished cries.  What was worse was knowing that the paddle changed to a strap, and if Juliet was correct, Mr. Terrill finished off his wife’s punishment with several cuts of the cane.  The howl was ghastly.


  It made Juliet miserable thinking of it, knowing full well that it was her reckless stunt that caused this woe on Emily.  Would her hostess ever forgive her?  What kind gifts she’d received from her new friend, but at what price to have this wreaked on her again!  She wished that Joshua had never left her here.


  After excruciating minutes witnessing Emily’s punishment from afar, there was absolute quiet in the house.  Nothing stirred for sometime, Juliet thinking she might soon hear moans of pleasure coming from the other end of hall.  She dearly hoped she would, but instead, she heard a door close.  Moments later, hers opened.


  “I see you’ve followed my orders,” Mr. Terrill said returning to Juliet’s dim lit room.


  “I see no other choice, you have me tied thus,” she replied.  She was aware again of how her limbs ached from the bonds.


  “You are quite a sight, my dear,” he said.  He was approaching her, Juliet waiting anxiously for him to release her.  “I remember your fine ass well.”


  “And I should think you’ve seen enough for one night,” Juliet replied.


  “I’m not so sure,” he countered.  His hand grazed her once burning flesh.  It was now just sore, and she could tell the gesture was more than affectionate.  He’d never touched her like this before.  “I should like to have more of this,” he said.  His hand kneaded her bottom tenderly.


  “Let me up, sir,” Juliet demanded, shocked by what the man implied.


  He was in fact letting loose the scarves, but ever so slowly, and not until after he played with her bottom for a few moments.


  “Sir!”  She was indignant.


  “I should think a woman in your position would find it difficult not to respond,” he said.  “I know from my own Emily how women feel after being punished.”


  “Then go to her, you just punished her.”


  “I did, that’s a fact.  But, it’s you I’d prefer tonight.  And I’d think after our past, you owe me this much consideration.”


  By then, Juliet was untied.  “I think not!” she said, standing up and moving away from him to the other side of the room as fast as she could go.  She grabbed her robe and quickly hid her womanly assets from his view.  His eyes were quite unlike him.  Better in some ways since they were much softer than she’d ever seen them, but they frightened her.  “What would Emily say, you’re behaving like a scoundrel in your own home!”


  “She would say nothing,” Mr. Terrill replied.  


  “Yes.  You’ve turned her into weak-kneed little servant in your own house.”


  He smiled slyly.  “Ah!  But she would tell you otherwise.”


  “I know she would,” Juliet agreed.  “But I won’t be part of this.”


  “You think your sea captain is faithful to you?” he asked, turning the queer conversation around.


  “I wouldn’t know,” she admitted.  “But he’d certainly have regard enough for me not to assault another woman, and a friend of mine under my own roof.”


  Mr. Terrill smirked.


  “As much of a bitch as you are and have always been,” he caressed his words nastily as he spoke, “you are naive.  And I feel sorry for you for that.”


  “Don’t feel sorry for me,” Juliet replied.  “Go to your wife, and leave me be.  And you can be certain that by morning, I will not be in your home to bother you, or tempt you.”


  “You cannot leave,” he said, startled by her declaration.


  “Try to make me stay,” she said defiantly.  She had no idea where she’d go in a city she didn’t know.  But she’d endured a great deal in her young life, and she would endure this too—some place, any place, away from Mr. Terrill’s leering eyes and powerless wife.


  ***


  Juliet took a room in a boarding house.  The neighborhood was working class and a bit shabby, but fair enough.  Certainly Joshua wouldn’t be alarmed that she’d made this move.  All things considered, she didn’t feel as if she had much choice.  Oh! Defending herself against Mr. Terrill’s lust wasn’t difficult, but she had no desire to share his home or the comfort of his wife, knowing how indecent his private thoughts had become.  She certainly had no desire to submit to punishment from that man again.  He would find some reason, she was sure of that.


  There was just a week to wait for Joshua, by all reports he was due home shortly, and she had plenty of money to get her through this time.  Once brushing off the incident with Mr. Terrill, she thought of this week as a special holiday, and an opportunity to enjoy the sights of a city she might never see again. 


  Finding how easy it was to move about London in the private cabs, she visited lovely churches and museums, and ate in respectable restaurants.  She held her head high, like she knew exactly what she was doing and where she was going all the time—even if she wasn’t certain.  She fended off those that looked at the unescorted upper class woman as an oddity. 


  For days London had been gripped by a blanket of fog, the cold and dampness seeming to chill Juliet to the bone.  One day she remained inside all day long by the fire in her room, drinking tea and reading a book.  


  However, Juliet woke one morning some five days after she’d left the Terrill’s, with the sun shining brightly across her bedcovers.  She jumped up from bed knowing that she wouldn’t be staying inside this day.  It was much too glorious, the sun making everything in the vast city sparkle, even the dreary buildings that she thought were so ugly the days before.  If nothing else she’d find a beautiful garden somewhere, and sit for a while and let the heat of the that golden orb warm her pale skin.


  It took only minutes for Juliet to run a comb through her auburn hair and fix it back behind her head.  Donning the best dress that she had, the young woman couldn’t wait for her long stroll through the sparkling city streets.


  Juliet ate her breakfast at a small pub, looking out on the bustling traffic.  She noted how just a little sun made everything brighter.  And after all, she had lots to be excited about.  Joshua would be home in a day or two, and for that her heart instantly beat faster and her unfulfilled loins began to burn.


  On the street again, Juliet was bound to find the shipping office again looking for news of Joshua’s ship.  Passing through the same district where she and Emily had been assaulted, she played her trick of looking important and formidable as she walked down the street.  It seemed safe enough.  After all, it was broad daylight, and there were plenty of people about.


  Almost to her destination, Juliet was thinking about her welcome back for her husband, when quite out of the blue, she felt someone behind her, much closer than they should be.  A second later, there was an arm going around her waist, and smell of foul breath as a man’s mouth came close to her ear.


  “Don’t scream, don’t say a word, or I’ll kill ya!” the man whispered.


  “No!” she whispered.


  “Not a word,” he said.  Feeling something sharp at her side, she obeyed, fearing it was a knife.


  Dragged at knife point, at least that’s what it seemed, the frightened young woman was hustled into a back door, pushed up a flight of rickety stairs, and shoved into a room.  Hearing the sound of the key locking the door from the other side, she knew she was captured.


  Her attacker’s nasty words rang in her ears.  “I’ll return for you, lass.”  The implication in his voice was unmistakable.  What Mr. Terrill was too much of a gentleman to do, she’d experience at the hands of this gruff man.  Oh!  What a terrible fate, all for her needless pride.


  ***


  The room where Juliet remained kidnapped was small, just a bed, and a chair, and a chamber pot, and a window that was almost too high to see from.  Rising at least three stories from the ground, escape from the room was impossible.


  Without a lamp or candle, Juliet clocked the diminishing light of day in her mind, knowing that in a few hours she would be in totally darkness, when she suspected that the foul mouthed man would return.  No food, no water, her mouth was parched and her stomach began to ache.  


  Just as the light was nearly gone from the room, she heard the door lock jiggle she feared the worst.  Though to Juliet’s relief, a mug of water and a crust of bread appeared, nothing more.  Her attacker bearing the gift, did nothing but smile contemptuously, a horrid leering look in his eye, as he made the delivery.  “I’ll be back for that treasure beneath your skirt, better be ready,” he warned.


  She shuddered, every part of her body quaking horribly from the awful dread.  And though she tried munching on the meager repast, her stomach was hollow and aching, nearly rejecting her attempts to quell the hunger.


  When it was completely dark, all the light having faded from away, Juliet lay down on the bed.  Though she was so scared, she couldn’t imagine sleeping, she tried anyway, her poor mind so exhausted, she required some relief from the constant fear.  Drifting into a mindless state, she was soon sleeping soundly.


  Long into the night, Juliet woke to the sound of the key turning in the lock.  Jerking up in bed, she stared in anticipation at the opening door.  The light from the man’s candle, held face-high, made it impossible for her to see the scowl and sneer in his expression.  That was likely good, the less she saw of him when he assaulted her the better.  Better in the dark, where she couldn’t see a thing.


  The man entered the room slowly, a small step at a time.  For an instant, Juliet thought he seemed different than the man that kidnapped her from the street: taller, broader and ever more foreboding in his silence.  Was it the same man at all?  Inside the room, he closed the door quietly and didn’t lock it.  The candle still in front of his face was not as blinding as it had first been, when the light from the hallway blinded her sight too.  


  Staring into the face she would tremble to see again, she began to make out the features.  Little by little, it dawned on her who it was standing before her.   The hair, the beard, the dark discerning eyes …


  “Joshua!” she screamed, recognizing him fully.  Instantly tears poured from her eyes, and she made a swift journey to his awaiting arm.


  “Careful there,” he warned her of the candle still in his hand.


  “Oh, my god it’s really you!  I’m so scared!  How did you know I was here?  Oh!  Joshua, am I dreaming, or is it really you?”  


  She would have rambled on forever, but Joshua quieted her with a simple, “Hush.”  His tender hand stroked her auburn hair, as she buried her face in his chest and sobbed.  Then pushing her away long enough to place the candle on the chair, Joshua resumed the affectionate reunion with both arms taking his still distraught wife into their comfort.


  “Oh, Joshua, please explain this,” Juliet finally said, backing up enough in his embrace to look into this shadowy face.


  He smiled, and leaned down and kissed her.


  “I missed you,” he said.


  “And I, you,” she answered with a smile, feeling relief flood her everywhere as the reality set in.  “But how?  How did you find me, how did you know I was kidnapped?”


  “You weren’t kidnapped at all, my naughty brat, you were rescued.”


  “Rescued?”


  “My man, Aubrey, took you off the street to ensure your safety.”


  “Your man?”


  “He’s a seaman, a bit rough perhaps, but perfectly safe.  Has a wife and three children downstairs having their supper.”


  “What!”  Juliet’s eyes were widening in horror.


  “But …”


  “You have much to answer for, Juliet Crow, and much to atone for.”


  “I can’t believe you’d do this.  You scared me nearly crazy.”  Juliet tried pulling away from him, her indignation rising fast.


  “Oh, no you don’t, brat!” Joshua answered her sternly, making certain by this firm grasp that she was going nowhere, even if there was no where to escape to in the room.  “I arranged this plot to scare you deliberately.  I can’t remember when I’ve been so furious with you.”  Indeed, his fury was rising fast by the look on his fearsome face.


  “Furious with me!” she shot back.


  “Yes, furious.”


  “I don’t understand.  How would you even know?”


  “I sent word to Mr. Terrill a week ago that I was back in England and would travel overland in a few days.  He sent word back directly, telling me of your outrageous behavior.  He said you’d left his home and were living in a rooming house in an indigent neighborhood of the city.”


  “It is not indigent,” Juliet declared.


  Joshua ignored her comment.  “I had Aubrey check up on you to make certain you were okay.  And then when I returned to London yesterday, I thought this plot might teach you a proper lesson.”


  Juliet was seething.  “What a ruthless, cunning bastard you are, Joshua Crow!”


  “What a shamelessly brazen wench you are!” he shot back.


  Juliet pulled away from her husband enough to have her right arm free and with a vicious daring, her hand went back and slapped his unsuspecting face.


  The war was set.  Joshua’s hopes for a sane and reasonable reunion with his wife were completely dashed.  His resolve now clear, he upended his wife in his arms, planted one foot firmly on the side of the bed, and flung her fighting body over his knee.  Holding her in a steely grasp with his left arm, his right hand stripped her of her skirt in an instant, and baring flesh, he pelted her bottom cheeks with a fiery tempest of sharp strikes.


  “You let go of me!” she blared.  Using every bit of strength she had, she tried wrenching away from him.  But she wasn’t going anywhere.  “I hate you!” she tried again, but again to no avail.  “You bloody, friggin’ bastard, stop!” she screamed.


  “Enough!” Joshua’s roar ripped through her vile speech, just as his hand ripped passionate red lines across her jiggling buttocks.  “You swear at me again, you won’t know what hit you!”  His mighty hand punctuated his charge with as brisk and firm a stroke as he could muster.


  The warning did enough to quiet her angry tongue, though nothing to stop the incessant squirming and the hot-fired temper.


  Figuring that there was a long night ahead of him, Joshua shifted the foray to the bed itself; though sitting down in the hard pallet and keeping Juliet bent over his lap, he hardly missed a beat of the rhythmic battle.  One after another, his smacks rained down on her bottom.  Even in the dim light, he could see the cheeks glow scarlet, a nasty smattering of red scorching her backside from thigh to waist.


  Another pause, he was removing his belt, hearing as he did the anguished cries of his wife turn from angry to pleading.


  “Please, nooooooo!” she wailed.


  “Oh no, you’re getting everything you deserve, and you’re getting it now!”


  Doubling the leather in his hand, he replaced the smacks of his hand with even sterner ones from the vile black belt.  


  Now all her cries were cries of anguish not anger, cries of pain, as the fiercely stinging application of the leather on her already sore behind was becoming more than she could stand.  Taking her just a bit further, relishing the sight, the feel, and even his wife’s ardent cries, Joshua delivered the spanking to the last.  He ended with a fine flourish of heated strokes that left her sobbing when he finally stopped.


  Out of weariness from the entire horrible ordeal, Juliet lay limp across her husband’s lap, while his hands held her firm.  After a time, she welcomed the palm of his hand on her burning bottom as she had many times in the past.


  “I guess I’m going to have to keep you with me whether I like it or not,” he declared. 


  “What does that mean?” Juliet asked, looking up at him, hoping he would let her rise, though he did not.


  “I can’t trust you by yourself, Mrs. Crow.  Running off to God knows where.  I’d be perpetually worried about you out of my sight.  You realize what a dangerous thing you did, running about London like a loose woman.”


  “I was not!” she replied indignantly.


  One swat to her bottom and she hushed.


  “You were reckless and impudent and completely boundless, my wife.  And dragging poor Mrs. Terrill into your shenanigans was worse yet.”


  “You know all of that?” she asked.


  “I stopped in to see the Terrill’s this afternoon, and apologized for your bad behavior.”


  “Oh!  You should never have done that!” Juliet cried out.  This time, her attempts to rise from the uncomfortable position were met with no fight from Joshua.  Though sitting beside him on the bed, his arm went around her as if he still feared she’d run away.


  “And why wouldn’t I make amends for your lack of good judgment?”


  “Lack of good judgment it may be, but Mr. Terrill was not a gentleman with me and that is why I left.”


  “Not a gentleman?  In what way?  You understand I don’t consider him punishing you anything put the proper response to your crimes.”


  “That well may be, but Mr. Terrill tried having his way with my body after he paddled me.  In fact, he implied that I should give in to him, after all the trouble I’d caused.  He even implied that you are less than faithful to me in your travels.  All with his wife in the house.  Can you imagine?”


  “Humph!” 


  “That’s all you have to say?” she asked.


  “You’re not making up stories?”


  “I swear I’m not.  The man wanted me to go to bed with him.”


  There was a flash in Joshua’s eyes that reminded her of the worst of his wrath, though thankfully it was not aimed at her this time.  “I’ll have words with Mr. Terrill again,” he said.  “Though this only confirms my decision.  You’ll have to travel with me if I’m ever going to keep you safe.”


  “Oh, you worry too much,” Juliet said.


  “Then you like staying in other people’s homes?” he wondered.


  “Oh, no!  I want to be with you.”


  “Good.  Then it’s time we were off.  Though first, you apologize to Aubrey and his family for the ruckus that you caused.”


  “You don’t mean that?”


  “I imagine your screams disturbed their dinner.”


  “But …”


  “Ah!  You don’t want to start again with your bottom already sore.”


  He had a point there.


  “But couldn’t we just finished things here first?” she asked, realizing how much she’d really missed her husband, especially in bed.


  “Make love here?” he asked.  “No.  I have my own plans for you tonight, my love, and they don’t include this seedy room.  Now we’re off.”


  With little more fanfare, the husband and wife were on their way, after a sheepish apology from Juliet to the seaman Aubrey and his family.


  Once they were in the carriage on their way to Joshua’s newly repaired boat, Juliet had time to think of her life with her sea Captain, of its wildness and its pleasures, and even of its dreadful pains—the ones frequently meted out on her behind.


  “Do you sometimes regret that I’m not more submissive to you?” she asked Joshua.


  “Submissive?”  He laughed.  “You’re a hellcat and will always be one.  Regret who you are?  Never.  As long as I can make you submit in the end, I’d rather you be just as your are, temper, shortcomings and everything.”


  She smiled to herself.


  “Why do you ask?” he inquired.


  “I don’t know.  I just had some time while you were away to think of you and me, and how we sometimes clash and war with each other.  I don’t think it’s ever going to end.”


  “And do you want it to?” he asked.


  “Do you?”


  “No,” he replied.  “As long as I know I have your love.” 


  “And that you have, Captain Crow,” she confirmed.


  “Very good, Mrs. Crow, because you certainly have mine.”


  They rode through the night, returning to Joshua’s ship in the harbor and the bed that had known their lust so many nights.  They would sail for home in America in the morning.


  If you’d like to know how this stirring Spanking Romance began, be sure to order, Lizbeth’s full length novel, Juliet and The Captain, a wild tale of their seafaring adventures, and of course filled with lots of hot SPANKING excitement between the high-spirited Juliet and the compelling Captain Crow.  From PF Publications.
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