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  Chapter One


  


  Her blonde hair blew on the breeze like a flag unfurled, while her arms were cluttered with files obviously thrown together on the fly. She was rushed, distracted and probably late for an appointment, while taking the time to smile at a cute guy who helped her on the elevator. She stopped to take a long deep breath and look more collected for the handsome stranger, then dashed for her office. She was dressed smartly for work, but always to be noticed, today in a purple suit and a sheer white blouse—a bit risky as transparent as it was, but she had the option of just how much anyone would see of her shapely form depending on how many buttons of the suit jacket she left undone. She was pretty when she smiled—when she smiled. Then her blue eyes danced. Her cheeks were rosy, her mouth pouty, her lips full. Her eyes were framed by well-arched brows, lightly dusted with the naturally light color; she was a natural blonde.


  “Miss Brinkman,” she was immediately interrupted by Ms. LaPine, a humorless matron twice her age with black glasses and a wardrobe of shapeless floral prints, a hideous pink and blue today. Samantha couldn’t remember why she’d hired the women, other than the fact that she typed 100 words a minute, was a self-proclaimed genius in organization and would certainly do the job far better than the dim-witted, lazy twenty year old she replaced. “You have three messages from the board and one from Shuman in the trust department. And weren’t you going to meet John Studebaker at nine?” The officious secretary stared at the clock for them, noting the time, 9:45, then she stared Samantha down with a parental glower.


  “Yes, yes, yes, Barbara, I took care of the trust department on my cell phone in the taxi, the board will just have to wait and John Studebaker…” she stopped, thought a minute, “Call him, tell him I’m sorry. We’ll have coffee tomorrow, and that is a promise.”


  Ms. LaPine glowered some more; she didn’t like arranging personal business, but she would do the task as dutifully as any other.


  “I believe there’s someone waiting in your office?” she finally said, having gazed beyond Samantha to the open door.


  Samantha turned, saw the back side of her unannounced visitor—she really hated people dropping by her office unannounced—and sighed wearily. “Who’s that?” she asked.


  “I haven’t a clue, Miss Brinkman, he slipped by us both.”


  “Well…” she wanted to reprimand the woman, but had no stomach for Mrs. LaPine’s self-righteous rebuttals now. Instead, she marched into her office and dropped the weighty contents of her arms on the desk.


  “So, who are you?” she said. Samantha might be pretty, but she was not particularly tactful when stressed.


  “I’m Joel Cameron, your new assistant.”


  “Pardon me?” She looked up at him for the first time, surprised to see the handsome, helpful fellow from the elevator.


  “Your new assistant,” he smiled broadly, but with a strange expression—as if he knew something that she didn’t. He reached out to shake her hand but withdrew it just as quickly when she did not respond in turn.


  “Assistant? I have Barbara. I don’t need an assistant,” she answered, irritated.


  “You father thinks you do, so I’ve been hired.”


  “Well, I’ll have him un-hire you,” she reached for the phone.


  “I don’t think you want to do that,” Joel Cameron quickly interrupted her.


  “And why is that?”


  “Hummm,” he pursed his lips. “To put it delicately, Miss Brinkman… Samantha, I’m supposed to keep an eye on you. Help calm you down. I understand you’re a terrific sales executive, a whiz with figures and very creative, but there are,” he himmed and hawed, “a few problems that your father is concerned about.”


  “Oh? And what would those problems be?”


  “Probably of most concern is your temper.”


  “My temper?” She could already feel her blood start to boil and her face burn with embarrassment, hearing this from a total stranger.


  She faced a most peculiar man, handsome to a fault, but unlike the men she was normally attracted to. Muscled, yes, but stocky. Dark wavy hair, dark complexion, nice smile, good teeth, but tricky eyes. Ones easy to deceive. She didn’t like him—especially since her father had a hand in him being there.


  “There was a situation ten days ago…” he started, though he paused, deliberately letting her stew with that thought, being gentle as a lamb, quite easy going, and definitely not rattled by the fractious Samantha Brinkman.


  “Yes, well that is over. It was unfortunate. I made my apologies and have spent a good deal of the last ten days eating crow and taking care of the matter. I don’t know what an assistant now could possibly do to help.”


  “I’m sure you’ve handled the situation like the professional you are. But I think this arrangement was intended as a permanent position to avert any further incidents.”


  “Well, excuse me, I don’t need an assistant,” she repeated firmly.


  “Apparently, your father doesn’t agree.”


  “My father is over reacting, Mr…” she’d forgotten his name.


  “Call me Joel.”


  “Yes, Joel, my father doesn’t always understand the stresses of the work I do.”


  “But he does understand good behavior,” Joel Cameron was perfectly civil delivering his message, though it was pointed, and his dark eyes narrowed for emphasis.


  The look made her quake. “What exactly is it that you’re to assist me with?” she asked.


  “Whatever work load has you so frazzled.”


  “I’m not frazzled!” she raised her voice.


  “Then I’ll hang around until you are.” She wanted to slap his face. “Maybe take a look at the Dumphy account. That was the one mentioned to me specifically.”


  “Yes, well you just do that. Ms. LaPine will be happy to find it for you. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got work to do.”


  Joel nodded. “We’ll discuss your plans for Murphy & Taylor and TJ Youngs prospectus this afternoon,” he said. She was about to protest, but found him out the door before she could speak. As if she didn’t have enough to do, now she had a babysitter getting in the way. This would not work!


  The last thing in the world Samantha Brinkman needed was another war with her own temper, but this one was building fast. How could he! Her father just couldn’t stay out of her business life. He expected perfection, loomed over her like a hungry vulture and seemed satisfied when she failed him. An assistant! Damn him!


  


  The afternoon meeting with Joel regarding Murphy & Taylor and TJ Youngs did not go well. His suggestions were unwelcome and his attitude was too pleasant, and much too condescending.


  “You know I really don’t want your input, Joel. I appreciate the thought, I appreciate what my father may be trying to do, but these are clients I have dealt with for years, I don’t need to be schooled in how to handle them.” She was trying to be kind, though she was fast moving from slow simmer to boil.


  “I think you’d better take a good look at what I suggest,” he said quite seriously. “You’re father is paying good money to have me consult with you.”


  “But I don’t want any help. It stifles me. If he’s trying to quell my temper, he’s doing a poor job at that, and as far as I’m concerned you can tell him so.”


  “Maybe your current state of mind is just what your father was talking about when he hired me.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You’re flying off the handle over nothing.”


  “Nothing!”


  “Nothing. He thinks you’re overworked, which you may well be, considering the mess you have here,” he stared at her paper-strewn desk as evidence.


  She took a deep breath, collecting all her hotshot comments into one place and stuffing them in the ‘don’t you dare say it file’.


  “Please leave,” she told him evenly.


  Joel smirked. “I was told you’d react like this. You know, you’re an open book, Miss Samantha Brinkman. You can’t help yourself.”


  “Leave,” she raised her voice, about to explode.


  Joel turned to his side, reached inside his briefcase and pulled out a wooden object that it took some time for Samantha to recognize. He slammed it on the front of her desk.


  “I’ll leave now, Samantha, because our meeting is over. But I’m sticking around to do the job I was hired to do. ‘Spare the rod and spoil the child’, I believe were his very words.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “That your father has authorized me to use this on your sassy ass when your temper gets the better of you. Right now? You’re just this close,” he held up his fingers just an inch apart. “We’ll forgo it now, but you can take this as a warning for next time.”


  “You wouldn’t dare spank me!” she was livid.


  “Care to test me, Sam?”


  “I’ll have you fired. And don’t call me Sam!”


  “I don’t think so,” he shook his head.


  She stared him down for several seconds, neither one batted an eye. Finally, she stepped back, taking another deep breath. This was just like her father to cook up another scheme to control her, just the way he’d controlled her all her life. She had no intention of submitting to a spanking, but Joel Cameron would not be the one to complain to. He was just another of her daddy’s henchmen. “I’ll tell you what, Joel Cameron, you do your job as my assistant, you go over my files, you consult with me, and I won’t bring this up with daddy.”


  “Fine. I plan on doing a very good job. If you give me the chance, I’m sure you could benefit from my input. And as long as you behave there won’t be any need for this,” he plucked the paddle from her desk. There was an alluring twinkle in his eye as he sauntered from the office, which only fanned the flames of her rising temper.


  


  An hour later, as soon as she had a free moment, Samantha stormed her daddy’s office.


  “How could you!” she seethed as she paced in front of his desk.


  Jud Brinkman leaned back in his office chair, amused.


  “Easily, my darling. You need to get a throttle on your temper. When you use your common sense, you’re a damned good executive—almost priceless. But your tactics and the uproar of the last three weeks don’t cut it in this company, or anywhere in the civilized world of business. I know that’s an oxymoron, ‘civilized business’, but Brinkman, Inc. is not going down because you don’t know when to strike and when to keep your mouth shut. Now, I’m off to London to patch up some of the mess you created. Joel is simply here in my stead to make sure you keep a lid on that temper. And he’s been given free reign to paddle your heinie—” her father smirked, “covered or naked—with just the least provocation. So watch your step.”


  “Daddy!” she cried.


  “Perhaps we could start now, give you a taste of what you have to look forward to.”


  Samantha turned with a jerk hearing Joel’s voice behind her.


  “You…” she seethed. Her face turned red, her fists were clenched and her blood was running hot. But there was no mistaking the determination of either man. She gave both a careful glance and fled the room as quickly as she could without looking as though she was running full speed.


  “You think we made an impact?” Joel asked, when she was gone.


  “Hardly. I think that’s just round one,” the elder Brinkman answered. “You’ll find my daughter to be one of the wiliest, most charming, sassy women you’ve ever met. Her charm—and her looks—get her into places she has no business, which is what makes her so valuable to me. But she self-destructs when things don’t go her way. As I mentioned before, she has patience to a point, then she explodes. I want to milk that patient, cunning part of her, and see if we can lose the rest. I think the spanking threat is just what she needs.”


  “I’ll do my best, sir.”


  “Yes, I know you will. I’d do it myself, but I’m too old to be taking my daughter over my lap. A young stud like you,” his eyes were merry, “will be able to turn her around faster than me. She has ‘issues’ with me,” he humphed, turning up his nose at the idea. “I think that’s the current vernacular. Divorced her mother when she was too young, insisted she go to Smith, not some West Coast party school. I knew I needed to keep my grip on her or she would have gone on some wild, drunken ride and never amounted to anything. And just look where she is now.”


  “I see what you mean, sir, but maybe those ‘issues’ you mentioned need to be addressed.”


  “Then she can do it outside the office, on her time, not mine. I’ve invested a good deal into my daughter, I love her dearly, but I’m not going to see her throw her career away by these missteps.” He eyed Joel suspiciously. “You’re not reneging on our agreement, are you?”


  “Oh, heavens no. It will be my pleasure to see that Samantha behaves, and to sweeten your company coffers.”


  “Very good. Now, I have to hustle, there’s work to be done.” The CEO turned his attention to other matters, Joel’s cue for a hasty exit.”


  




  Chapter Two


  


  Samantha slammed the phone on its cradle. Two minutes later, her door opened.


  “What’s the matter?” Joel was on her quickly, his dark eyes flashing.


  She had the strangest tickling sensation in her tummy. “Nothing,” she answered.


  “It didn’t sound like nothing.”


  “I swear it was. Now leave me be,” she snapped.


  “A little temperamental, are we?”


  “Of course I’m temperamental. It’s the way I am!”


  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you want to get spanked.”


  “That is the furthest thing from my mind,” she seethed.


  “Then prove it to me.”


  “I don’t have to prove anything to meddling bastards.”


  “Oh, my.” He could feel the energy building between them—the fire in her eyes was precious, everything he looked for in a woman to tame. She had it—all the qualities he was seeking, and it looked as though the timing had finally fallen into place for their first go around. For three days, they’d averted a battle, but now the tiger in her had been awakened.


  “What are you looking at?” she glared his way, her nostrils flaring.


  “You, Samantha,” he glared right back. His right hand twitched, his body full of purpose and desire. “I probably should have done this the first day we met, just to get it over with, but I let your bad attitude slide given the shock you had to absorb. Not this time.”


  “What do you mean, not this time?”


  “I mean its time you went over my lap and had that bottom spanked.”


  “You will not! You have no reason!”


  “I have all the reason I need. Carte blanche from your daddy, and every bit of provocation. You’ve been bossy, mean-spirited and aloof to me ever since I started here and I don’t particularly like being treated like a second class citizen.”


  “Don’t you dare!” she warned, in as threatening as voice as she could use.


  He had no reply, but moved swiftly around the desk, sat down in her chair, and jerked her over his lap. Raising her skirt over her bottom, he gazed at two of the loveliest, roundest ass cheeks he’s seen in many months. Even covered in pantyhose and panties, they quivered delightfully. With a quick yank of her underwear, however, he bared them for spanking. It didn’t make sense to spank a woman over her clothes, no matter how scant they might be. It just wouldn’t be the same, the shock, or the effect. As Samantha’s numbed responses were coming to life, he had to hold her fast to him, anchoring her body with his left arm, while his right hand proceeded to smack her bottom. He laid on a dozen fast spanks, which instantly turned the pale cheeks red.


  “Ouch! You get your hands off me!” she roared, trying to tear herself away from his steely grasp. She jerked with all her might, but her protest didn’t do squat. He only spanked her harder, in the very same place he had before. The sting was frightening, and her angry protest got louder.


  “I guess you want Ms. LaPine to know what’s happening,” Joel barked over her squeals and whines.


  She hushed immediately, using a hot, breathy whisper to raise her next objections. “Stop it now!”


  “Only if you behave yourself,” he said, while continuing with the heated confrontation. His hand had already begun to sting, which made him regret that he hadn’t brought the paddle with him. Still, he kept up a brisk pace, covering her bouncing mounds from top to bottom.


  “Okay. All right! I’ll behave!” she finally cried. She was embarrassed, hurting and feeling very strange.


  “Behave how?” he asked, while delivering a few more swats.


  “I’ll be nice, I promise.”


  As she spoke, he could actually feel her body relent, her feisty mood giving way to a calmer state of mind. Knowing this was a good place to end a first session, Joel stopped and pushed her to her feet.


  She looked a little bewildered and bedraggled, but a good deal calmer.


  “I can’t believe…” she couldn’t find the words, and at least for the moment, it seemed as though her anger had disappeared. Her entire being had changed. “I think I’d like you to go now,” she said quietly. “There are some things I should get back to.”


  “You’re a lot more peaceful, Samantha.”


  “Yes, well, that took a lot out of me, but I don’t particularly want to talk about it.”


  “Fair enough. Just remember, next time though, I will have the paddle ready.”


  “Perhaps there won’t be a next time,” she offered.


  “I certainly hope not.” He was, of course, lying. He hoped there would be many more times with her jiggling rear over his lap. This new job was not too hard to take, when the main objective was keeping a saucy brat like Samantha in line. He left the room figuring that he’d triumphed, but it was not the time to rub it in her face. He’d have to see what lasting effect the treatment had.




  Chapter Three


  


  It was a rocky peace, at best. Samantha put up with Joel Cameron another three days after the infamous, unsettling spanking, spending a good deal of time avoiding him, since she could hardly face him. The picture of herself, so unceremoniously pulled over his lap, her ass bared, her bottom slapped until it stung, kept popping into her brain without warning, especially when Joel was around. Every time she saw him, a red blush threatened her face. She’d make excuses, turn the other way and quit his presence as fast as she reasonably could. Her mind was invaded with the terror of having him do it again, while at the same time her body responded strangely as if it liked what she felt. Since that was impossible, she chalked the incident up to the surprise and turmoil of the moment, having nothing to do with physical desire. Thankfully, the odd sensations began to fade by the third day, leaving her with simple revulsion for Joel Cameron. Now, the way he was insinuating himself into her sales department became too troubling to avoid.


  “What are you doing making agreements with my clients without my knowledge!” she confronted him in his office. This was her first visit there, and the setting was a surprise. It looked as if he were permanently lodged in what should have been just temporary quarters. His desk was new, as nice as hers, the bookcases were filled with his personal mementos, and there were expensive prints hanging on the way, and two fresh potted plants by the window.


  “I was taking care of business that you didn’t have the time to do,” Joel brought the stunned Samantha back to the present moment.


  She turned to him, noticeably incensed. “I have plenty of time to do my work, as long as I don’t have to be looking over my shoulder for your nosy face!”


  “Better watch what you say, Miss Brinkman,” he sounded threatening. It didn’t help that just inside her peripheral vision, she could see the spanking paddle lying on Joel’s neat desk next to his nameplate.


  Easing off to a mere simmer, she answered him pointedly, but with a deliberate air of calm in her voice, “I will say anything I damn well please, Mr. Cameron.” She could feel her whole body quake as she plastered a smile on her face and looked into his sexy eyes. She thrummed the desk surface with her fingers, nervously. “Trust me, I will get you fired,” she added her own threat.


  “You might,” he conceded. “But until then, I’m still in charge here, and as far as I’m concerned, you’ve earned another go round over my knee, with the paddle this time.”


  Samantha immediately reached for the wooden implement to take it away. But Joel was as quick with his hand, covering hers, extending his warmth and his determination into her.


  “I have left you alone, Mr. Cameron. I hardly think my behavior warrants punishment.”


  “And that is the point. You’re letting your work slide in fear of me.”


  “I am NOT afraid of you!” she jerked her hand away and stepped back.


  “No?” he snickered while he slowly waltzed around the desk, picked up the paddle and stared Samantha down.


  “No! And I haven’t let my work slide. You have no business here. You have no business working directly with my clients…” The more she talked, the redder her face became, the more she breathed heavily and her body shook. Three days worth of suppressed feelings were pouring out like a river spilling its banks. She was disguising nothing, neither her fear nor her physical arousal.


  “I beg to differ, Miss Brinkman. Three of our clients have called in a stew because you didn’t get back to them with new price quotes. You missed a meeting with Robert Halsey on the 23rd and you failed to file the proper reports to the accounting department for the Youngs account, which meant that their billing is fucked up. I’d say that something is amiss.”


  Joel moved to the half-closed door and shut it firmly, then drew a straight-backed chair from the side of the room and set it in the open space in front of his desk. He refused to move, but stared her down, saying gravely, “Come here.”


  There was no way for Samantha to escape the room save going through Joel Cameron; and that looked impossible at this point with his powerful stance blocking her only exit. How could she have gotten herself into this position? Yes, everything he said was true. Her whole business life had been effected by this stupid arrangement, and the man had completely unnerved her, leaving her distracted and unfocused, hardly like herself. What was worse, he’d seen fit to rescue her from three near disasters of simple forgetfulness, and she owed him for that.


  “You know, this is all your fault,” she seethed. “You’ve done more damage than good.”


  “That’s only because you haven’t learned to work with me.”


  “With that paddle hanging over my head! How am I suppose to work?”


  “Accept it, Sam. It’s part of your working life right now. You earn it, you get it.”


  “If you think I’ll readily submit to my father’s archaic idea of punishment, you’re more stupid than I thought.”


  “Oh, I don’t think so. You’re going to submit to a spanking right now, without my forcing you into anything.”


  “You’re crazy.”


  “I don’t think so, not when you see the alternative. Trust me, you’re not getting out of this office until you go over my lap.”


  “You think just because the door is over there that I won’t fight my way through?”


  “No, I think you’ll go over my lap, because if you don’t now, I’ll be paddling you bare bottomed in front of the next director’s meeting.”


  “Ah,” she sighed with contempt. “I don’t know how you get off making these ridiculous threats, but …”


  “I’m filing daily reports to your father and the board on my observations. What happens in this room right now will have a huge bearing on what I put in my email today.”


  “That’s blackmail.”


  He shrugged. “I prefer to think of it as cooperation. Every misstep, every forgotten meeting, every faux pas with your clients will go down in my next report—unless…” he looked toward the chair, while lightly tapping the paddle inside his palm.


  Her entire face burned hot with embarrassment.


  “If I do file the complete truth, which I can easily document, the board—with your father at its head—would find it only fitting to mete out a good old fashioned punishment. They are as antiquated as he is.”


  “Good God, I can’t believe you’d do this!” Her once hot face was turning pale, as the facts sunk into her weary brain.


  “It’s a simple solution, Sam.”


  “Don’t call me Sam!” she repeated her previous request as sassy as ever.


  “I’ll call you anything I like.”


  Samantha closed her eyes in order to think, only to have the vivid image of Joel Cameron spanking her come quickly to mind. Shaking off the hateful picture, her eyes shot open; and then almost without thinking, she made up the six steps to his side. “Get it over with,” she announced.


  Joel smiled. He’d won. Taking his seat in the chair, he quickly guided Samantha over his lap and raised her skirt. This time, much to his surprise, she was wearing a garter belt, stockings and a pair of lacy thong panties. What a find! Her bottom was round and smooth, quivering lightly, the glare of the overhead light making the surface shine. Two dimples at the tops of her cheeks, he’d not noticed the first time, winked at him, almost invitingly. He loved women headstrong, and Samantha was perfect in that regard. He loved his spanking subjects attractive with plump asses, and her body seemed made for the treatment.


  Lifting the upper band of the thong, he slowly pulled the fabric from between her cheeks. This wasn’t necessary in order to have his target naked, but it added to her humiliation, and at this point humility was important if he was to teach the woman anything. As he pulled the tiny thong to her knees, he noticed the cotton crotch, curiously wet in the center. Was it possible that the scene aroused her? He hoped so, he could feel his own crotch warm, his penis throb and threaten to make itself erect. Ignoring it now, he centered his attention on the task, holding the nervous woman around the waist as he’d done before, and running the smooth business end of the paddle over her cheeks. Drawing his hand back, he then brought it firmly down on her left ass cheek, following the simple motion with a smack to the right one.


  Smack! Smack! Smack! The blows repeated from one cheek to next, each one gaining in strength, each one sure to sting a little more than the one before.


  Samantha’s resignation was purely accomplished in self-defense. No way would she see her faults written up like gym class demerits, fuel the grave board of directors acting as her daddy’s stooges would use to indict and punish her.


  Beyond the necessity of submitting to this horror—just to avoid another, Samantha found the position over Joel’s lap not only embarrassing, but oddly intimate. His arm around her waist was patronizing, at the same time comforting. The blows to her were initially sharp but curiously arousing. Only when he proceeded to lay a good dozen on the same spot of each cheek did the perplexing mix of opposing feelings suddenly vanish. What started out to be mildly pleasant in a twisted sort of way turned miserable in seconds. The sting of the repeated smacks soon proved unbearable and she began to thrash and twist, groan and sputter. The force of the wooden paddle was much worse than the strike of his hand had been. Her protest only gained in volume the more the spanking stung.


  “I’d be careful how much you caw and rant, Miss Brinkman,” Joel warned.


  But she couldn’t help herself. The pain was biting and getting worse, helped only when he moved to another target on her ass—although any relief was momentary. Everywhere he struck soon turned into a flaming fire.


  “Yeeeeeouch!” she finally wailed aloud unable to contain her misery. She twisted hard to get away, managing to squirm half off his lap. But Joel pulled her back to him, clamped on tighter and kept up the smacks. “Please, I can’t take any more,” she begged him in a loud and breathy whisper.


  Joel changed his tactics, but only to lay several solid smacks on the back of her thighs.


  “Yikes!” she roared, wrenching herself as hard as she could.


  He resumed the spanking, targeting her wounded ass, delivering a few finishing strikes that made her entire body bounce.


  Samantha wanted off Joel’s lap when he was done, but he held her to him for several seconds until she’d stopped huffing and puffing and he’d caught his breath himself. He then dropped the paddle to the floor and replaced it with his hand, just resting it on her scorched behind. The skin throbbed against his touch, while he wondered if she was feeling the same things he was. She squirmed a little, unsure.


  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you enjoyed this,” he stated at last.


  Once the comment fully registered, Samantha shot up off the man’s lap and stood before him panting, “I did not!” she swore.


  As I said, “If I didn’t know better…”


  “Don’t start reading anything into this, Joel Cameron. I did it because you blackmailed me. No other reason.”


  Despite her protest, Joel was pleased, especially pleased because she was standing in front of him, half naked, completely unaware that she was exposing her pubic mound for his interested gaze. The lovely triangle of her neatly-trimmed, blonde bush glistened with the hint of female dew.


  “What are you staring at?” she suddenly became aware of how she looked. Without waiting for him to answer, she surmised the truth, bent down and plucked her thong from the floor and pushed down her slim skirt. “Are done with me?” she asked.


  “No, I’m not done,” he answered, sternly. He picked up the paddle so that she wouldn’t miss its implication, but he remained in his seat, looking up at her flushed face. “You’re going to get spanked regularly, Samantha. You need it, you beg for it, you even want it.”


  “No.” She shook her head.


  “You won’t convince me of that. I see the truth in the way you look now.”


  “How do I look now?”


  “As if a year’s worth of worry has been swept aside.”


  “I can’t imagine why that would be,” she replied a little meekly, retaining only a little of her signature haughtiness.


  “You think about it, Samantha,” he said as an order.


  “Don’t count on it,” she countered quickly.


  “I’m betting you won’t be able not to.”


  “Then that’s a bet you’ll lose.”


  As dazed as she was, she almost felt as though she needed permission to leave. But getting her bearings, she gave the man a look of total bewilderment and quickly scooted out of his office.


  


  ***


  


  Joel was right. Samantha couldn’t forget, couldn’t forget the sensation, the arousal—yes, it was arousal getting into every inch of her body. This time was worse than the first time. She left Joel’s office with her crotch throbbing hot, beating like a drum, her belly full, her mind filled with wild images. Thankfully, it was almost the end of the day and she could excuse herself early to go home. There, she paced, agitated and even scared—unsure. Her body was clawing at her demandingly, insistent, unstoppable. She worked on the patio, playing with her flowers, vacuumed her entire apartment and was about to scrub the floor on hands and knees when she chanced to rub up against a chair. The top of it grazed her crotch and the whole thing seemed to jump with life. It was perfectly evident what she needed.


  Slumping into that offending chair, she sat by the window and looked out, absently letting her fingers move along her groin. In seconds, her being seemed to burst with energy, and she quickly pushed her shorts to the floor as her hand dove for her pussy. She strummed her clit, the little bud was lively, pulsing, hard, demanding more. The scene in Joel’s office replayed in her mind over and over. The sparring war, the look of the paddle, the gaze of his eyes, and the order to go over his knee. Each memory jarred loose more physical excitement and the excitement turned sexual. Her tummy fluttered madly as she recounted the conversation again and again like some wild obsession had taken charge of her. Her nimble fingers pinched her clit, then rubbed the side, alternating going in an out of her sopping hot hole. She swathed lower, pressing a finger against the taut rosette of her anus, wanting something there as well. She imagined Joel with her, his fingers manipulating her clitoris between smacks of his hand, and then rising higher in the cleft violating her ass. She imagined him spanking her hard until her body was crying for climax, then upending her over the desk and plowing a fat erection into her cunt… No! Not her cunt to finish, but her ass. Yes, he’d fuck her in the ass, while pinching the tiny bud beneath it until her body exploded in orgasm.


  The minute he came in her imagination with a roaring, grunting cry of satisfaction, she came all over her hand, juice flooding from her vagina as if a dam had burst inside her. The spanking was the focus, that, and the hot feel of her ass, and the bizarre exhilaration that followed. Though the physical sensation on her behind had faded within a half hour of the act, she remembered it well. She wanted more, craved it, needed it, desired it for reasons she couldn’t comprehend.


  Resurfacing from her masturbation, Samantha was embarrassed by the force of her unwanted desire. Her body was calm at last, but the memory was vivid—and the body memory of this driving need, insistent, forceful and determined could not be easily avoided. What had Joel done to her? What had her father done to her? She didn’t want to think of it. But she knew the feelings would return; they were hardly dissuaded, and certainly not satisfied with one small climax, one simple masturbation.


  


  The next day, and the next, and the several that followed left her questioning and even weary. Every time she saw Joel, he’d ignite the feelings again with just the look on his face. He didn’t have to say a word. He was the symbol of this newfound, urgent need. She was more focused for a time, as if the spanking managed to settle some of the restlessness inside her. But as the days went on, the same old frustrations and this new one made her anger rise again.


  “Have you got a problem, Miss Brinkman?” Joel asked, as she brusquely passed him in the corridor without saying a word.


  She turned back, realizing how preoccupied she’d been with the thought of him spanking her. Three times in the last few days, she’d come close to asking for punishment, just because it seemed to magically calm her for a few hours.


  “No, not really,” she said absently. She needed to escape him fast or the truth would suddenly spill out.


  “Good. I was wondering if you were needing another session over my lap.” He was sounding quite stern and that worried her.


  “What basis did you have for that?” she asked.


  “Just a hunch.”


  Was he that far inside her brain, or was the truth written plainly in her behavior? She hated giving herself away to anyone, but in the last two weeks she’d never felt more vulnerable.


  “I think I’m fine,” she managed to say, a little too curtly perhaps, but she did her best to be nice.


  “All right then,” he said. He nodded and walked away while she watched from behind. A longing ache resonated through her body, clawing, vibrant and urgent. She didn’t want such demands. She wanted her life back to normal, settled. Her job the way it had been. But it wasn’t going to happen.


  


  Joel normally worked with his office door open—as if it was an open invitation to enter. His friendly, easygoing manner had an infectious and pleasant effect on the entire office. In two weeks he’d managed to take over a significant part of the department’s business. While he kept behind the scenes with most of the other employees, Samantha knew how much control he’d managed to wrest from her. But knowing how flustered she was by the circumstances of her life, she was almost glad that Joel was there to cover her tracks. And that, he did seamlessly.


  Still, every time Samantha passed his door that afternoon, she felt a little swirling in her gut, and something tugging at her, insisting with the cruel cunning of a curled finger that she enter. Nearly five o’clock, she couldn’t resist the urge any longer.


  “Joel,” she addressed him directly, closing the door behind her. For an instant, it almost seemed as if they had changed places—he was the boss and she was his hireling.


  “Yes?” he looked up from his work.


  “I-I, uh…” She moved slowly forward.


  “Something the matter?”


  “Um… maybe a little.”


  He sat back in his chair, and pushed himself away from his desk just slightly.


  “What’s the problem?”


  “Mind if I sit?” she asked. This behavior was totally unlike herself, but she was acting on impulse, on obsession, making no sense to herself, and at the moment not caring.


  “Sure,” he motioned to the chair in front of his desk.


  She swiftly took her seat and leaned forward, afraid to speak, but compelled.


  “I-I, uh… I’m…” she glanced down to her hands, sweaty and fidgeting with a Kleenex; it was practically torn apart. “I hate to say this, and I’ll be pissed if you say ‘I told you so’, but I think your ‘treatment’ might be what I need.”


  “You mean the spanking?” he said.


  “Yes, the spanking.” She even hated the sound of the word.


  He raised his eyebrows in genuine surprise. “You want me to spank you?”


  He asked the question so abruptly that it felt as though he’d suddenly attacked her. She sat back trying to collect herself, hoping she could find a way to deny what she was asking for, but that wasn’t going to work. “Yes. I think I do.”


  He didn’t smirk as he might have, or rub her admission in her face. He was calm, stern, taking on the same dictatorial bearing that accompanied the other spanking incidents. She was reacting to this, too, her body all aflutter with excitement. Making the connection between her arousal and his authoritative manner only made the thrilling feelings in her soar stronger.


  “You want to tell me how you came to this conclusion?”


  “Actually, I’d rather keep that private, if it’s all right with you.”


  He shrugged. “I suppose so. But I’m rather glad you came to this idea for yourself. It seemed obvious to me. Of all the women I’ve known, you react as well to being spanked as any. Take away all your resistance and indignation, you’re a better person when it’s over—at least for a few days.”


  “I really don’t want to discuss it, not yet anyway. I’m just trying figure the whole thing out. And you’d make it a lot easier on me if you’d,” she was really trying to be tactful, “keep your observations to yourself.”


  “Fair enough,” he said, standing. Reaching inside the top, side drawer of his desk he pulled the spanking paddle from inside. “How about over the desk this time.”


  “Oh, I’d rather be over your lap,” she answered remembering her fantasies, the intimacy.


  “And I’d rather spank you over the edge of my desk,” he countered a little coolly.


  This too raised her arousal, and she wouldn’t argue.


  Standing up, she watched as Joel moved her chair away and pointed toward the desk. She felt silly, even childish and a little bit giddy bending over. At least this time she had some semblance of control in the matter, even if it was very slight.


  Though she missed the closeness of Joel’s body, she relished the feel of his hand on her back, steadying her, even though it wasn’t necessary. She was steady, focused and practically rubbing her horny crotch against the desk. However, these sensuousness seconds didn’t last long. Joel raised her skirt with little fanfare, lowered her yellow bikini panties and started smacking her behind with a full throttle swing. Instantly, her feet were dancing in place, and she quickly despised Joel for hurting her so much. She despised herself even more for having thought she liked the pain. He went on with steady smacks, not letting her come up for air even once. She was almost at the point of howling, ‘Stop!’ when he stopped of his own accord. And then, to her greater distress, fueling this new and unwanted desire, he laid his hand on her hot behind. “A good girl knows what she needs. And I think you’re getting there, Sam.” He caressed her gently, moving his hand where it never should have strayed, but she was too far gone with lust to stop him, wiggling against his palm, inviting more, and getting exactly what her body asked for.


  “Oh, gawd, yes,” she purred and hissed, unabashedly accepting his fingers in the cleft of her ass, as they wandered downward to her clit, the vagina, and then deliberately massaging her anus. Her body suddenly released with a bright burst of energy sweeping through her system, while spasm after spasm made her gut clench and her clit and pussy beg for more. The shocking climax made want to cry.


  When she was done, Joel moved away, removing his handkerchief to wipe his wet hand. “Yes, I’d say you needed that,” he decided.


  She was speechless, unable to move, still bending over the desk with her red ass exposed.


  “Maybe you want to put yourself together, Miss Brinkman,” Joel suggested kindly.


  Yes. She had to get a grip, but she was a little woozy from the strength of her come. Slowly pulling up, she steadied herself on the desk, reached down to pull her panties up and straighten her skirt.


  “Everything you wanted?” he asked.


  “Yes,” she said meekly. “Yes, I guess so.” The evidence of any anger had fled. The edginess had disappeared, and quite unlike the woman everyone knew her to be, Samantha felt wiped clean and surprisingly cheerful.


  “I think, since you’ve finally accepted what I offer that you need to make a regular habit of getting spanked. I’ll see you in my office at five every afternoon for the next week.”


  This wasn’t an option, it was a command and Samantha wasn’t about to argue. He’d taken care of the arrangements without her having to suggest them herself.




  

  Chapter Four


  


  The next two weeks were pure bliss for Miss Brinkman and her assistant, Joel Cameron. Every afternoon at five, she moved into his office, closed the door and waited like a penitent child for him to make himself ready. They didn’t even discuss the proper protocol for her demeanor. She seemed to know instinctively what was required. She required it of herself. All the years of being in charge, this was the one time she didn’t have to be, and every day she became more submissive, more relinquished. Her workload seemed to even out, the stress seemed to fall away and a smile graced her pretty face more often. Some believed that she and Joel were having an affair, Mrs. LaPine eyed her judgmentally, and the rest were simply curious speculating about her abrupt change in behavior. Samantha liked to keep them guessing and obviously offered no information to counter their suspicions.


  Joel kept her guessing, too. The only similarity between her spanking sessions was the time of day. Every afternoon at five she appeared in his office, and every afternoon she was treated to a different experience of punishment, pain and climax. She was spanked with the paddle over his lap, then burnished with a ruler while bending over the back of a chair. She was canned with twelve grueling strokes of an agile bamboo, and then another day, held under his arm, smacked with the palm of his hand until they were both hurting. Well into the second week, she was shocked by his newest demand.


  “Take off your clothes,” he gave the casual order and then resumed a diligent inspection of one of his files.


  “What?”


  “Take off your clothes, and don’t make me repeat myself again.”


  Sexual heat suddenly shot through like a wild fire, hearing his brusque tone of command, but she was still too stunned to follow through. When Joel finally returned his attention to her, he drilled her with an imperious glare. She started moving fast, removing her clothes as quickly as she could. Her nakedness was humbling and she was almost faint with anxiety.


  “Seems that you still need to work on obedience.”


  “I’m sorry, you just stunned me.”


  “I would think that by now, you’d be over the shock of your behavior and what we do here. We’ll have to work on that a little harder.”


  While she shivered with chills, Joel finally rose from his chair, and walked around the desk. He’d taken from his drawer of implements, a new one. This was leather, a long flat spanker with a three inch rounded punishment end. It looked no more menacing than the others he used, but there was a specific thrill to the look of the leather. She wondered how it smelled, how it would feel in her hand—and on her ass.


  “There’s a stool in the closet,” he pointed to the wall. “Bring it to me.”


  Samantha hesitated only a second, but that earned her a reproving stare. She jumped quickly in response, bringing the item to Joel and placing it in front of him.


  “Over!” he ordered.


  Samantha bent over, comfortably installing herself on the stool, but Joel wanted more.


  “Farther,” he ordered. “Grab the legs on the other side and keep your feet down.”


  She attempted the position realizing that he was going for the maximum exposure of her ass. In this pose, her skin was stretched tautly across her bottom and the impact of the leather would be increased. She seemed to teeter precariously on the stool’s sturdy seat as she scooted forward. “I’m going to fall,” she objected, as it became apparent that most of her weight would be on one side.


  “You’ll be just fine,” he assured her. He’d stepped on the bottom rung of the stool and balanced her weight with his. Finally having her in the position he wanted with her ass atop the seat, he began whacking her bottom with a fast staccato of smacks.


  She moaned as she often did, but squelched any overt cry—there were still employees in the building. And though she believed Joel’s office was soundproof, she didn’t have any real evidence to prove that she couldn’t be heard beyond the door.


  He gave her the usual treatment that afternoon, then allowed her to pull back into a more stable pose when he released his hold on the stool. With Samantha still on display and vulnerable, he passionately rubbed the cleft of her ass as he did every day, bringing on the orgasmic spasms that were her reward. This day, however, he greased the cleft before he began, and worked her anus with especially invading thrusts. “Open your legs wider,” he ordered in the middle of the act. He’d never been so deep inside her, with so many fingers, so violently working the channel.


  She obeyed, naturally. She wanted him there, inside her. What she would have given to have his cock there, but he never took that kind of advantage of her vulnerable position. She came with him working her there, groaning more loudly than she should have, but she was too far gone to remember where she was and why she needed to be quiet.


  He was loving with her afterwards, helping her stand, wiping her greased bottom with a clean handkerchief, and handing her her clothes. She was, as usual, bereft of any emotion, except relief and gratitude, and this time a deeper humility, maybe even a little longing. In this tiny corner of her life, she had completely surrendered to a man and to the desires that repeatedly drove her to the five o’clock sessions.


  


  At the end of the second week of daily sessions, Samantha was surprised to find a man sitting in Joel’s office when she arrived at five o’clock. This was just two days after her naked session—thankfully, her nudity had not been required since.


  “I can come back later,” she said, as she stopped short of entering the room.


  “No, come right in,” Joel pleasantly welcomed her inside.


  The unexpected visitor was as delightful to look at as her assistant—maybe even more so. He was tall, she guessed by his lanky legs casually crossed ankle to knee, blond, fair-skinned, with sharp blue eyes and a pleasant grin. He had a little more polish that her worthy opponent, disciplinarian, but his keen eye on her was more than a little unsettling. She was wary of the scene the second she read the mood in Joel’s eyes and guessed what he wanted.


  “I really have a lot of work I need to do,” she tried to make a reasonable excuse.


  “On a Friday afternoon, I don’t think so,” he objected immediately. “If so, you can get back to it after the punishment.”


  “Oh, Joel, I can’t,” she started to back out of the room.


  “Yes, you can. Be glad I’m not humbling you in front of someone you know. And, trust me, Peter won’t breathe a word to anyone.”


  She stared at both men, hungering for what she wanted, but too speechless and too embarrassed to move.


  “Come here,” he directed her.


  She gulped visibly.


  “You can always pretend that Peter isn’t here.”


  “Why is this necessary?” she finally found the words.


  “Because it’s what I want,” Joel answered flatly.


  “And if I refuse?”


  “Then, I imagine my friend will have me cane you, Miss Brinkman,” the stranger quickly answered for his friend.


  Samantha flashed her blue eyes at the man, feeling a startling amount of sexual energy burst free. It shook her down to her toes, then settled between her legs. She knew she was creaming her panties having so much attention focused on her.


  Peter moved to his feet. He was indeed tall, well over six feet, though on seeing him stand, she noted that he was a much heftier man than she first thought he was, quite powerful and strong.


  “Young lady, your crimes need punishment, you’ve said so by your own admission.” He spoke as if he had intimate knowledge of her that only Joel would have. Of course, her assistant had told him. For the first time in days her anger was engaged. “Ah! I see that fire in your eye. You think Joel has betrayed you?”


  “Well, hasn’t he?”


  “Depends on what you call betrayal. If you think of him as having your best interests at heart, meeting your stated needs, then he hasn’t betrayed you at all. He’s only giving you more of what you desire most.”


  This man was worse than Joel! A total stranger and he knew the thoughts that had been capturing her imagination. The whole realm of ‘public’ humiliation was untried territory in real life, but not in her fantasies, where she often had an audience of gawking witnesses to her spankings.


  “I’d suggest that you behave yourself and do what he says.”


  “And who are you to tell me this?” she asked.


  “Just an interested friend, with no real interest in the outcome of this meeting. But I do spank women regularly, women who know themselves well enough to understand that a little corporal punishment sets them straight. I understood you to be one, too.”


  This was a strange challenge, but one she wouldn’t refuse. Samantha looked at Joel.


  “You going to fight me,” he asked.


  “No.”


  “Good. I didn’t want to have to cane you.” He was dead serious.


  For the afternoon session, she was over the back of Joel’s overstuffed easy chair, a thick cushioned piece of furniture that provided the most comfort of any position he required. Thank heavens for small favors, she thought as she took the pose ordered. As in previous sessions, Joel raised her skirt himself and carefully lowered her panties—again another thong that didn’t require lowering at all to have the target on display. Samantha blushed, but the blush on her face went unseen, while the one on her pert behind was bright pink by the time the paddle had smacked the skin a dozen times.


  “Stand with your feet apart,” Joel ordered her after he’d given her at least two dozen smacks.


  She obeyed quickly, realizing as she did how much the sexual element of this situation was arousing her with a maddening urgency. She could feel Peter’s eyes staring at her with a calculated gaze. Were the two men conferring, silently commenting on the state of her bottom? Was it time to stop? Had she had enough?


  Joel continued striking her behind, taking an especially long time to administer the punishment. With every pause, she hoped he’d put the paddle down and descend on her ass with his hands. But he didn’t, and the pain became more unbearable.


  “Oh, gawd no!” she cried under her breath.


  “What are you wailing about,” she heard Peter’s snapping voice.


  She clamped her mouth shut tight.


  “And stick out that ass!” he insisted. She’d been clenching up, almost standing in her bending pose. It seemed to soften the blows, if only slightly.


  She tried to obey out of pride, if nothing else. But the blows kept coming and her feet were dancing again all over the place. She couldn’t hold still.


  “Feet on the floor, Miss Brinkman!” the next order came swiftly. There’d been a change of spankers, the inspired Peter taking over for Joel.


  “You can take a whole lot more, Sam,” Joel reminded her in his gravest tone. The scene was a sexual assault. Painful. Biting. Unbearable. But incredibly arousing.


  The last blows were the hardest yet and when they finally stopped coming, Samantha remained clenched and cautious, sure the spanking would start again. She’d hardly caught her breath, when she felt a firm hand circling her upper arm, pulling her from the chair and dragging her to the corner of the room.


  “Put you face into the wall!” Joel’s ripped off the order curtly.


  Her ass was throbbing. Throbbing even more knowing that she was displaying the red, streaked behind to two pairs of critical eyes. She missed his hands roving her private places. Was this a compromise for the fact that Peter was in the room? Was he respecting her that much that he wouldn’t show him what a tawdry display she became once her ass was fired hot? She waited for nearly fifteen minutes, standing like a punished schoolgirl in the corner. But instead of her need to come drifting away as the sting and heat subsided, her body swelled with erotic anticipation. She wanted to rub herself against the wall, the table beside her, anything. Her cunt was vibrating, with the empty passageway screaming to be filled. She shifted from one foot to the next, hoping for some relief, or at the very least the opportunity to leave the room. She would masturbate in her office, the bathroom, her car, anywhere she could have a moment’s privacy.


  “Seems you’re quite aroused, Miss Brinkman?” It was Peter’s voice. He was behind her, towering over her. “Answer me!” he snapped.


  “Yes, I am.”


  “And how do you refer to your superiors?” he was offended, though she wasn’t certain why.


  “I don’t know,” she admitted.


  “You call us ‘sir’. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Better.” He cleared his throat. His hand was on her ass, massaging the aching skin with an intentionally firm caress. “You know, bad girls don’t get it pretty. They get it in the ass. They beg for it, and if they beg well, it might just happen. What is it you want, young lady?”


  “I want to come, sir.”


  “And how do you want to come?” He smacked her cheek hard.


  “In the ass, sir,” she blurted out.


  The feel of his hand was glorious.


  “Keep that nose in the corner,” Joel commanded from the periphery. “And you mind your manners.”


  She was overcome by them both, leveling their best on her and she eating it up like body candy.


  “Stop, Peter,” Joel ordered him away, moving in position tightly behind her. “What was it the man told you about addressing your superiors?”


  “I should call you, sir. I’m sorry.”


  He refused to touch her.


  “And that’s how you’ll address me from now on, is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I don’t care where we are, in this office, yours, in outer office. I’m ‘sir’; to you. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, sir.” Her mind was reeling from the last exchange and its implication, but her body was too hot to consider it for long.


  “Peter, give me the dildo.”


  “Six or eight inches?” the man asked.


  “Eight,” Joel replied.


  Seconds later, Samantha felt her ass cheeks pried apart, and the tip of the enormous dildo pressed against her anus. With a slow, firm shove the rounded end was forced into her ass, widening the channel to extremes she’d never experienced. While Joel pressed the invader deeper, Peter was at her side, his fingers pinching her swollen clitoris until she was about to shriek. He worked the bud and the petals of her labia, while Joel worked her ass, fucking her with the dildo the way he might use his cock. The agony of holding back was over in a flash as one long, deep spasm made her whole body tense and then quake as the energy released.


  “That’s it, Miss Brinkman, come,” she heard Peter beside her, encouraging. “Fuck that dildo hard, move that sorry ass!” She took each comment as an order and writhed like a whore until there was nothing left, no sensations, no spasms.


  At the finish when she was limp and ready for some kind of tenderness, Peter backed away from her, and Joel pushed her face back into the corner so that her nose was against the plaster.


  “Stay where you are, and don’t move until I tell you.”


  She started to cry, but there would be no one to notice. Both men turned their attention to each other, and she was left in the room by herself for several minutes, while Joel showed his friend out the door.


  “She’s beautiful but a little testy yet,” Peter told Joel in the corridor.


  “And she has a few more tests to endure. I’m afraid ones she’s not going to like.”


  “Well, any time you want me to join you, I’ll be happy to.” Peter obviously envied Joel his task.


  “I’ll keep it in mind,” he returned, and waved to the man as he took off toward the elevator.


  


  When Joel returned to the room, he stood for some seconds watching Samantha sweat a little in the discomfiting position. To her credit, her nose was still in the corner, but her body was obviously weary from the last hour’s amazing ordeal.


  Coming to her, he slowly peeled her away from the wall, turned her around and held her. It was the most overtly affectionate moment between them since they’d first met. He didn’t need to say a word to communicate, and words would have only stuck in her throat, if he’d demanded that she speak. The sensation of surrender covered her like a warm blanket and she wanted only to rest.


  “I want you to go home. You’re not working the rest of the night. Have a glass of wine, read a book, be at peace. If you need to come to the office tomorrow on legitimate business, call me. I’ll join you. But you had better have a damned good reason for working Saturday. Now, go.”


  “Yes, sir.” She didn’t even have to struggle to call him sir. Though she still wasn’t sure about saying it in a public situation, she had no problem with the term of respect in private. Joel Cameron had worked some unbelievable magic on her fractious, angry soul.


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  Twice the following week, Samantha and Joel had to forego the five o’clock sessions, and it seemed that all but one of the three they managed was rushed by circumstances beyond their control. Daddy was returning from London and the entire sales department was on report to have everything in perfect order before he arrived. There would be a board meeting the following week, for the express purpose of discussing the recent dip in sales. This was Samantha’s specific concern. Though she’d recouped some of the losses early in the quarter, it was not yet enough to make up for the downturn she figured most would consider her fault. She and Joel worked extra hours to cement a deal that would add a positive spin on the numbers, but she was certain it wasn’t enough to make anyone happy and she would have to take the blame—again. This was nothing new for her… the company fortunes had been riding on her for the last three years. When sales were up she was the Goddess incarnate, the whiz kid, the golden child. When sales were down, she was little more than dirt, forced to deal with the obsolete old fogies on the board who would glare at her from the smoky haze round their puffed up faces, while jawing on their thick cigars, and thrumming their fingers angrily on the latest sales report. The fact that her own blunders and short-temper had lost a very valuable customer would not be easily overlooked without something just as productive to take its place. Unfortunately, she’d played all the cards in her deck and there was nothing left to sweeten the bottom line.


  


  “You did well this last month,” Joel said, looking at the neatly printed graph. “Bounced right back from that little debacle of yours.” He was pleased that he’d had a hand in that.


  “That’s nice of you to say, but trust me, I know this board of directors. I’ll be walking out with egg on my face within ten minutes.” She sighed, feeling weary and exhausted. The last week had been hell—the one saving grace her three spanking sessions. The next week would prove to be just as bad, as she tried to recoup from the board’s scathing review. “Daddy’s face is always the worst. The disappointment. I can hardly stand it.”


  “You’ve had some pretty good years,” Joel pointed out.


  “I have, but no one remembers them.”


  “Hey, buck up, you’ll survive.”


  “Sure.” She tried a smile. “I always do.”


  


  It was long trek to the twentieth floor and the plush interior of the boardroom. She accomplished it side by side with Joel, carrying a heavy weight of new reports in hand. Passing them out before the meeting would make her look organized and punctual—and that couldn’t hurt, considering her most recent reputation for disorganization and temper. It helped as well that Joel had given her an extra early morning spanking in his office. At seven a.m. when they agreed to prepare for the nine o’clock meeting, she was over his lap, with her skirt up, getting the dickens spanked out of her behind, and a nice rosy glow throbbing on the surface. He made her come, as he always did, and the release of pent-up energy poured out like the contents of a swollen dam. Even the previous evening’s session, as hot and fiery as that was, was not enough to quell what ached inside her. The relief had lasted only a few short hours. While she’d resisted his attempts to spank her again in the morning, by the time the session was over, she was glad that he had. The fire in her belly was gone, and she was as calm as she could be.


  As the board filed in the door, Samantha and Joel stood off to one side. The men chattered about the usual boring nonsense, golf scores and back aches, and kept themselves preoccupied until Jud Brinkman entered last, a little rushed, but right on time at the stroke of nine.


  “Ah, Samantha,” he quickly embraced his daughter, just missing her cheek as he tried giving it perfunctory peck. “Sorry, I didn’t call last night.” He didn’t explain further. This was nothing new between them. Benign neglect in personal matters, overbearing micro-management of her business life, she suffered both sides.


  By the time the elder Brinkman settled into his seat at the head of the table, the board members were thumbing through the reports.


  “I like the color, amazing what these printers can do these days,” one of the older members remarked.


  While he was busy commenting on the looks of Samantha’s sales presentation, the rest were scrutinizing the awful truth, coming up scowling.


  “I told Jud it was time for a change.”


  “A change or a little disciplinary action for our Director Of Sales.”


  They were soon staring up at her.


  “Miss Brinkman. This is the third quarter in a row that we’ve seen a significant loss. I’d like your explanation?”


  “There has been a general economic slowdown in the industry,” she reminded him, pointing to the sales chart.


  “You fucked up, Miss Brinkman,” the disgruntled Adam Mansom growled.


  Ignoring the man, she continued her comments, “We did experience a significant lost at the beginning of the second quarter, but we are rebounding now.”


  “Rebound?” the next fellow was scrutinizing the numbers, then staring back at her, speechless.


  “I don’t think we can be all that surprised by these figures,” Jud Brinkman finally opened his mouth. He stared at his daughter. “I think we’re all well aware of the little problem we had a couple of months ago. Frankly, I see a definite improvement. And I understand that things are going much more smoothly in the sales department, especially recently, since Mr. Cameron took over.”


  Took over? Samantha’s eyes narrowed, but she said nothing. This wasn’t exactly how she perceived the recent change. But she’d let her daddy have his say. He usually riled her, why not now?


  “I think a little patience on our part, we’ll see a complete turn around—that’s if the measures Mr. Cameron has been using continue.”


  “Oh, and did he implement our suggestion?” an inquisitive board member asked, his eyebrows raised in interest.


  “Yes, he did.”


  “Frankly, I’d like to see a sample of his work,” Adam Mansom’s gravelly voice interjected. “I think your daughter owes us that much courtesy after all that we have extended to her.”


  “Yes. I thought that was the purpose of this meeting, to see that the disciplinary action was being fully implemented,” an equally eager member agreed.


  The conversation was flying by her so rapidly that Samantha wasn’t sure what they were talking about, but it didn’t sound good, the tone and implications put her on alert. She stared at the group like a deer in headlights, soon seeing all twelve board members staring back at her, her father not the least of them.


  “Yes, Samantha, I think you owe the board that much considering the leeway they gave you for your bad behavior. Mr. Cameron would you please do the honors.” He looked toward Joel, who seemed as nonplussed as his daughter.


  “What?”


  “I think it’s a reasonable atonement, and might well prevent any further problems,” Jud explained.


  “You want me to spank your daughter right here?”


  “Yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


  Joel took a deep breath and looked at Samantha. She was as red-faced with anger as he’d seen her in three weeks, and he expected any minute she would explode. Was he supposed to tangle with this angry tiger? It was not a situation he relished. He’d spent the last weeks getting the woman calmed down, turning her behavior, her very life around in an astounding way they both knew was right for her. But this? As much as he loved the drama of a spanking confrontation… he wasn’t sure.


  While the board waited for him to make a move, and he waited for the guts to act, Samantha took the decision from him, startling every fixed expression.


  “Like hell I’ll submit to a spanking in front of you!” she blurted out.


  “Oh, I think you will,” her father matched her ire with his.


  “No, I won’t,” her whole body shook. “I won’t give any of you the pleasure. I won’t give your lackey the pleasure,” she glared at Joel, “and I won’t give you,” she leveled her last attack directly at her father, “the perverted satisfaction of humiliating your daughter.”


  “You don’t submit, Samantha, you won’t have a job,” Jud nailed her in return with his best threat.


  “That’s fine with me. I quit,” she announced. She threw her copy of the report on the table and exited the room, giving the door a firm slam after her.


  The stunned room eyed each other uncomfortably for a several seconds.


  “I thought you took control of her?” Jud finally looked at Joel for an explanation.


  “I did, until you pulled this stunt.”


  “I think it was a perfectly reasonable request considering the hours I’ve spent in London patching up the mess there.”


  Joel knew for a fact that he played more golf than he spent time soothing ruffled feathers. It was a glory job, the gracious rescue. Nothing more. “Perhaps so. But obviously Samantha don’t see it that way.”


  “It was your job to make sure she did.”


  “No, sir. If you’ll excuse me, it was my job to settle her down, which I did, and quite well. Ask anyone in the Sales Department and they will tell you about the remarkable change in Samantha Brinkman’s attitude. You have recent sales figures to back up my work. But, Mr. Brinkman, if you don’t mind my saying so, you’ve gone too far this time, demanding that Samantha submit to a spanking in front of the lot of you. That’s more than any proud woman can stomach. She manages well in private, but this is over the top. Now, if you don’t mind, I’ll be getting back to my job.” He turned to leave, was at the door.


  “Cameron! I want my daughter back,” Jud Brinkman called after him.


  “Then I guess you’d better go get her,” Joel said flatly, and he left the room.


  


  ***


  


  Joel found Samantha packing a cardboard box with the personal items from her desk.


  “You and daddy couldn’t patch things up?” he wandered into her lair cautiously.


  “No, we didn’t patch things up. Did you expect me to?” She’d almost filled one box and was moving to a second. “I got too much damned stuff,” she mumbled, as she opened another desk drawer.


  “I thought you might,” Joel pondered.


  “What? Kiss and make up? So I could go through another humiliating scene? I don’t think so. Daddy wants complete control of me, that’s it.”


  “Oh, I don’t know. I imagine he’s a little chagrinned at this point.”


  “Oh! He should be, but he’s not. He had the balls to come down here and give me a lecture on how he’d take me back, if I’d apologize to the Board of Directors. What an ass! I’m glad I’m leaving. You have no idea how refreshing this whole thing is!”


  “And what do you plan to do tonight?” he asked.


  She sighed, staring at him, lips pursed. “I think I’ll get drunk.”


  “Humm, you might want to be careful there.”


  “Oh, I promise to be safe. I’ll take a taxi, sleep in a hotel, and look for an apartment in the morning.”


  “An apartment?”


  “Yes, can you believe it, I still live with the bastard. Well, not exactly live with him, I have an apartment in the estate carriage house. But no more! He’s heard the last from me for a while.”


  “Well, maybe that’s good news.”


  “I think it is,” she said, looking surprisingly triumphant. “And I have you to thank.”


  “Me?”


  “Yes.” She put down the books in her hand and looked him straight in the eye. “You made enough of a change in me that I could see what I was putting myself through. I’m glad it’s over. Glad to wipe my feet of this job, and move on to something that I want to do.”


  Joel was glad for her. She wasn’t the same woman he met the day he arrived at the job. He knew then that she was being over-managed by her father, and that the man’s scheme was likely to backfire. He’d been lucky to have her cooperation for the brief time he did. But now the problem was, he’d miss her. He’d wrangled his way into a very good job, only to have the best reason for being there suddenly disappear.


  



  

  Chapter Six


  


  Samantha wanted to say something to Joel that morning after she stormed out of the board meeting. She could see an almost sorrowful look in his eyes, while she packed her boxes and announced her independence. But she was too interested in leaving the building to pay attention to his sadness or hers. It was not until later that evening, after five o’clock, that she realized how much she missed her spanking session. The adrenalin high of the morning was gone and alone in a strange hotel room, she was crashing back to reality and the gnawing ache in her belly. The one night she could have used a hot ass and real tears, she wouldn’t have either one. Even if she’d wanted to call Joel, she didn’t have his phone number.


  Brooding for some hours about her unanticipated exile gave her no relief for her troubling need. But it did start her thinking. Why did it have to be Joel at the center of her spanking life? Certainly there were other men who’d be just as interested in what soothed her ruffled feathers—a good, brisk paddling and sexual release. She found it once, would it be so hard again?


  


  A week after her departure from Brinkman Inc, Samantha had landed a new job—running a video production company. The three creative geniuses who were the company’s soul didn’t know squat about finances, budgets and bottom line numbers. She’d fit in well with her expertise, and enjoy an easygoing atmosphere that left her feeling renewed and oddly horny every day after work. Too bad she didn’t have the guts to approach one of her sexy bosses about spanking her ass. Maybe they were kinky, too; and maybe they’d think she was crazy.


  Working late in the evenings, she browsed the Internet, seeing a whole world of spanking possibilities open up before her. For several weeks she was glued to the monitor every minute she wasn’t working, posting personals, in chat rooms, answering email, corresponding with a half dozen men who promised to take her over their knee for a blistering ride into her fantasies. By day, she pretended that one of her correspondents was the man of her dreams. Though by night, she’d return to the easier fantasy, the real life one as Joel Cameron’s dutiful submissive. Unfortunately, one by one, her Internet spanking friends were eliminated from consideration—too short, too silly, too flaky, too married, too just plain weird. After three weeks, her whirlwind romance with Internet Dominants running into a dead-end, she seemed no closer to a freshly spanked behind than when she began.


  


  After going out for coffee with the guys from work one evening, Samantha was headed for home—her lonely hotel room. She wasn’t anxious to get back, but she had nowhere else to go. Her new apartment wouldn’t be ready yet for a week, and her temporary living conditions only made her more restless.


  Rounding the corner just outside the coffee shop, she almost bumped into a tall, lanky, fair-haired man. Her body instantly recoiled at the familiar figure, then began to inexplicably bloom with warmth. She turned. He turned back, too.


  “Miss Brinkman?” he spoke first.


  “Yes,” she remembered him well, “you’re Peter, aren’t you?”


  “Peter Daugherty, I guess we’ve never formally met.” He was gracious and a bit chagrinned as they both recalled the only time they’d been together.


  She shook his hand, relishing the firm feel and her remembrance.


  “I guess we haven’t,” she was starting to blush, flirting, batting her long eyelashes, enjoying the attention from a man who knew her darkest secret, while at the same time feeling a little awkward and embarrassed by that fact.


  “And how are things with Joel?” He was pleasant enough.


  “I suppose all right, but I really don’t know. I left Brinkman, Inc., my father’s company, a couple of weeks ago.”


  “My, I thought you were a permanent fixture.”


  “Yes, I think everyone did. I left abruptly.”


  “Ah! I see.”


  “It was time,” she had no need to defend her position, but it seemed some explanation was in order. “I’d been under daddy’s wing much too long.”


  “So, you’re a free bird now?”


  “Yes, yes I am.”


  What more was there to say? They hardly new each other, and the circumstances of their only meeting didn’t prompt much conversation.


  “You work in this neighborhood?” she wondered.


  “Stock broker.” He fished through his pocket, handing her the business card he withdrew… ‘Peter Daugherty’ in plain block print and an address not more than two blocks from where they stood.


  “Well, thank you.” She was nervous, her hand trembling as she took the card, “I should be going.” An intense need to get away made every additional second in Peter Daugherty’s company increasingly uncomfortable. Smiling bashfully, she walked backwards for a step or two, gazing at his warm grin. Then she waved and turned around and headed down the street. When she looked back again, trying to find him in the crowd a minute later, he was gone.


  Peter Daugherty’s business card was a like magnet drawing her to him. Why spend time nurturing relationships with potentially dangerous strangers, when she might have one readymade? As soon as she entertained the thought, she pushed it away. Was she crazy? Had she lost her mind? This whole scheme for a spanking partner was foolish if not perverted. Her spanking desires a fluke, and the sooner she accepted that fact, the easier it would be to forget her most recent past and enjoy her present!


  


  Another week passed and the card remained in her purse. Every day at lunch, she’d take it out and stare at the writing, the engraved name, and the address just a few blocks from the studio where she worked. She might have suppressed her desire to be spanked, but the memory would come popping into her dreams and daydreams, the feel of Joel’s firm thighs, his strong hands, his stern, crackling voice filled with authority and command… and then the memory of that day when Peter Daugherty joined them for the most remarkable, shameless experience of her life. She couldn’t squelch the gnawing ache.


  The boys in studio left for a shoot at four that afternoon.


  “Sam, get out in the fresh air,” Rocco told her. “You’re working too hard.”


  “I’m only cleaning up your mess!” she called to him.


  “It’ll be there tomorrow, get out of here.”


  Playing hooky wasn’t easy with her stringent work ethic, but it was a good rebellion against the memory of her father. Why not?


  She took to the sunshine and fresh air on the street, thinking she’d walk uptown and do some shopping. And yet, that awful business card kept nagging at her like an old shrew. She didn’t need to see it anymore. She’d memorized the street number, the building and Peter’s suite. On her way past the grey granite edifice, she abruptly darted inside. And before she realized that she couldn’t turn back, she was is the elevator and walking out on the sixteenth floor searching for some sign of the tall, fair-haired Peter,


  “Mr. Daugherty,” she asked the pretty secretary at the front desk.


  “May I ask who’s calling?”


  “Samantha Brinkman. He’ll know me,” she answered with a smile.


  The woman nodded politely, called Peter on his private line, then motioned her down the hall. “Third door on your left, it’s open.”


  


  “Well, isn’t this a surprise!” Peter greeted her graciously, when she hadn’t a clue what to say.


  “I was passing by your building and thought I’d stop.”


  “Glad you did. Sit down. I realized the other day how awkward it must have been for you… after all, we met under rather strange circumstances. I wanted to ask you to dinner, but I…” he shook his head, “I didn’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


  “You mean you don’t expect me to bare my ass for you,” her eyes twinkled flirtatiously, “just because that’s how you know me?”


  “Yes, exactly.”


  She smiled, a bit bashfully, “The truth is, Peter, I am here about that day.”


  “Oh? Not suing me, are you?”


  “Heavens no!”


  She but her lip nervously, hesitating, then finally blurted out what was exactly on her mind. “I was actually looking for a repeat of that day.”


  “You were?”


  “I’m not with Joel anymore, Mr. Daugherty.”


  “It’s just Peter, please.”


  “Yes, well,” she sighed heavily, “I’m not with Joel and I certainly can’t see going back to something that has such unpleasant reminders of my daddy. But at the same time, I can’t forget what happened those few weeks Joel was spanking me. I’ve never felt so whole, so complete, so peaceful. I don’t understand why, even now, talking about this I think I’m a little crazy, but it’s in my blood, a force I can’t stop. Maybe this isn’t anything you’re interested in… and I’m sorry for taking up your time, if it’s not, but would you have any interest at all in spanking sessions—maybe just once a week, not a lot of fanfare…” she stopped, waiting for some response, but getting none, continued, “if you want sex, I’d be more than happy… I-uh… Oh, dear! I hope I haven’t offended you.” She gulped and waited hopefully.


  “Humph. It’s not often I get proposals like yours.” He snickered. “You’ve actually left me a little speechless.”


  “I’m so sorry. This was a bad idea,” she start to leave.


  “No, no, no. It’s not a bad idea at all. I’m just surprised hearing it come from you. Frankly, I think it could be a very good idea for us both.”


  “It could?”


  “Yes, it could. The truth is, I do spank women for ‘sport’, if you’ll excuse the crude connotation.”


  She looked a little baffled.


  “I spank women who just can’t get it any other way, from their husbands or boyfriends. It’s not relationship, it’s nothing permanent, it’s just a enjoyable afternoon or evening of kinky fun.”


  “Yes, that’s kind of what I was getting at. I just wasn’t sure that anything like that existed.”


  “Probably more than you know.”


  “I tried the Internet, but frankly I got scared and pretty turned off by some of the men who answered my ads.”


  “Understandable. The Internet is a fine resource, but you have to be choosy and careful. You’re better off with someone you know.”


  “Of course, I really don’t know you.”


  “No, you don’t, that’s true. But then, you did suggest it to me, so there must be something about me you trust.”


  “I suppose I trusted Joel.”


  “A good man to trust. But more to the point, Samantha, if you want to give it a try, we can start anytime you like.”


  Samantha’s bottom was already tingling at the thought of being so intimate with this man, going over his lap, feeling his hand raise her skirt and the warmth of his palm on her ass before he delivered the first smack. A sudden shiver made her entire body quake from top to toes.


  “Anytime?” she mused. “How about now?”


  Peter laughed.


  “I’m afraid we don’t have the privacy in this office that you had with Joel at Brinkman Inc. We’ll do it in my home, which is a much more inviting atmosphere. I live in an old mansion on Haverhill Drive. You probably know the area.”


  “Yes. That’s near my father’s house.”


  “Then you’ve probably seen the place, just as you make the bend in the road, the pink stone with the turret and the black wrought iron fence. Sort of gloomy and forbidding.”


  “Yes, I know the one.”


  “And you have a time in mind?”


  “Well, I think you should set the time.” She was suddenly nervous.


  “All right, then, tomorrow at seven. Is that too soon?”


  It wasn’t soon enough as far as Samantha was concerned, but she didn’t want to appear too eager. “No, sir, that’s just fine.”


  Peter liked the way she was already settling into the submissive fantasy. Her entire body posture was changing, softening, warming, despite her obvious anxiety.


  “Well, then, since you know where I live and the time, I’ll see you then.”


  Peter also changed, with an imperceptible shift from cheerful friend to firm disciplinarian. His posture was straighter and his voice a little deeper, more like the resonant timber that had shocked and aroused her so at Joel’s office. She had been too in awe of the strange circumstances of her relationship with Joel to think of him as a sexual partner, but her feelings for Peter were completely different. Everything about his handsome, rigid, slightly dictatorial man made her sexual juices flow. She prayed that their scenes would end with more than her getting off on his hand. She could almost feel his erection in her pussy, better still, pummeling her ass. What thoughts! she surprised herself with her own twisted ideas of sexual pleasure.


  “I’ll see you tomorrow at seven,” she answered him pleasantly, then she left the office feeling more settled than she’d been in weeks, even with the rising commotion of feelings starting to build in her spanking-starved body.


  


  ***


  


  There was something unbelievably erotic about going to Peter Daugherty’s house, an added dimension of her fantasy that seemed to drive her as much as the idea of having her ass warmed. What happened at her father’s company had been easy, available and often brisk, a whirlwind of excitement that would come and go so quickly that she could easily put it out of her mind, at least while she was working. The ache and longing were always present, but they could be managed, handled in the context of her agreement with Joel. Dealing with Peter would never be the same. From a cold office to his forbidding home, the scene itself dictated a very different experience.


  Samantha approached the steps of the old house with caution. The place had a strange kind of beauty, the brick-colored stone had been painted, in places pealing. Huge blue and pink hydrangeas flanked the steps, and craning her neck upward, she could see at fairly close range the handsome turret embedded in the second story of the house. Leaning over the high corners were stone gargoyles with twisted smiles. Was that fair warning? she wondered with a nervous shiver.


  Samantha had observed this house for as long as she’d lived in the adjacent neighborhood, wondering how it would feel to be inside, to step back into the past. She’d get her chance today. She worried she’d be disappointed—in the house, in Peter, in her own passionate obsession. Had it been just a kink of convenience, or was her desire real?


  


  Peter greeted her at the door, wearing a pair of khaki pants and loose fitting ivory shirt—his idea of casual.


  “Come in,” he sounded solemn right off, and her body did its customary quaking, though she needed no reminders of how much she’d been waiting for this moment to arrive. The last twenty-four hours had been hell. She hardly slept the night and she hadn’t eaten a bite.


  “Sit down,” Peter ordered her to a straight-backed chair in his living room, while he took the comfortable easy chair. “On your naked ass,” he added, just as she was about to park her bottom on the brocade seat. Never having had this order before, it took some seconds for her to understand what he wanted. She finally blushed like a naughty schoolgirl, and whisked her skirt up over her ass before she sat.


  The room was pleasant enough, not as drab as she might have expected, and not as old-fashioned in design as she imagined it would be. There’d been some modern updates, new plaster, a fresh look to the walls, an old mantle atop new ceramic tile surrounding the fireplace, and handsomely refinished hardwood floors, with elegant rugs scattered in appropriate places. The artwork was twentieth century, and the furnishings a mix of antiques, like the chair she was sitting in, and more modern styles, like the sofa and Peter’s easy chair.


  As Samantha squirmed in her seat, she felt the scratchy brocade fabric rubbing on her ass reminding her why she was there. There was a certain allure to turning back the clock to when spanking was an appropriate means of discipline. Peter’s house was indeed the perfect atmosphere for that they had planned.


  “If you want you proceed with this, Samantha, I have some rules,” Peter started the meeting. “You’ve learned the first one. Never sit in my presence without your ass bare to the seat of your chair. I don’t care whether we are in my office, my living room, a restaurant, or in the house of friends. Should I show up for a gathering unexpectedly, you immediately rearrange yourself so that your ass is bare, even if you have to excuse yourself to the ladies room to change out of your pantyhose. For that matter, let’s lose the pantyhose altogether. Get used to wearing garter belts or thigh high stockings. Availability, Samantha. Your ass belongs to me. It’s mine to play with, to spank, paddle, cane, abuse, punish, fondle, smack and take my personal pleasure with. If we have sex, it’s anal sex. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered without thinking. He’d moved ahead so quickly that she could hardly catch her breath.


  “You may see me once a week, but the rules apply to every day. Every day when you awaken you’ll think of our arrangement when you dress, and if you are being true to yourself, you’d always, regardless of where you are and who you are with, sit on your naked ass. Of course, I won’t enforce that, but for a woman of your inclinations for submission the act would be second nature.” Elbows resting on the arms of his chair, Peter tented his fingers in front of his face, scrutinizing her carefully. “You might want to decide how far you want to take this arrangement. It’s yours to accept or reject. I don’t really care one way or another what you do. But I will do my job well—if you trust me to do it—and I’ll get my reward in the process. It’s a fair deal. I know you can see that, and I’ve very pleased that you’ve given me the opportunity to develop and enjoy this carnal need in you.”


  “Thank you,” was all she could reply to his amazing speech.


  “It’s interesting how easily a woman can change her attitude when she’s getting what she wants,” he admired how her features had softened, the warm glow on her face, the little awkward blush on her cheeks. “Now to begin,” he changed his tone of voice again, “stance one.”


  Samantha’s heart began to beat fast. She could feel the ca-thump, ca-thump, ca-thump in her ears, her hands, her temples, roaring at her.


  “Stand!” he ordered.


  She immediately obeyed, standing up ramrod straight in front of him.


  “Your hands behind your head.”


  She followed the order, feeling like a posing Barbie doll and quite humiliated.


  “Elbows wide!” he barked.


  She promptly responded.


  “Now turn around.”


  Peter appraised her from the rear, then leaned forward in his chair. “Step back to me.”


  She stepped back, feeling Peter’s hands reach for the zipper on her skirt and yank. A little push and the skirt was on the floor, leaving her in garter belt, nylons and a pair of pale pink bikinis. Grabbing the waistband of the panties, he gave them a good tug upwards, watching most of the thin material slip into the crack of her ass. He fondled both cheeks with a firm hand, grasping them, jerking them, clutching them so tightly in his fist that he thought they would bruise. A second later, he ripped her panties downwards, out of her ass and on to the floor where he collected them himself and laid them on the table beside him.


  “Kneel down and bend over,” he ordered.


  Each demand, every move seemed choreographed by an artist in the obscure art of humiliating women. Samantha was nearly in tears as her knees sank into the soft carpet, and she bent over exposing her rear in a startling, lewd display. Her ass cheeks parted leaving nothing sacred about her private parts. Her asshole puckered, her outer labia did the same, and from between them hung the inner lips, in the middle her throbbing, swollen clitoris, all available for the man’s inspection. It wasn’t that he hadn’t seen the very thing before… it was the place, the posture, the tone of his voice in charge, his imperious eyes. There was no Joel to act as a buffer, it was just the two of them, Samantha and the man who demanded her obedience.


  “Turn to the side,” he ordered.


  She quickly accomplished the pose, seeing from the corner of her eye that he held a doubled leather dress belt in his fist. He wasted no time. The belt struck hard, repeatedly, smacking, stinging, beating her wanting ass until she shrieked.


  Hearing her cry, Peter gave her a wallop twice as strong as any other. She shrieked again.


  “You can do better than that, Miss Brinkman!” Peter barked. “Toughen up, or you’ll not get very far with me!”


  He walloped her hard again and this time she contained her cry, while tears from the pain were streaming down her cheeks dampening the carpet.


  He resumed spanking her with a less intense pace, moving his aim from top to bottom, then concentrating on the center of her ass. Then he stopped as abruptly as he started, with Samantha’s pleasure juices hot and ready for a sexual attack.


  “In your mouth,” she heard his order. He had the end of the leather belt at her mouth. She bit down, not knowing at first what he hand in mind. “Don’t let it slip.” He drew the other end underneath her torso and up between her legs, threading it overtop her clit, and into the crack of her ass where the sides cut into her flesh. He jerked up, practically lifting her off the floor with the force. But the leather did the trick, massaging her crotch, rubbing her clit and finally bringing her to a thundering climax as Peter erratically yanked and wiggled her bottom. As soon as she was finished, he extracted the belt end from her mouth and began spanking her again. The blows were harder than the first time, but the bite seemed less severe. Something other than pain took over—the sweetest agony she’d ever felt. At a peak again, Peter stopped the spanking and forced the belt back in her mouth, repeating the sequence, prompting another savage climax from her hungry crotch. “Now in the corner, Miss Brinkman,” he ended the scene with the demand.


  Nearly faint and very weakened, Samantha moved to her feet as fast as she could and made for the corner where he motioned her to stand.


  “Get tight inside, young lady, and don’t move. I don’t put up with whining, crying, shrieking in the middle of my giving you what you want. You’re going to have to do better than you’ve done tonight to please me. I expect humility and the good grace that comes with it. You stand there where you belong and think about what I’ve say until you’re told otherwise.”


  Without another word, Peter rose from his chair and left the room.


  Samantha stood with her face in the corner, with her tears still threatening for far longer than she’d like. The heat and blush had gone from her ass—at least she thought so, even though she couldn’t see. By the time Peter’s maid, Cherise, entered the room her bottom actually felt cold.


  “Mr. Daugherty says you can go,” the plump young woman announced, while Samantha was still expecting Peter’s voice.


  Samantha turned on a dime, immediately embarrassed to be found half-naked by a total stranger.


  “It’s okay, ma’am,” the maid told her kindly. “I’ve been there before myself.” She looked as though she was about to blush, too. “I’ll show you out when you’re ready.”


  Samantha smiled and watched her leave, then looked around for her clothes. Her skirt was lying over the back of a chair, while her panties were no where to be found. It didn’t matter, as long as she was decently covered.


  At eight-fifteen Samantha left Peter Daugherty’s house without seeing him again. Did he want her back? Had she displeased him? She had so many questions and few answers, but just as she’d been when getting spanked by Joel Cameron, her insides were swimmy, sensuous and content. Taking a deep breath of spring air as she walked down the steps, she let her questions slide and enjoyed her long awaited peace.


  



  

  Chapter Seven


  


  An afternoon several days later, there was a message in her mailbox at the hotel when she passed through the lobby. Moving day, she was in a hurry to get into her new apartment and stuffed the note into her pants pocket, forgetting it as soon as it was out of sight. When she undressed that night, she heard the crinkling sound of paper in her jeans and stuffed her hand into the pocket to retrieve the wrinkled note.


  “Oh, my God,” she gasped, seeing Peter’s name at the bottom of the paper. She read his message from the start, slinking down on her bed, throwing off a mess of packing paper and sighing heavily.


  “My house, tonight, seven o’clock.”


  It was already ten, she was dead tired, her phone was not yet hooked up, and her cell battery had run down. No way to call. Damn it! “Why did he have to pick today!” she muttered aloud.


  Even if she tried to explain the situation now, would he understand? Peter Daugherty didn’t seem to have a very forgiving temperament—but maybe that was just a role he played. Maybe he’d excuse her this one time. She sighed. Oh! Yes, she could have used his hot hand on her ass! The day had been crazy, starting with a late moving van, a run-in with her father at the estate apartment and a surly looking mover who made lewd remarks all afternoon. By day’s end, she was the old, angry Samantha Brinkman, frustrated and longing with all her heart for a man’s firm hand on her behind to set her straight.


  “Ouch!” she rolled over on a metal picture frame that poked her bottom with the sharp corner. After throwing the offending thing on top of a packing box, she curled up and fell asleep.


  


  Sunday morning eleven a.m., Samantha was at Peter’s door.


  “I came to apologize,” she said when he met her on the porch.


  His gaze was frightening, cool, his attitude inaccessible.


  “I didn’t read your note until late last night. I moved from my apartment on the family estate to in town. I’m sorry.”


  “Your apology is duly noted, Miss Brinkman, although this is not a good time for me, you’ll have to wait for my next instructions.”


  “Yes, certainly,” she said with a faint, hopeful smile.


  A moment later the door was closed in her face with a firmness that made her jump back a little surprised by the cold blast. Now, all she could do was wait.


  


  ***


  


  Samantha’s next opportunity to be with Peter came with as much surprise as the last one, though this time she was prepared, determined to be ready and not taken off guard. It wasn’t just the need to get spanked and the climax afterwards, there was a challenge to Peter Daugherty that was as intriguing as it was sexually arousing. She wanted to play on his turf, prove to him and herself that she was as submissive as any woman he’d met. She wanted to be better than his other women. Why this was important, she wasn’t certain, but the contest was clear in her mind even if it made no sense.


  The engraved invitation to the cocktail party looked innocuous enough, something that Samantha might easily have tossed aside. But being alert not to miss Peter’s next communication, she inspected the simple text, feeling her heart and groin leap with excitement when she noticed Peter’s name at the bottom of the card.


  


  She was ready for him, dressed to perfection, in a pretty blue cocktail dress, her long hair brushed and shining, flowing to her shoulders, her eyes made up, her high heels gleaming and her best lace garter belt holding up her stockings. Strange how a small slip of fabric underneath her clothes can make the difference between modest and naughty. Going without panties to a fancy cocktail party seemed like the lewdest thing she could do, as if any moment a gust of wind would tear her skirt away and show her for the slut she was. That kind of titillation only fanned the flames of her sexual, spanking desire.


  What worried her, however, was wondering if Peter was really going to spank her at his party. Could she anticipate an audience? The very thing that drove her from her daddy’s company? Or was this just a tease? It was easy to be overwhelmed by her incredible imaginings, but not hard to assume a poised and cheerful demeanor as she made her way among Peter’s guests. This was something she was good at.


  A nervous hour into the evening, Samantha had her first conversation with her host.


  “Enjoying yourself?” Peter asked.


  “I am.”


  “Good. Any mutual friends here?” he wondered.


  “Not really, a few acquaintances from the symphony board, but that was a few years back for me.”


  He smiled, almost affectionately, certainly more kindly than he had at their last uncomfortable confrontation on his porch. “I have a little task for you tonight. You need to be prepared. No panties, I assume?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Good. There are several men who’d like the opportunity of reddening your behind. You’ll know them when they come up to you, rest a palm on your bottom and say, ‘Peter suggested we get together.’ They’ll take you upstairs to a private room—perhaps outside to the shed. Regardless, you’ll do as they say.”


  Samantha’s eyes went wide as saucers. “You’re giving me away to strangers?”


  “Just for a few minutes, Miss Brinkman. Consider it an adventure.” Patting her on the bottom, Peter left for the other side of the room where a group of his friends were enjoying a hearty laugh.


  Samantha didn’t have time to decide if she would stay and play Peter’s game or leave. No sooner had he joined his friends, than she felt a warm hand caressing her bottom, slowly an inch at a time raising her skirt. “Peter suggested we get together,” she heard the man say. An electric thrill shot through her, and as she turned around to meet the man, her heart skipped another few beats as her eyes rested on a tall man with graying hair and a pleasant smile.


  “Upstairs,” he pointed the way with a deferential nod.


  His hand was at her back, guiding her, feeling like a steel support gently shoving her forward. Lost in the moment, Samantha took the stairs to Peter’s second floor and proceeded down a hall to the end, far away from the crowd below, the noise, the music, the conversation, to where it was isolated and the two could be alone. Riding on the waves of their shared fantasy, they moved into a bedroom, where the gentleman sat down on the bed and quickly steered Samantha over his knees.


  “I imagine your ass is going to be quite sore before the night is over,” he said as he lifted her dress and exposed her rear. “But your flesh is firm, you’ll take it in stride.”


  He squeezed both cheeks for several sensuous moments. And saying no more, he began a hard, fast series of smacks, bringing the skin of her ass to a brilliant pink blush before he paused at all. A second series of strikes were as strong as the first, though the third was the worst of all. For these, he changed to a spanking paddle, which had been conveniently placed on the bed. The simple wood with the rounded end hit hard and unforgivingly. A good ten minutes of smacks and pauses ended with the man pushing her to her feet and looking her sternly in the eye.


  “I’m told you get aroused when you’re spanked?”


  Yes, she was already feeling her horny crotch turn velvety wet. “Yes, I do.”


  “Well, tonight you’ll have to earn your climax. Perhaps, if you’re good enough, you’ll get what you want. Now freshen yourself up and return downstairs.”


  The scene was so swiftly carried out that Samantha was left with her mouth agape, and all her senses on edge. But she did as she was told, putting herself in the mix of people down below none the wiser of the incident upstairs.


  Not more than a half hour later another man was at her back, his hand on her ass, whispering the necessary words, ‘Peter suggested we get together.’ Another of Peter’s guests, a hefty man with large thick hands pushed her onto the patio, toward a tool shed at the back of the property. As in woodsheds of old—Samantha was summarily thrust over a dusty workbench, her dress lifted to her waist and her pink bottom whacked with a razor strap that had been hanging by the door. The wordless confrontation was filled with the passionate memory of times gone by, where dusty woodsheds meant punishment and retribution for committed crimes. There was no offense bringing her here, nothing but obedience to Peter’s orders and the thrilling desire to feel her bottom hot and burning.


  “I don’t know what I’m punishing you for, young lady,” the forthright fellow told her as he pulled her back to her feet, “but I’d suggest you mind your manners, or they’ll be more than a rosy glow to your sorry ass.”


  He must have considered his job an official punishment, which only made Samantha quake even more. She gave him a faint, “Yes, sir,” straightened her dress, dusted the material, and returned to the party with his firm hand behind her, placed strategically on her hot ass. A perfunctory nod at the patio door, he left her standing by herself.


  “And how has your night been so far, Miss Brinkman?” Peter asked, as he strolled casually to Samantha’s side.


  “Very fine, sir,” she answered. The warm glow from her punished rear had seeped inside her body like a deeply penetrating massage.


  “I’m glad to hear that,” he smiled. “And the night’s still young.” He bowed as graciously as her other spanking suitors and left her to another, who approached just moments later.


  This third time, she didn’t bother to look around. The appropriate phrase, the distinct stern sound of the voice, and the firm feel of the man’s hand on her bottom was enough to win her compliance. For a second time she was escorted to the upstairs of the house; this time into the study, pushed over the end of a table and whacked with a ruler until her sore ass was piping hot and her feet were beginning to dance. Her sore ass was beginning to hurt the moment the first smack hit.


  She wasn’t sure she could take much more But the night was still young, the man had said. How many spankings would she be forced to endure? Her poor ass was bruised. Her nerves were shot. And the wild arousal in her belly was almost impossible to ignore now—though not one of the men had so much as grazed the sensitive flesh between her thighs that would ignite an orgasmic fire.


  


  Before Samantha could return to the party, she was confronted by another man in the upstairs hall.


  “Miss Brinkman?” he addressed her politely. “We have an appointment to keep up here.”


  “We do?” He hadn’t said the ‘magic’ words.


  “Yes, Peter suggested I attend to your bottom while it was still freshly hot.”


  Close enough? she wondered to herself. “Attend to me, sir?” she added out loud, trying to remain polite.


  “Indeed. Women of your ilk require a firm hand.”


  She was certain that was true, but was she now required to share the fact with the entire world? Would this every end?


  “Back in the study,” he ordered further and she felt obliged to obey.


  Unlike the others, this man’s interest in her seemed more personal, more intimate. Before acting on his plans, he stared at her some moments, walking around her, eyes inquisitive, grueling, as if he were about to launch into a full-blown interrogation.


  “I understand that you enjoy getting spanked.”


  “On one level I do.”


  “That spanking arouses you sexually?”


  She didn’t answer right away.


  “Is that right?” he prompted her.


  “Yes, I guess it is.”


  “You guess it is? Are you aroused or not?”


  “Yes, I do get aroused.”


  “And you’re aroused now?”


  “I suppose so.”


  “You suppose so, or you are? Be specific.”


  “Yes, I am,” she tried sounding adamant.


  “And you’d like to be spanked again and made to climax,” he goaded her further.


  “Yes, I guess I would,” she started, “I mean, yes, YES!” she corrected her lazy speech and ended with a firm, defiant yes.


  “Better, much better,” the man acknowledged.


  He circled her again, another painful scrutiny that only made her squirm with a self-conscious erotic jiggle. Finished with his inspection, the man pulled a chair into the center of the room, sat down and nodded to Samantha. “Over my lap.”


  By then, Samantha would have done anything to skip the spanking and consummate the raging sexual energy inside her with an orgasm, but she wasn’t lucky enough yet to get her reward. What resulted was a long and painful spanking, the most lengthy and thorough of the night over territory already roughed up and hurting. He took her deeper than she’d ever been into the sensuousness of pain, pausing often to allow her to relax, only to start with another round of determined smacks. He tolerated no sound, “Unless you want to attract a crowd, Miss Brinkman, you’ll keep your protests to yourself.”


  That was easier said than done. But by the time the spanking was over, she was so inside herself and the rising erotic sensations that her moans were hardly protest, her cries more sexual whimpers—which the punisher didn’t seem to mind. To her great dismay, however, when he finally pushed her to her feet—her hair disheveled, her dress in disarray—she was denied the very thing she needed.


  “Well, for a first time, you do very well, Miss Brinkman. A little more, and Mr. Daugherty will have you well-trained.” He rose to his feet, “Now, once you’ve made yourself presentable, perhaps you can join the rest of the party downstairs.”


  Samantha couldn’t believe that he’d leave her with no respite from the clawing agitation in her groin.


  


  The party was still in full swing by the time Samantha returned to the rooms below. She was hardly in the mood for company, for laughing woman and ogling men. Ordering a drink from the bar, she sat—parking her sore, bare ass on a chair in the corner—and drank, waiting for the next spanking session, if there were one.


  “My, you do look a little tired,” Peter Daugherty found her slightly slumped and just a little woozy from the drink.


  “I’m just fine, sir.”


  “Fine, you’re sure?”


  “I’m tired, yes,” she admitted.


  “And quite a sensuous picture,” he noted.


  She didn’t know how to respond.


  “The party will be breaking up soon,” he checked his watch, “another half hour. I think you’ve served me well, you can go home now.”


  Was that all? No personal contact? No stirring orgasmic moment with the man who arranged this awesome evening? Was she nothing more than a spanking toy to be played with and cast aside? She looked at the man in stunned disbelief.


  “Go home now?” she was almost pleading for more.


  “Yes, I’ll be contacting you again soon.”


  


  Samantha left the party, stirred by loneliness, a sense of defeat and a little anger, but she was too exhausted to have very much emotion at all. She went quietly home and slept soundly the entire night, realizing that while she had been denied the reward she’d been looking for, she had achieved a deep sense of contentment that the spankings always gave her.


  



  

  Chapter Eight


  


  Nearly twice a week, Peter ordered Samantha to appear for regular sessions of the kind she had been hoping for from the start. She imagined that the party had been a test, and that she’d ably passed. He was looking first for obedience and she had shown her willingness—and a degree of submission he wanted from the spanking partner he chose.


  Her sessions with the man were often brief, the spanking lasting only ten minutes—much like the ones with Joel—and ending with a rousing sexual orgasm, all from the feel of his hand and fingers massaging her private places. It was obvious, however, that Peter would soon graduate from these simple climactic releases; he was training her for anal sex. His intimate probing of her channel became more penetrating with every session. He used his fingers first, then moved on to a series of dildos, some long, and others so fat that they refused to be forced inside. The pain of too much prodding was excruciating when he tried the larger rods.


  “You’ll take it soon,” he assured her.


  She wasn’t so sure at all.


  “Enough grease, enough relaxation and a little force, the opening will give.”


  It was the force she was worried about, not the spectacular feelings she experienced every time he worked her ass.


  Four weeks into their regular sessions he had almost achieved his goal—the fattest of his anal plugs almost breached the barrier.


  She was over his lap, laid across his knees, as he sat on his bed. The very fact that they had taken the activity into his bedroom had been a signal that he expected success this time—and expected sex. Samantha was more nervous, frightened and tense that ever. He’d spanked her bottom for nearly a half hour in an effort to relax her and loosen the muscles in her ass and around the target of his desire. But inserting the vile anal plug, her sphincter still wouldn’t give. “Peter, I can’t!” she pleaded with him as she did many times.


  “Don’t be foolish, girl. You’re practically there.”


  The thick thing was pressed into her bottom, but hung up on the widest part of the anal plug. Determined to have it pop inside, Peter added more lubricant and worked it past her fears, a millimeter at a time, slowly, confidently widening the channel to receive the three-inch diameter rod. Though her anus had expanded to an alarming degree, the plug was not yet inside.


  “Gawd nooooooooo!” she gasped as a sudden, sharp pain prevented the final step. “Take it out please!” she roared.


  Peter released the force for just a second, but he wasn’t giving up. “Relax, Miss Brinkman. Today’s the day. If I have to work you until midnight, I will.”


  His determination made her whole tummy shiver erotically, but it did not make her sphincter release its steely clench. He tried again and again, pushing a little harder each time, feeling certain that any second her bottom would swallow the thing whole. He was patient and unruffled by her spirited protests despite the way she squirmed. He was also realistic. Having reached an impasse, he held it steady inside her ass, while taking up his leather and producing another nasty sting on her behind. Both cheeks danced, the flesh wiggled like Jell-O, and it almost seemed as if he were hammering the plug inside with every smack. Tiny bruises were rising on her skin—it had already been a very long session. But this was one he would not stop; his own need for sexual satisfaction required that they take this last step.


  Another around of smacks on her behind, he could feel the sassy substance of his subject finally relenting. Her spirit was easing, if only a little. But it seemed to be enough for what he needed. Putting down the spanker, he began massaging her clit while increasing the pressure on her sphincter. She was nearly orgasmic, her body pumping on his hand. In seconds she was careening over the edge, sliding mirthfully into a long, powerful orgasm. By the time her body finally settled from its wracking spasms, the wide center of the anal plug had breached its last obstacle and the rest followed.


  Brutally impaled, a new sense of sexuality invaded Samantha’s body, something centering deeper than her clitoris or even her vagina. Everything in her was connected and beating powerfully, even though her climax had died away.


  “You say never, Miss Brinkman, that only inspires me.”


  She couldn’t believe he was right, but facts were clear.


  “Peter, I don’t know how long…” she started to speak in fear.


  “You’ll get used to it, the worst is over. We’ll strap it in, be sure it stays. It might be awkward now, but I assure you, you’ll come to love the invasion and miss it when it’s gone. Besides, it will remind you of me.”


  “Of you?”


  He stroked her sore ass affectionately, seeming to be in no hurry to put her upright. Let her insides relax, let her take her time. This was not a treatment, but a way of life, and the first step towards his own ends.


  “You’ll know soon enough why I demand so much of you. Let’s just say, you have a man to match the plug that’s in you now. If I ever hope to take you in the ass, you need to be prepared.”


  Her body quake amplified as her imagination drew the appropriate picture of his erection. How awesome! How scary! She wasn’t sure if she should be happy or cry for mercy.


  It came as no surprise that Peter had the necessary gear to make sure the anal plug stayed place. A leather belt around her waist held a strap that went between her legs in front and bisected her anal cheeks, buckling into the belt in back at whatever degree Peter thought best. He pulled it tight to start. Standing now, the plug seemed to work its way even deeper into her channel.


  “We’ll keep it short today. I imagine in an hour or two…”


  “A hour or two!” she blurted out unhappily. She could feel her body already wanting to eject the piece.


  “Yes, an hour or two,” he admonished her with a lethal scowl. “Or three if I so desire, Miss Brinkman. You’re being trained for my pleasure now, a payback for getting the spankings that you want so much. Or do you renege on your own vows?”


  Yes, she’d hastily promised him sex when she first suggested the arrangement, and she had little problem with that. It would only make things better if he fucked her—but this—a widening dildo in her ass was not what she expected. And if Peter Daugherty’s cock was as wide and long as the current invader in her ass, the experience of fucking him might not be what she hoped for. Surely, he was exaggerating his endowment.


  “No, I won’t renege on my promise. It’s just that…” she could hardly move. And without even taking a step, she was sure that every one would be painful. “Do I have to wear this in me so long?”


  “Yes,” he stated flatly, and he stood up. “It’s the only way to ensure that your muscles will be properly stretched.”


  “Won’t this screw up the natural … um… functions?”


  “It might delay the inevitable. But then, I have a solution for that, too.” He reached out to her, his hands on her bottom. Her skirt had already been discarded so she was dressed only in a small blue sweater, her white thigh-high stockings and the white harness that held the anal plug in place. “And now, as long as you’ll be staying here a while, why don’t you go dust the library. I think it could use a good cleaning. Cherise will have all the necessary rags.”


  He motioned to the door and left Samantha a little dazed by the instruction, but she obeyed regardless. It was impossible to argue with the man, his mind was a steel trap when it came to verbal sparring and she knew she’d never win—and still have what she needed from Peter Daugherty.


  With bottom red, bruised and sore, ass opened wide, her body exposed for all these indignities, Samantha followed Peter to his downstairs study and began the job he’d just assigned her. Two, three hours? How would she last? She could tell that it would be a long evening in Peter’s palace of perversion.


  


  ***


  


  Samantha endured the disgrace of her spanked, impaled and exposed behind for almost two hours that evening while she dutifully dusted Peter’s large library of books. It could have been an interesting intellectual exercise, but her mind was set adrift on the new experience in her body, and not the volumes that she methodically wiped down with the soft rag.


  Sensations of bliss to discomfort mixed inside her in an awful sometimes awesome brew, often moving through her in tremendous waves before they retreated. Every second of her strange misery was filled with the belief, even hope, that Peter would be using her sexually when he finally removed the plug. If he was priming her for the first real sexual penetration in her ass, he’d done a fine job. She was as ready as she’d ever be, even if the man was as large as he said he was.


  Samantha was surprised, however, to have Peter finally release her without the expected ending, sending her to the bathroom to remove the plug and clean up, wanting no more from her that night. He must be a master of self-restraint, she mused to herself as she made her way out the door. She’d thought this before, but never more now, when he sent her home with her body empty and still technically an anal virgin.


  


  Two days later a package from Peter arrived at her apartment. Inside a note and a small drawstring fabric bag.


  Wear the beads in your ass after you’ve cleaned yourself in the morning—every morning until I tell you otherwise. Watch yourself in a mirror as you poke each one inside, remembering me with each firm shove. Until later. Peter


  Inside the bag were five golf-ball sized beads connected to each other with a string. The arousal of her last two days had not died. There were marks remaining on her ass from her last session with the paddle, striations where the edge of the leather had cut rather harshly into her soft flesh. Just looking at the marks in the mirror aroused her. What would inserting the beads do for her sexual stimulation?


  Since her day in the library, since the impalement, she’d been unable to turn off her anal arousal. She lived with it every hour, her anus sore, but still ready to be worked again, to be opened, widened, fucked and abused. Her mind swam with the thoughts. And now, these beads?


  Samantha made the act her pleasure, scooted her bedroom chair in front of the full-length bathroom mirror and slouched down in the chair letting her ass rest on the edge. She lubed the first bead with mineral oil and pressed it to her sphincter, pushing on it firmly, forcefully against the tight rosebud, working it in a circular motion until the bud finally gave way and opened. A little more force, the bead disappeared inside. The beads that followed were more easily inserted, though she made a ceremony of each one, relishing the feelings that resulted as her ass advanced from empty to jam-packed. Could she fit the last of the five inside? She was doubtful but she would try. Following the same ceremony, she greased the smooth ball and ran it in a gentle circle around her anus, fighting her natural need to expel the others, and soon pressed the thing with as much force as she dared. It slipped beyond the opening. The new one, the last one, knocked against the others, but they were all inside, with the little string that connected them dangling from her rectum, the only sign that she’d been made an anal slut.


  Samantha’s little secret played with her mind and body all day long. She sat at her desk at work, her bare ass on the seat of her chair, wiggling often against the fabric, her insides feeling bloated and strange—but strangely pleasant. She worried that she’d suddenly cramp and the beads would be forced out, but that didn’t happen. By lunch that day, they seemed as much a part of her as her toes and ears and arms.


  At one o’clock just as she was returning to her desk, the phone rang.


  “And how’s my girl today?” she heard Peter’s distinct voice.


  “Fine, sir?”


  “You have my present with you?”


  “Hidden away,” she answered with a smile.


  “Good. You have permission to remove the beads, but only as you’re orgasming.”


  “But I can’t do that now! I have to work.”


  “That’s your problem, Miss Brinkman. I’m sure you can figure out a way to relieve yourself when it becomes necessary. But you’d better follow my rules, or you’ll get a taste of the cane next time I see you, and my hands are just itching for you to misbehave. If you’re not careful, I’ll do it right there in your office.”


  “You wouldn’t?”


  “Oh, yes, I would. The cane is a silent demon, strikes with only the slightest whirring noise that can hardly be heard ten feet away. Would you care to test my theory?”


  “No, sir!” she hastily answered.


  “Then you’ll do as I say. Don’t forget, you wear the beads everyday, until I tell you otherwise.”


  Unnerved, Samantha shook from deep within as the conversation ended and Peter hung up the phone. Her body was already in revolt. Since eight o’clock her little visitors had been stirring her insides crazy and were beginning to become a pest—a stimulation pest, but still a pest. She tried ignoring them but that was impossible. The ache they caused only grew more profound the longer she denied their effect.


  How difficult would it be to come at work, she wondered, looking around at her private office. With her secretary busy in the outer room, and the associates on assignment she might have just the time she needed.


  “Linda,” she peeked outside addressing the young woman at the receptionist’s desk. “I’m really sleepy. Give me a few minutes, maybe fifteen, for a little nap. Hold my calls.”


  Linda smiled and Samantha closed and locked the door.


  


  Ah, such pleasure was almost frightening. She sat in her easy chair, a towel under her ass, fingering her slit, while her other hand gently tugged the end of the string that connected the big round beads. Fifteen minutes wasn’t necessary. The fat things were almost anxious to get out, but she made them wait, made her body wait, made her clit reply—and so it did with a resounding, Yes! that vibrated her from her newly plumbed depths to the surface of her skin. Climaxing in a strong, crunching spasm, she groaned under her breath, while each bead seemed to explode from her body and send another wave of passionate sensation rolling through her.


  Finished with the randy episode, she scooped up the beads inside the towel, and went to the lavatory to freshen up.


  


  The scene repeated with some small alterations each day that week. Some days she changed positions, other days she couldn’t wait until afternoon, and had to climax and expel her beads by eleven a.m.. Her last day, Friday, she was especially effective holding back the surging energy of the small invaders. It was almost five o’clock when the pressure finally called her to act.


  The office was deserted. The associates had long since departed and she’d released her staff early, the pleasant afternoon was too good to miss. Samantha was even thinking of going home herself and enjoying her ritual in the relaxing privacy of her apartment, but suddenly, almost without warning, her belly started to cramp uncomfortably.


  Alone, it would only take a few seconds—not the extended playtime she planned, but it would have to do.


  She didn’t lock her door, she didn’t even close it. No one was coming back inside, not at this hour.


  Resting in her easy chair, her back was to door so she could look out to the woodsy setting beyond her windows—one of her favorite things about her office. Her fingers flew fast over the sex swollen folds of her labia, two driving deeply into her vagina, and pumping like a cock. She bore down, squeezing hard, and began to tug the string.


  “So, this is where you’ve been doing the job!” A man’s deep voice made her jump. She screamed and popped up from her chair, turned around, and then slumped back into the seat with her knees, making sure to hide any evidence of her intimate game.


  “Peter!”


  “I thought I’d drop by and see where you work.”


  “You should have called. I was about to leave.”


  “But not before you took care of your little task.”


  “Well…” She blushed. The hot red flush crept up her neck and face until her cheeks were pounding hot.


  “Please, go on.”


  “Here?”


  “Wasn’t that what you were doing, masturbating? I’m surprised that you didn’t take any precautions to hide your masturbation, but since you’re so bold with yourself, I think you can perform the task for me.”


  “Everyone’s left for the day.”


  “But then, you didn’t lock the front door.”


  “Yes, that would have been a good idea.”


  “But now, I get a chance to see the show. Please resume what you were doing.”


  “I-I, I don’t think I can.” The shock had knocked out all her sexual feelings, including the incessant pressure to expel the beads.


  “Yes, I think you can. Turn around, Miss Brinkman, raise your skirt and continue, unless of course you want me to spank you, too.”


  Samantha hesitated a moment too long. Long enough to rile the man, bring him to her side and push her forward over the chair back. He raised her skirt himself and whacked her bottom until it was as blushingly hot as her face. Then he whacked her again, making her whole insides throb. By then, she was relaxing and the pressure in her ass was returning strong.


  “Peter, please, I can’t hold it longer!” she informed him.


  “No!” He spanked her more, then pushed her further over the cushiony back of the easy chair, where he could reach underneath and play with her pussy. A few fondling strokes, and she was at a peak again. With a tug of the beads from Peter, the first popped and then the second. Her entire body then exploded in an embarrassing, thrashing, groaning display of orgasmic release.


  Depleted of every bit of physical strength, she was like a rag doll in Peter’s hands. He turned her about on the top of the chair, so that he had her ass at the perfect height. Her rear channel was already open, already worked, and not yet closing in on the space where the anal beads had spent their day. Quickly unzipping, Peter had his erection ready. It was a good thing that she didn’t see it. But without any truly frightening preliminaries, the huge member thrust its way inside with little problem. It fit quite like the anal plug, but even bigger and more consistently large. She held her breath in fear, but that was unnecessary. For a first anal fucking, she took it hard, brusque and forceful, with every stroke building another orgasmic surge to a wild crescendo, until they both came with a few deep grunts and a sigh of relief afterwards.


  “Ahem!” Peter managed to gasp as he withdrew.


  Samantha hung over the back of the chair for several more seconds, until she slid to the floor. By then, Peter was out of the lavatory, pants zipped, hair combed, a smile on his face.


  “Just one more matter to take care of and you’ll be a fully trained spanking slut, Miss Brinkman.”


  The polite Peter Daugherty had never used such a word like slut in her presence, let alone applied to her. She was stunned, but much too tired to ask what he was talking about.


  As he was about to leave, he stopped at the door. “Maybe next time you’ll be careful to lock your door—or maybe not.” There was a curious twinkle in his eyes. “Tomorrow night, Miss Brinkman,” he added, “seven o’clock.” He had the graciousness to close the door after him should anyone else unexpectedly enter the building.


  



  

  Chapter Nine


  


  Samantha expected a party that night. For the twenty hours after the session in her office with Peter, her intuition took her mind into a tailspin, looking at all the horrendous possibilities that might present themselves at this next scheduled session. It was certain that she’d have an audience, or at least other men spanking her—even using her ass. Maybe there’d be more than one, a dozen, or a dozen witnesses. The permutations of her fantasy were endless and frightening, twisted and depraved—especially by the light of day. Her viewpoint always changed when she was in the middle of her sessions. Anything that gave her pleasure, or peace, was divine, a heaven sent miracle. Sometimes after the fact, she would shake her head in disbelief that she’d allowed herself to be taken so far, but she wasn’t one to spend time worrying or in regret. Neither state was particularly productive.


  She showed up at Peter’s house at seven on the dot, finding to her surprise, a very empty house—just Peter and his maid. Had she been wrong? What had her premonitions been telling her?


  Once Peter led her into his sitting room, he made her sit on a short stool that was both awkward and uncomfortable, not to mention a little embarrassing, since she could hardly pose ladylike on such a low seat. “I’ve arranged a small gathering this evening. You might even recognize some of the men and women who I’ve invited.”


  Was this good news? She wasn’t sure.


  “You’ve been primed for the activity—the ultimate position of surrender, the ultimate act in the spanking fantasy that every good submissive learns to enjoy—if not enjoy, endure. Your recent success with anal sex makes this the perfect time for this new initiation.


  Samantha had no idea what the man was talking about, but she would certainly find out soon.


  “I’ll get you ready first, then my guests will be arriving and I’ll need to greet them. Up!”


  Ordered to stand, Samantha awkwardly rose to her feet and followed the man into the back of the house to a room she’d never been in before. The walls were surprisingly white, and the floor tiled in a pattern of black and white check. There were several white enamel cabinets on two walls and in the center was what Samantha assumed to be a spanking bench. There was a padded place for her knees, and a foot or two above that, a padded board where she could rest her torso comfortably.


  “Naked, Miss Brinkman, please.”


  With a small shudder and a simple hesitant smile, she began to remove her sweater and then her skirt, her bra and the thigh-high stockings that hugged her legs.


  “No, please, leave those on,” Peter suddenly interrupted, as she about to slide a stocking down her thigh. “I like the look of the lace against your skin.”


  She blushed, then stepped up to the spanking bench, climbed on and draped her body over the soft cushion, holding on to the rods that were conveniently placed on either side. Before she could catch her breath and relax, she let her mind spin as she tried to figure out what would happen next, Peter was gone and she was left alone in the room. Even the maid had retreated elsewhere.


  Samantha spent several minutes, maybe as long as a half hour in the silent, tomblike atmosphere of the pure white room. While she was in the position to be spanked, she expected a whole lot more.


  When the door finally opened again, she closed her eyes. Even before her audience arrived, she’d decided it would be better if she didn’t look at their faces. Male. Female. It didn’t matter who they were, the thought of being stark naked and vulnerable in front of a company of witnesses was truly the most mortifying thing she could imagine. Why she agreed to this, she couldn’t say, except that Peter Daugherty had taken over her life, absconded with her sense of reason and good decorum and replaced it with thoughts of gross debaucheries and carnal, sexual satisfaction. Not to mention that she’d do most anything to have her ass smartly spanked.


  “Oh my, what a fine round butt she has!” a female voice rang out.


  Samantha shuddered and clenched her eyes tight shut.


  Smack! A flat palm struck her ass. “Open up those legs,” the voice belonging to the hand ordered her with a disdainful tone.


  She promptly answered him, but he wasn’t satisfied. “Wider!” he barked. She struggled to obey, though she wondered why she should follow orders from a man she did not know. “Yes, stretch that sorry ass of yours, Miss Brinkman,” her tormentor finally voiced his approval. “Keep it wide, or you’re in for a whole lot more pain than is necessary.”


  At least two people began to spank her ass, one on either side, the pair alternating smacks, which meant that every second another stinging blow landed on her behind. When they stopped and backed away, she felt Peter’s familiar hands running up and down the cleft of her ass, prodding a little here and there, finally inserting two fingers in her ass, and wiggling inside. Removing them, another pair of hands took over, these covered with latex gloves that felt a little creepy against her skin. Another quake of energy let loose. When the gloved fingers moved into her rectum, she gasped aloud at the incessant and demanding way they forcefully took charge. Two, three, then four fingers demanded entrance whether she wanted them or not.


  “You’re up to this, Miss Brinkman,” she heard Peter’s stern voice prompt her when she was tempted to cringe.


  The intrusion was oddly worse than the damned butt plug she’d resisted so long. But she’d try for Peter, for his stake in her success, his pride.


  To her it didn’t matter if she succeeded or failed. But for Peter she was his showpiece, his trinket, his creation. She’d endure for him, struggle for him… relax if she could for him. The only answer to a resistant brat would be punishment for failure. By the looks of the threatening punishment, she’d rather let the man’s whole fist inside her ass.


  Thankfully, she wasn’t required to take the entire four fingers and thumb. Just when she was sure he’d give her one last finishing thrust, the hand slipped out and an intrusion of a different sort replaced it. Like a plug, but not a plug. Like a dildo, but not quite like a dildo. This was cold and metal, sending its frigid temperature far beyond the rod itself.


  “You’re going to feel liquid moving in your belly, Miss Brinkman, a full two quarts of soapy water will be released through this nozzle. Though it might sound contradictory, I know it’s not; you need to relax but hold the waters in. They may fight you for a while, but eventually, they’ll settle.”


  The warm bath was already flooding the insides of her channel and burrowing deeply into her bowels. Unlike any dildo, or even Peter’s cock, the feeling of fullness just kept expanding, as if she were a limitless vessel.


  Under her breath, she whispered, little, ‘nos’, feeling certain that she could take no more when her belly began to cramp, and her muscles squeezing involuntarily demanded that she let go.


  “Relax,” Peter stroked her back.


  Like hell! How could she relax with this commotion? “Stop, please!” she pleaded in a soft whisper.


  “I said they’d fight you. But that will stop. There’s only a little more left to go.”


  The little more was a stretch of infinity that ticked a good three minutes off the clock. In that time, the cramps eased briefly, and then started again, to the point she was sure she’d suddenly explode. Just short of that, the waters stopped, and the metal rod was removed, replaced with a small plug that fit quite nicely into the empty place.


  “Mr. Cameron, would you do the honors?”


  Mr. Cameron! Honors for what! Samantha almost lost it as the truth about her audience suddenly became clear. She opened her eyes for the first time, seeing in her limited line of sight, two women and one man. But no Joel. He must be on the other side of her.


  “If you don’t mind, Peter, I’d rather watch.”


  “As you wish,” she heard her master speak, though she couldn’t tell if he handed off the duties to someone else, or did the deed himself. One spanking hand was as good as the next under these conditions, and especially when that hand was wielding a solid paddle of thick rawhide. Samantha recognized the tool. She’d withstood its bite before, but never with the kind of competition she was forced to endure now. A dozen smacks, the waters were stirring dangerously, threatening with each new strike. Over and over, the agonizing reign forced her to hang on, to scour her being for the kind of fortitude she needed, knowing that this would be a long ordeal.


  Her ass was hot! Her words were pleading! But no one cared. No one listened. The room was held enthralled by the picture of this lady’s fine ass being tormented, her being challenged in this devilish game of corporal discipline and punishment. All that counted now was how far they could take her before she reached her limit. The pauses hardly mattered. The brief respites were only punctuated by nasty comments about how much she needed more discipline, more punishment. Accusations were leveled at her, nonsense things that made no sense, but which only made the humiliation more profound. Even Peter was admonished for having a wussy brat, who’d never know how to honestly submit.


  As much as Samantha prayed for the agony to end, the end became as miserable as the spanking itself. A hand at her ass pressed on the anal plug, thrusting it like a cock inside the channel, not only raising doubts that she’d be able to hold the flood of waters, but suggesting in the midst of this horrible play, she was actually aroused and at the edge of climax.


  “Why, I think the little brat’s about to come!” she heard one woman remark.


  “It wouldn’t surprise me at all.” That was Joel.


  Joel. Joel looking on, seeing every lewd thing that she’d become, that had been started on his watch, when she was his to use… what did he think of her now?


  Samantha’s orgasm was almost too much to take, and thankfully, Peter cleared the room as she was coming down from the sexual high. Pulling her off the bench, he led her to a private alcove and toilet, where the fierce, pressing waters could be expelled.


  


  Peter ended the episode respectfully, without more humiliation—any further confrontation with his guests. She should have been relieved, happy to be spared more embarrassing comments or salacious glances. Truthfully, she would have been relieved if there had been anyone else but Joel Cameron in the room. Until this night, he had managed to be no more than a passing era in her life who would eventually drift into some easily forgotten memory bank in the place where her spanking fetish was born. But now, he’d become like a wild beast unleashed. His memory was potent, complete with the different aspects of his face—the looks of consternation, disapproval, anger even mirth—that occasionally casual, flippant, charming air of amusement. A hunger in her burned hot the second she laid her eyes on him again. Why did he have to be there, complicating what should have been a simple, if not a little indecent, but certainly well-ordered life?


  


  ***


  


  Samantha’s sessions with Peter continued. The usual ritual was getting spanked and ass fucked, then every three or four times, he’d preface the session with an enema. At least every other session, there was another man to fondle, spank and take her in the ass as well. Never Joel. Always some safe stranger she’d never meet again.


  A month or two of consistent spanking/anal therapy, she should have been cured of any demons, any anger, and certainly of Joel Cameron. It seemed she had the life she wanted—and the life that Peter wanted. While she should have been content, Samantha was not. It took some weeks for her disquiet to emerge, and even longer for Samantha to recognize the rumbling unrest for what it was.


  She was at a fundraiser—her Daddy’s cause, and one she’d supported, part of the family trust that even she couldn’t ignore forever. With her new career firmly established, she took the chance that her appearance for a favorite philanthropic charity would not open old wounds or begin any new ones. The gala event at a downtown hotel was going well. She was gracious, smiling, beautiful and in her element surfing the crowd and collecting pledges from wealthy donors.


  “Well, Sam, you do look great tonight.” She stopped hearing the familiar voice, not sure whether she was happy or not to feel Joel’s eyes focused on her backside.


  She turned around and stared him down, trying to decide what she felt, if anything. So far, there was no significant flutter in her body to indicate any leftover feelings for the man.


  “Thank you,” she gushed pleasantly. “You look pretty good yourself.”


  “I don’t wear black-tie often, but I do it right when I do,” he snickered.


  “I’ll agree with that. And you’re daddy’s favorite boy, I hear.”


  “Boy?”


  She wasn’t trying to be deliberately offensive, the term just slipped out.


  “Actually, I’m leaving Brinkman Inc. at the end of the month.”


  “Really, why?”


  “My purpose there really ended six months ago when you left. I helped the sales department transition from one sales manager to the next, now it’s time to move on. That’s what I do best.”


  “What, spank and run?” She hoped she could pull the joke off right, but Joel didn’t respond quite as she hoped. If anything, he became serious and a little less friendly.


  “You like the way things turned out? I mean with Peter?”


  “Yes, I suppose so. We have an unusual relationship, that’s true, but for now it works.”


  “Humph. I’m surprised.”


  “Why surprised?”


  He shrugged. “I always took you for a more romantic than practical woman. I would have thought the emotional attachment would be as important as the physical.”


  “That sounds like a put-down.”


  “It wasn’t meant to be, Sam. But I know Peter. I know how far he’ll go.”


  “And how exactly do you know how far he’ll go?” Her voice was on the rise, her feelings flustered. She refused to evaluate the quality of her relationship with Peter. It was about spanking. It was sexual and it was intense. That was all that mattered for the time.


  “I’ve been his friend for fifteen years…that should say enough. But then, maybe I’m wrong. Maybe he will want a woman to befriend, to warm that cool, collected exterior. Maybe it’s you.”


  No, that’s not what Peter wanted from her. She already knew that. She didn’t need any more hours, more perfunctory spanking, ass-fucking sessions, more brisk discussions with the man to make her conclusions. And yes, that was exactly what had been bothering her since the first enema session, and increasingly tormented her every time they were together since.


  “You know what, Joel? I have to get going. Daddy has a hundred more guests I need to talk with and if I don’t, it’s back on his black list.”


  He smiled—a good way to leave the uneasy conversation.


  


  ***


  


  Late that night, Samantha was in the hotel bar downing her third nightcap. There were still too many donors upstairs for her to leave. But she was tired of looking pretty, collected and pleasant. The guy next to her was nice enough, a fellow she barely new, but he was cute, sexy and on the make. It had been some time since she wanted anyone but Peter, but somehow Joel Cameron blew her cover earlier that night. Besides, who was there to care? What would it hurt to have a man in her bed for a change—one who stayed there until morning… who didn’t slip away as soon as he’d shot his dick off in her ass… one with no extra agendas, just plain old-fashioned sex. No spanks, no anal entry, just cock meets cunt?


  “You need a ride?” she heard that voice again and turned to see Joel looming over her like a mother hen.


  “No, I’m fine. Dale here,” she pressed her hand on her companion’s arm, speaking a little drunkenly, “it is Dale?”


  “Yeah, I’m Dale,” he flashed a shameless grin.


  “See. Dale here is going to see me home.”


  “You’re sure?” the worried Joel asked.


  “Of course I’m sure, honey. Our night’s still young. Although yours looks like it’s over.”


  Joel might have looked a little haggard, but certainly not as much as Samantha did. Still, he was on the way out, while she was still seducing her innocent victim.


  


  


  


  Falling all over each other in the hallway, Dale and Samantha kissed their way across the threshold of Sam’s apartment.


  “Humm, yummm,” she purred to him. What sexy eyes, and a cute nose!


  He had his hands on her ass, kneading it roughly, though far less roughly than she was used to. His kisses were sweet, but hardly penetrating, and his body, while firm and muscled didn’t have quite the drive she expected. Ah, it was just one night!


  They were on their way to the bedroom, clothes falling away the closer they got. She had to give Dale points, he knew where to find her bed without having to ask. Must have been internal radar. Certainly he’d done the late night stumbling dance before.


  Hummm. A bell was ringing… a hand pounding the door…then the door was open, she heard it creak. Had she forgotten the deadbolt?


  Dale was down to his pants, while her dress was off, leaving her naked except for her garter belt and stockings—a pretty lewd sight for anyone, seeing Samantha’s luscious body draped sexily over the guy’s firm muscles.


  “Samantha, don’t you think you’d better say goodbye to your friend?” Joel was there, asking the question. Who invited him?


  “How did you get in here?”


  “You didn’t lock the door.”


  “You always barge into people’s apartments?” She was getting sober by the second and hating every minute of the reality check.


  “Just making sure that everyone knows the score.”


  “What score?” she leaned on Dale as she felt Joel’s threatening, judgmental eyes bore right into her.


  Joel turned his attention to the bewildered man at her side, “You understand that your girlfriend likes sex a little kinky. She’s only happy when you spank her ass—though you might be careful, she might want to spank yours in return.”


  “What are you saying, man?” he pulled out of Samantha’s grasp.


  “She’s kinky, a full-blown pervert.


  “You ass, why are you telling him this?”


  “Because I want him out of here,” he bellowed.


  “You have no business walking in on me! You fucking bastard.” She was on the man with both barrels, fully sober and ready to attack, while the confused Dale was searching for his shirt and shoes. “Get out of here!” she yelled at Joel. But the only one leaving was Dale. He was gone before she knew it, had left slipping through the cracks between what looked like two sparring lovers.


  “How could you!”


  “It was just an assignment,” Joel answered flatly.


  “An assignment?”


  “Yes, your daddy’s doing, but one I’ve thoroughly enjoyed,” his eyes had that dangerous, devilish look about them.


  “Daddy told you to follow me?”


  “In a manner of speaking, but then, I was curious for myself.”


  “Why do you care who I sleep with?”


  “Because I’d rather it be me, Miss Brinkman.”


  She stood stock-still in shock.


  The angry tension in the room seemed to evaporate with that remark and neither spoke for several minutes.


  Joel finally sighed to break the tension, “So, now that we’ve averted one catastrophe for the night, I’ll be going. Lock the door behind you, Sam, and don’t open it until you leave for work in the morning. Good night.”


  “What! You’re leaving now!”


  She’d hardly gotten the words out before he was out the door, leaving her with no one and a lonely bed.


  


  ***


  


  Joel was in his briefs and a faded green tee shirt, reading the morning paper, sipping a steaming cup of coffee.


  The knock on the door was loud enough to wake the dead.


  “Sam?” He squinted his eyes, peering through the sliver of space between door and doorjamb.


  “We have to talk.”


  “It’s eight o’clock Saturday morning!”


  “You’re up, aren’t you?”


  “Yeah, because you woke me.”


  “That’s a lie. I smell coffee.”


  “I don’t care what you smell, you should have called first.”


  “Like you should have called last night.”


  He took a deep breath of morning air, finding the fragrance of Samantha’s perfume giving him one of those pleasant flashbacks he’d just as soon forget.


  “All right, come in.” He opened the door. “But don’t say anything about the mess or me, I’m not going to dress for you.”


  She followed him inside the simple bachelor pad, a one room wonder that looked out on the cityscape to the west—the sunsets would be spectacular. There was a long breakfast bar on one side of the open kitchen, stools to sit on, a small table, one wall brick, another paneled in dark wood, carvings on a pedestal in the corner, and a pull-out bed, open and in disarray. The odor of a sleeping man hit her nostrils hard—it seemed like years since she’d shared a man’s bed—the right way. Peter would never count.


  “I don’t know who should apologize for last night,” she began, “but I didn’t want us to get ugly.”


  “No hard feelings here. You want some coffee?”


  Could he be more handsome half dressed than fully clothed, she wondered? Her eyes were glued to his body features, the muscles, the chest, his hairy legs, his crotch, which was still a mystery after all the intimate time together. She thought of him as a former lover, but there’d been no love and no real sex.


  “Sure, just a half a cup.”


  He ambled toward the kitchen, snagged a mug from the wall rack and poured it two-thirds full. “Cream and sugar?”


  “No, I take it black.” Certainly, he knew that.


  “I imagine there’s more to your visit than a simple apology?” he was headed back to his chair and newspaper, while Samantha followed him and sat down on his leather sofa. The leather felt like butter on her ass—she’d not forgotten to raise her skirt, the move was second nature now.


  Joel noticed but said nothing.


  Her eyes perused this side of the room, liking what she saw, but got stuck when she fixated on a table in the corner where a hairbrush, a spanking paddle and a short, black leather tawse were lying in plain view.


  She turned back to Joel with a noticeable jerk. “I guess, in some really weird sort of way, I miss you, Joel. I didn’t realize it until last night. Even if you were rude, overbearing—and foolish for getting conned into another of daddy’s assignments…”


  “Whoa, baby. It’s too early for me to talk about anything this important.”


  “Please, Joel. You started it last night by being there, by showing up at my apartment, by saying you wanted to be sleeping in my bed.”


  “I’d probably had too much to drink.”


  “You mean that?”


  “Listen, I don’t step in another man’s territory.”


  “Who’s territory?”


  “Peter’s. He’s my friend.”


  “I don’t belong to Peter.”


  “As far as I’m concerned you do.”


  “But I don’t!”


  Joel looked at her strangely. “Why are you doing this? Why are you here?” He was totally baffled and showing it.


  “You said you wanted to sleep with me. Those weren’t the words, but that was the message. You said it, you must have meant it.”


  “Can’t a person say what they don’t mean?”


  “I don’t believe you. Because, because… I’m feeling the same thing.”


  He looked a little startled.


  “Besides,” she started again, “you should have spanked me last night.”


  “Is that what this is really about? You wanted me to punishment you?”


  “I was surprised you didn’t.”


  “Why not just confess to Peter? I’m sure he’d give you everything you deserve and then some.”


  “But you were there.”


  He scrutinized her carefully. “Listen, Sam, if you’re looking for a spanking to assuage your guilt, it’s not going to happen, unless you get it from Peter. You’re his and I’m not about to step into his territory.”


  “I can be with whomever I like!”


  “You may think so, but there’s a matter of protocol between men like Peter and me that neither of us will breach. You want to talk to me about spanking, you break off with Peter first.”


  “And if I broke off with Peter, you would…”


  “Take over what he does?”


  “Yes, take over.”


  “No. I don’t work the way he does. I don’t live the way he does, and I don’t want to.”


  “Well then what do you want?”


  He thought a second, his expression sincerely thoughtful.


  “I want a woman who knows her own way, who likes me without apologies, and gives me total control of her. I like the surrender… I like plump, round bottoms, the sting of my hand against the flesh, the sound of the crack as my palm hits the skin, and the feeling of power that comes from that. I like the hot red blush, the tears, the struggle, the fight, but I like surrender even more. I want the wet snatch that follows a good spanking planted with my cock, the right to play with a woman as I see fit, and the freedom to take her in the ass anytime I chose. That’s what I want.”


  Samantha was breathless, speechless after hearing the sexy shocking list. She stared his way, not sure what to say until she finally blurted out the only thing that mattered, “Do you want me?”


  He shook his head in wonder. “I honestly don’t know, Sam. But I’m not even putting you in the picture as long as your ass belongs to Peter Daugherty.”


  



  

  Chapter Ten


  


  Samantha’s next meeting with Peter was the following afternoon. There had been a particularly thrilling tingle in her body the entire day, thinking of that meeting. Either she’d been given the answer she needed as to which man was most capable of giving her what she wanted—and that man was Peter—or the thought of breaking off the arrangement with her master was a thrill all its own, giving her body and the fantasy new life. Regardless, something powerful was propelling her forward this day.


  The sensuous feeling of excitement seemed to amplify sevenfold on her way to Peter’s house. Yes, it had to be Peter she wanted, and the recent meeting with Joel had only made that more clear.


  “In the white room, Samantha,” the curt, perfectly mannered Mr. Daugherty said on answering his front door.


  Dutiful as always, she obeyed the order, though it had been weeks since she’d felt as aroused as she did now. Her tummy fluttered, her ass felt warm before any touch at all, and her insides ached for the extremes the white room meant.


  She was a little surprised to find that there’d be no one else involved in the session—but that was exactly as it should be. She wanted Peter now, just Peter, no one else to get in the way of the emotion making this particular session so important. Alone with him, her heart was skipping beats, behaving like a schoolgirl heart, awash with silly notions of romance that had never been part of their agreement. Why would she expect them now?


  Her face was aglow, as Peter, towering from above, moved forward with the scene. “Remove your clothes for me,” he started.


  This was not a particularly unusual request. She’d been with him naked several times, but this time he seemed more attentive, more focused on her as she disrobed. Was this real, or was she just imagining the fact?


  Her crotch warmed, and her pussy started to spasm happily in expectation. Thoughts of Joel were a million miles away. The party, the nasty scene in her apartment and the civil, even emotional one in his apartment the following day, were like a dream—distant, surreal and not believable. But Peter. Peter was real, substantive, giving to her with a grave face the kind of attitude of authority that made her whole being come to life. Why had she forgotten this fact, got side-tracked by the other man? This was what she wanted, wasn’t it?


  Her clothes removed, she was humble and vulnerable before his gaze. His cold eyes were inscrutable. Did she measure up? Was she right enough for him? Would he someday forget the ritual and take her sexually this way, without all the other preliminaries—and would she be glad about that? Ah, probably not. She couldn’t wait to feel the thundering power of his brutal force, the pain-wrapped moments of relinquishing herself to him. She was waiting, ready, sure that his next order would set the act of her ultimate surrender in motion.


  “Tell me how you’ve failed me, Miss Brinkman.”


  She stepped back, warily, surprised by the unexpected request.


  “Failed you, sir? Why, I haven’t failed you.”


  “No?”


  “No, I can’t recall.” Her mind was in a daze.


  “Humph, that is a surprise.” He seemed so sure of himself.


  “A surprise, how?”


  “That Joel Cameron would be telling me falsehoods.”


  “Joel? Joel told you what?”


  “How you seem to be faltering, that you were ready to break things off with me.”


  “I never told him that!”


  “Did you not get drunk four nights ago at your father’s party, take a man to bed, only to have Mr. Cameron interrupt you? Then go to his apartment and interrogate the man the next day?”


  “Oh, Sir. There was a lot more to it than that. And I’m really disappointed that Joel said anything. I considered the matter private.”


  “There are no private matters for you, Miss Brinkman. You tell me everything. If that was not clear before, let’s make it clear now.”


  “But sir, it was completely unexpected. He was at the party, questioning me about you. Then he followed me into the bar—on an assignment from daddy to watch me—I found out later. Then, because he didn’t like what I was doing, he followed me home, threw out the man I was with…”


  “You were about to go to bed with a man…”


  “Which has never been forbidden by you,” she rushed in to add.


  “And you were on Joel’s doorstep at eight the next morning.”


  “I wanted to know what he wanted from me. I found his behavior toward me strange the night before and I needed an explanation.”


  “Did you get your explanation?”


  “No. Not exactly. But I came here today more committed than ever to being with you. My excitement soared when I got your message. I haven’t felt anything so sweet in a long time…”


  “That’s very nice, Miss Brinkman. But there are other matters to take care of before we get to your dreamy emotions. Your behavior at the party and afterwards was reprehensible. Perhaps you broke no rules, but you broke the spirit of our agreement.” He smiled, but it wasn’t a clean, pure smile, instead something oddly grotesque. “Although, quite frankly, I find your missteps most appealing… exactly what I’ve been hoping for.”


  “Hoping for?”


  “Yes. It makes the scene real.” She’d never seen him look this way, or heard his voice quite so unnerving. “We all know you’re a testy brat, but for me, you’ve been the marvel of decorum. It may be exactly what I should expect when I train a woman well, but it does get boring. Every now and then I like a spark of rebellion, and this one is inspiring. You’ll get the real punishment today, Miss Brinkman. I hope you enjoy it as much as I’ll enjoy administering it. On the bench and spread your legs. Wide!”


  Her whole body cringed, her being tensed. Her hands went cold and her head began to throb, though she obeyed the order nonetheless.


  Lying over the bench, she could feel the enema coming before she heard him draw the water in the sink. Her ass twitched and a chill raced up her spine. She heard his feet behind her, their distinctive shuffle on the tile floor. Then his fingers were on her ass prying her cheeks wide and the head of the enema nozzle was thrust up her ass. When Peter released the holding valve, the water shot into her bowels like a jet. Unlike her other experiences in the same position, the liquid was cool. Instantly, her belly began to cramp. Then deep within the channel heated. He’d spike the mixture with oils designed to burn!


  “Peter, I can’t!” she roared as she clutched the sides of the bench, sure that her body would erupt with fire.


  He slapped her ass hard. “This is punishment, Miss Brinkman. You’ll hold on. I’ll make sure of that.”


  The water didn’t stop until the entire enema bag was empty and nearly three quarts of liquid had been forced inside. As usual, a holding plug replaced the nozzle. Any protest would be useless.


  Punishment was not pleasure, was not designed to bring a sexual climax. It started with a swath of spices smeared along her anal crack and pubis, then continued with Peter birching her ass with a bundle of freshly cut sapling branches that had been dipped in brine. The instantaneous horror made every blow, every second torture. When she thrashed frantically because she couldn’t stop herself, Peter only increased the intensity of the nasty cuts.


  “No, no, no, pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeese!” she cried aloud.


  Her skin was beginning to bruise and cut, and the damage only made the punishment more painful, the sting of the brine more difficult to endure.


  “No, no more!” she tried pulling herself off the bench, but Peter moved in a flash to hold her down.


  “I can tolerate a lot of things, but not a woman’s infidelity!”


  There was no infidelity! she wanted to scream, but the words were stuck in her throat, and then lost within the staggering pain.


  “You belong to me, that was made perfectly clear to you at the outset. I consider any communication with another man to be a violation of our agreement and an act of betrayal. You have betrayed me, Miss Brinkman. But you won’t betray me again!” The hurt in his voice was genuine—and at any other time, she might have let it move her to some genuine remorse. But such ideas were wasted while bearing such excruciating torment.


  Peter ended session more civilly, standing to her side with his cane in hand and delivering a dozen cuts across her mottled ass. These were less abusive, and spaced seconds apart so that she could absorb the searing pain of one before the next sliced the air and her behind. Once all twelve cuts raised welts on her ass, Peter came to her with his fingers gloved in latex and began manipulating her clit.


  To her mortification, a hot, vigorous climax careened through her body almost the second he touched her in the sensitive place. Then her body betrayed her without warning, although the only element of pleasure in the act was the letting go afterwards, and the feeling of relief.


  “Get to the stool and relieve yourself, Miss Brinkman. I’ll be waiting in the library, where you’ll come to me naked.”


  It was a humbling, but private finish. Allowed to dispel the angry waters in her belly, she breathed a sigh of relief knowing that her punishment was over. In truth, her ass was so sore, she might not sit for a week. That could be a blessing, a reminder for whatever it was worth that this incident took place.


  


  Once she finished in the lavatory, Samantha dressed in her street clothes, primped her hair and wiped away her smudged eye make-up. Then making her way to the library she confronted Peter.


  “I told you naked, Miss Brinkman!” Peter barked at her indignantly. “I would think…”


  “I know, sir,” she immediately interrupted him.


  “You have an explanation, or did you want another punishment?”


  “No, I don’t want another punishment… and I’m sorry, Peter. I’m not sure I want this arrangement anymore. And if I’m not sure, it’s not fair to you or me.”


  The man was cool, even tempered, not so bizarre as he’d been before he punished her. But he was, regardless, as blunt as she expected him to be. “If you walk out of this house right now, it’s over, Miss Brinkman,” he told her coldly.


  “I understand,” she nodded. She tried to smile but couldn’t. “I guess that’s the way it will have to be.” Certainly there was something more to say, some nicety she could add in honor of six months together. But her mind was a total blank… the fantasy had crumbled before her eyes and there was no way to stoop low enough to pick it up again.


  



  

  Chapter Eleven


  


  Samantha Brinkman would have dusted her feet of fantasy and preferred to live on the solid ground of real, unadorned sexuality. It was even a nice thought that she dwelt on for several weeks after she left Peter. She dated two men she met through work, the kind with a latter-day hippie sense of style, and easygoing dispositions, far far from the judgmental ones required to perpetrate the spanking drama that stirred her soul.


  Of course she missed getting her ass reddened, the authority of a man, the silly childishness of the entire spanking mindset. She missed it most when she was near her father—and maybe that was the point. Perhaps the whole thing stemmed from her unfulfilled relationship with daddy. Certainly, some psychologist could make that claim. But while neither Joel nor Peter had been apt substitutes for Jud Brinkman, she didn’t want to return to that enmeshed father/daughter conflict. She was better off now, on her own…dusting her feet of the impossible fantasy and moving on to something more mature.


  Twice she tried calling Joel just because she had a thing or two to say to him about breaches in confidence. But he hadn’t been home and she was too chicken to leave a message. A month after leaving Peter, she’d given up on him, without having given him a chance at all. Better that way, she concluded. Anyone who danced on her daddy’s strings so easily couldn’t be the man she needed. She left her spanking life as resolved as it could be, and determined to find another way to sexual and emotional peace. At least that’s what she hoped…


  


  Transformed again, Samantha was reasonably happy. She settled into her apartment, painted the kitchen blue, and bought a brand new sofa, to celebrate her new chocolate Labrador puppy, Charlemagne. Her favorite times were walking Charlemagne in the city park, enjoying the trees, the ground at her feet, and the feeling of freedom that came from being single and on her own. The scars and wounds of the past had nearly healed, and her memories of spanking were just that, fond memories, but nothing that drove her. The contentment might have lasted if she hadn’t been sideswiped by a jogging Joel Cameron one summer morning.


  Joel stopped realizing who he’d just about run over. “Hey, I’m sorry, Sam.” He was bending over, out of breath.


  “You should be. A few months from now Charlemagne will be protecting my virtue.”


  “You have virtue to protect!”


  “I think so.” She was feeling a little giddy and light-headed as they began to walk side by side. All the crimes and failings of the past didn’t seem to matter anymore. “You doing okay in the new job?”


  “New job? I haven’t got one.”


  “Oh, I thought by now you would, or are you still working for daddy?”


  “Thank heavens I’m not. I’m on vacation for a while, but I’ll probably have something new rounded up by the end of the month. Might even be moving to California.”


  “No, you can’t!”


  “Can’t why?”


  “Because…” she couldn’t say what she felt. “Because… I don’t know, you’re home is here, isn’t it?”


  “It’s where I want it to be, Sam. I don’t have any ties to anywhere in particular.”


  “What if you met someone you really liked, would you stay then?”


  “Sure.” He started jogging again, backwards, talking out of breath.


  They’d wandered into the woods on the open path, where the heat of the summer sun had given way to the cool shade.


  “You mind my asking… why did you tell Peter about the man in bar and my visiting you?”


  “I wanted him to punish you,” he answered without having to decide what to say.


  “He had been punishing me.”


  “Punishing you? Really?”


  “Well never like he did that day. But why did you want that, unless you wanted to punish me.”


  “I wanted you to know the man I knew. I figured maybe he’d lead you right back to me.” He laughed. “Guess it didn’t work.”


  Samantha was flustered. She stopped walking, letting the confused Charlemagne wrap his leash around her legs, sniffing the ground.


  Joel continued a few more feet and stopped too.


  “So, you wanted me to hate what he did and come back to you?”


  “I thought it was a good idea, but it looks as though it just backfired. You left him and your spanking life, while I still have no one to abuse. It’s not what I hoped for, but my luck will change”


  There it was again—that familiar tingle; the maddening electricity that could rip through her body in seconds and turn her on in a flash was doing its damnedest to spoil an innocent meeting.


  “Charlemagne, stop that!” she twisted free of the leash and followed the puppy who followed his nose deeper into the deserted woods. Joel was at her side again.


  “Tell me, how do you know my father? How did you two cook up the scheme for punishing me?”


  “He found me an in Internet chat room—a spanking chat room.”


  “You’re kidding?”


  “No. We started to correspond about a variety of things—which are not your business to know. He asked, I think just in passing, because he was so frustrated with you, if I’d ever really spanked a woman. I told him the truth—which was yes, of course I had and loved it. Time went on… I sent him my picture, my resume, which I’m sure he thoroughly researched. He had a private detective follow me for days. And when he finally decided that I wasn’t a pervert, moron or gold-digger, that I might even be a useful sales executive, he hired me.”


  “So, that’s what you do, take on jobs spanking women?”


  “Only when the woman is beautiful, a brat and deserves it.” He quipped playfully.


  She did her best to hold back the blush on her face, and pretend she was indignant. “And how many times has that been?”


  “Just once as a job—with you.”


  “How do I know that?”


  “Why not ask your father. I’m sure he has a fat dozier on me you could read.” He started jogging again, in place, flashing her a big, wide grin and took off into the woods. Poor Charlemagne was ready to run right after him, but Samantha couldn’t take a step.


  


  ***


  


  It took five minutes of continuous door pounding to get the man out of bed. Saturday morning, seven o’clock, he rolled over after looking at the clock and willed the intruder away. No such luck. The door rattled the whole apartment and whoever it was on the other side wouldn’t stop. “Go away!” he called, but even he knew the sound was drowned away.


  Stumbling out of bed, Joel headed for the door, opening it just a crack as he had the week before.


  “What the hell are you doing here!” he opened it wider seeing Samantha Brinkman standing there.


  “I thought we might go for a jog—just the two of us,” she added when he looked around for the playful Charlemagne. “I left him at home.”


  He was still in a daze. “You’ve got to be kidding.”


  “Kidding, no. I thought you might be interested.”


  “The only thing I’m interested in now is getting some sleep.”


  “I could make you breakfast,” she tried pushing her way inside, and he was too stunned to stop her. “You know this is a great apartment,” she said looking around. “A little small, but I’ll bet it’s cozy in the winter.”


  “You mind telling me what this is about?”


  “Just being friends.”


  “Friends?” He stood with his hand scratching his hair. “How about we try ‘friends’ tomorrow, or maybe this afternoon?”


  “But I’m ready now.” She cocked her head sweetly, plastered her face with an impish grin and waited. When he didn’t reply, she waltzed about the room, picking up knickknacks and putting them down, working her way—which didn’t take long—into the corner of the room where the table and the spanking tools were still quite visible. Picking up the hairbrush, she ran her fingers along the cool, smooth back.


  “Is that what you want, Samantha?”


  She pursed her lips and rolled her eyes, but didn’t answer.


  “Maybe you do deserve it, but it’s Saturday morning and I want to sleep.”


  “But you couldn’t possibly sleep now, could you, now that you’re wide awake?”


  “You really are a sassy brat.”


  “I am?”


  “Yeah, you are.” He wasn’t really stupid, but he had been taken off guard. With the truth staring him in the face, he only had a few possible moves.


  “I’ve never had a hairbrush, you know.”


  “No? I suppose that could be rectified.”


  “Really.”


  “You’re not only a brat, you’re a wily, cunning, shrewd, churlish one.”


  “Churlish, I am not!”


  “Oh, we both know better than that, Miss Brinkman.” He moved closer to her. “Let’s just park your ass over my lap and see who’s right about your churlishness.”


  Her eyes were ablaze, while every nerve in her body quivered happily.


  Joel was on her with a few deft, practiced moves that pulled her off her feet, and over his lap, right there on his fold-down bed. He yanked her running shorts to her knees, finding a bare behind ready and waiting. Then, clutching the handle of the hairbrush in his right hand, he held Samantha Brinkman firmly around the waist and begin whacking her rear end. The exhilarating feel of having this beauty in his power again surged through him with an electric charge so fine he never want to stop. Of course, he finally would. But not until she’d suffered a little, and enough to ensure that she would get off hotly afterwards. He’d been hoping for this moment ever since she quit her job. But he’d about given up—then given up again when his plan to subvert Peter Daugherty pushed her way.


  Now in the middle of his fantasy, he enjoyed every minute with her rosy bottom, the bouncing orbs, the jiggling, dancing flesh displayed before his eyes as the hairbrush connected with her cheeks. When she started to cry, he backed off just long enough to deliver his first warning. “I may not have Peter’s talent for creative abuse, but you can be certain that what you get from me you’ve earned and want. It won’t be easy and sometimes it won’t be fun. But you will get everything else your bratty little heart desires!”


  He spanked her thighs, knowing the sting would make her shriek and so it did. Then he returned to the center of her ass that was beginning to mark with a red rash from the repetitive smacks.


  Samantha was exhausted and almost into rebellion when Joel finally stopped. But when he laid his hand on her ass, she sighed with relief. Swaying lewdly under his palm, and parting her legs to give him the hint, she invited him.


  “You think I’m going to play with your crotch, just because I used to?”


  “Oh, I wish you would.”


  “Sorry, brat, things have changed.”


  “Oh, please,” she was pleading now.


  He fueled her fires, but only with the massage on her ass and a few artful skirmishes with the wanting center of her sex. He touched her lightly, refusing to dive right in.


  “Just once more, please, I promise I won’t ask again…


  “Right. That’s a promise you’ll break in a minute, slut.”


  Joel ripped her shorts from her legs, stood up and dragged her with him to the top of the bed, where they went down together, and most importantly, his hard erection found its way home, nestling deep inside her cunt and pounding her hard.


  “My, God, yessssssssssss!” She was feeling rapturous, her entire body quaking with the climax that bounded through her system and left her depleted, even as Joel was finishing off inside her. “Oh, more,” she murmured on. They might be at this all day. They might not ever get out of bed. And it was certain that Samantha Brinkman had not had her last spanking for the day. Wake him up at seven o’clock from a sound sleep? The punishable offense was just the ticket to heaven she’d been waiting for. She had the right man now, the one she’d wanted from the start, and even if she couldn’t sit down for a week by the time he was finished with her, she was glad she’d found her match.


  “I want a woman who knows her own way, who likes me without apologies, and gives me total control of her. I like the surrender… I like plump, round bottoms, the sting of my hand against the flesh, the sound of the crack as my palm hits the skin, and the feeling of power that comes from that. I like the hot red blush, the tears, the struggle, the fight, but I like surrender even more. I want the wet snatch that follows a good spanking planted with my cock, the right to play with a woman as I see fit, and the freedom to take her in the ass anytime I chose. That’s what I want.”


  That’s exactly what Joel Cameron was going to get.


  


  

  Lucia Over Baron’s Knee


  


  Lucia stood at the door, listening.


  Greta and Baron were on the other side, Greta getting spanked. She’d be over the man’s knee, skirt up, panties down, her broad ass as red as a beet by now. It wasn’t the first time, nor would it be the last. Justified or not, she’d be there until Baron decided it was time to stop—he was just that sort of man. And boy, was she squalling like a kid! Truth was, she probably deserved it. At least Baron would think so.


  Nevertheless, however, this unforeseen complication didn’t make Lucia’s predicament any easier. She needed to get to the other side of the living room without being noticed, open the bedroom door, snatch her Comparative Literature book from the desk, and escape the scene. Unnoticed.


  Cracking the door simultaneous to the sound of Baron’s hand hitting Greta’s ass, no one was the wiser. Staring inside…


  Ah! She breathed a sigh of relief. Baron had his back to her, Greta on his lap in a chair facing the windows looking out. With Greta otherwise preoccupied making a glorious racket, neither one would know Lucia was crawling across the floor. Dropping to her hands and knees, she began her tentative journey across the living room, behind the couch, around the table, over the Oriental rug. She stopped as the rug slipped on the hardwood floor. The spanking went on behind her, Baron adding a few nasty remarks between the sound of his slapping Greta’s flesh.


  “You sass me again, it’ll be the belt,” he warned.


  “Ouch! I’m sorry,” Greta replied.


  Standard stuff, Lucia thought. They should have a long way to go, but she still didn’t have much time. Baron was too unpredictable. He was a brawny fellow, nearly six feet four who towered over the diminutive Lucia—and Greta. He might be considered handsome—in fact when they weren’t fighting she found him dreamy—with big blue eyes, a smile that went on for centuries, and a very manly tan. But with his brown hair trimmed short and the determined set of his square jaw, he always looked straightforward, clean-cut and a bit forbidding when those blue eyes narrowed into a threatening stare.


  Lucia, at just five feet three seemed at odds paired with him. But she had just as much steel in her veins as Thomas Baron. With her luscious black hair floating about her face in beautiful curls, she was pretty as a picture. She had tiny features: a pert mouth, flawless olive skin, and coal black eyes that were a match for Baron’s any day. They could woo, cajole, amuse and turn lethally dark if provoked. Hopefully, that wouldn’t be necessary, because she really didn’t need a match with Baron cluttering her already chaotic day. Just a few more feet she’d be home free.


  Taking it slowly across the slippery rug she was at the door to her bedroom, and one little turn of the knob was all she needed. Reaching to the knob she waited for one good bellowing howl from Greta to complete her maneuver. Staring toward the struggling woman and her conquering master, she held her breath. Yet, just as she was about to make her move—her heart beating so loudly she was sure Baron could hear it above the noise—the spanking abruptly stopped.


  “Ah! Lucia, how nice of you to join us!”


  She froze.


  “If fact, why don’t you join us?”


  “Oh, I think not,” she said, scampering to her feet.


  “Oh, I think you can,” Baron roared. She froze again.


  Common sense told her it was silly to attempt an escape, but fear drove her anyway.


  “Ah! Hon, I really can’t stay,” she announced. Quickly darting into the room and grabbing her bag of books, she scrambled toward the front door, counting on Baron not being fast enough to capture her. She’d be down the stairs and out the door before he could make it to the hallway.


  She figured wrong. Suddenly feeling Baron’s firm hand on her arm, she tugged once, discovering that there was no where to go.


  “When I suggest you join me, I don’t expect you to defy me.” He dragged her back into the room.


  “Greta go stand in the corner,” he barked at the shivering young blond who stood half-naked by the windows waiting for her next instruction. Tears were still running down her pink cheeks in front, and her bottom still burned pink behind. She shriveled, humiliated at the command but followed the instruction without a word. Retreating to the far side of the room between the windows and the bookcase, she pointed her nose in the corner, standing with her ass facing Baron and Lucia.


  That was exactly the difference between Greta and Lucia. One submitted with hardly a protest, while the other fought her discipline tooth and nail.


  “I guess it’s your turn,” Baron said, as he pulled the resisting Lucia with him to the chair he’d just vacated.


  “And why would that be?” she answered him as sweetly as she could.


  “You think I didn’t find out about the other night?”


  “What other night?”


  “Don’t do it, Lucia. You know exactly what I mean.”


  “And what is that, exactly?” she asked, batting her big black eyes at the grim looking man.


  “It means I know you were driving the Ford Wednesday after midnight, that you stopped at a few bars with Greta, that the two of you didn’t come home until dawn, and you were late for class.


  “But I didn’t drink,” she jumped right to her defense.


  “That’s comforting, trust me. And probably why I’m not using a cane on your collective behinds. But promises are promises, and you’re breaking them right and left. It’s going to end and it’s going to end now. Right here, over my lap.”


  As he talked, Baron was getting back in position. Sitting squarely in the chair, he flung his twenty-one year old girlfriend over his lap and tugged her short, gray flannel skirt up her hips to her waist. What a pretty sight it was, her ass encased in pale pink cotton. The thigh-high panties cut across her smooth cheeks, the shadow of her ass crack darkening the fabric down the center. This would be a sight to savor if he weren’t so damned mad. Giving the waistband a sharp tug, he slipped the pink fabric over her ass cheeks leaving a naked target for his hand.


  While Baron prepared himself, Lucia breathed deeply, trying to figure ways to wrest herself from the humbling position. Unfortunately, there were none. Baron had her locked tight to his middle with a steely hand around her waist. She wasn’t going anywhere and she knew it. This was the last thing she needed.


  Lucia hated this. She hated the fights that started these wars, and she hated warring. But it just seemed in her nature to be at war with the man she thought she loved—though at times like this she couldn’t be sure it was love. She wanted to spit in his face and throw him out—though it would be pretty impossible to throw Baron out of his own apartment. Better still, in one dramatic gesture, she could pack her bags and leave! Wouldn’t that be a thrill, leave the bastard to impose his nasty will on someone else. If she left, Greta would leave too. It would serve him right. His sister and his best girl leaving him to stew in his antiquated sense of justice. Spanking! It was absurd. Dictatorial asses were infuriating! Submitting to a man was ridiculous. Why did she ever get hooked up with this miserable ass! Each angry thought in Lucia’s mind only made her madder in those quick seconds before the spanking began.


  Once it started, however, every plot, scheme and rancorous thought vanished instantly. The sting of Baron’s hand stripped her brain of anything but the sensation of pain, and her desire to get away.


  Baron started hard and he ended hard. There was no build-up, no gradual crescendo then tapering off, just one firm, steady, smack after smack after smack spanking, until Lucia’s rear glowed like the blush of a deep pink rose. She had a small, but beautifully rounded derriere—great inside her short skirts. Over his lap now, there were two globes of flesh, throbbing hotly the more his hand struck the surface.


  “I am not going to have you tell me bald-faced lies, Lucia. You hear me?” he declared over the sound of his hand hitting her skin.


  “Yes, yes, ouch! That hurts!” she howled back.


  “You have lied to me for the last time.”


  “I’m sorry!”


  “You’re going to be more than sorry,” he shot back. His hand moved from one cheek to the other. At times straying to the top of her thighs.


  “Ouch, goddammit! That stings!” she roared.


  “And keep your nasty comments to yourself,” Baron declared. Just once he changed his methodical pace, upping the strength of the smacks and her agony.


  “I’m sorry!” she said more quietly, trying to be conciliatory.


  “I don’t know what gets into you,” he said.


  There were dozens of things she wanted to blurt out—nasty, evil things like how miserable this felt; and damn it, if he didn’t stop she’d haul off and slug him; or why the hell did they have to have this kind of relationship away? But then it would do no good, she’d be late to class regardless—which always pissed him off—and in the end, he’d never believe her anyway. Truth was, she didn’t believe her own spiteful comments. They were said in the middle of these raucous wars when the pain in her ass was almost too much for her to bear, and usually just before her hot ass started to arouse her.


  This time, however, there wasn’t much to call wonderful about the spanking—just blistering, long and hard. She thought it never would end. Wasn’t his hand beginning to ache?


  “Ouch, please, Baron, I really am sorry. Can’t we talk about this, pleeeeese!” her plea was passionate, it had to get through. But still, Baron’s hot hand came down on her jiggling behind.


  “There!” he finally announced. All of a sudden it was over, and she was on her feet. No sweet massage. No playful fingering. No slowing down. No erotic plans at all. One minute biting pain, the next her hot ass cooling in the breeze from the open window. Oh, my! she thought as she felt the draft of air. I wonder how many people heard this? She winced.


  She looked down at Baron, her face screwed up bashfully.


  “You’re ashamed of yourself, aren’t you?” he said.


  “Well, yes.” She twisted like naughty kid.


  “I’m glad to hear it,” he replied. “I have lots more to say, but I assume you’re late for class?”


  She glanced at the wall clock. “I will be in about two minutes.” Her class was on the far side of campus a good ten minutes away, if she rode her bike like the wind and there was no one in her way.


  “Then go, we’ll figure out the rest of your punishment when you get home.”


  The rest of her punishment, she didn’t even want to think about that!


  His expression couldn’t have been more grim, his determination more fixed. She’d really screwed up this time and wouldn’t be wresting herself out of this mess easily. Funny, though, how Baron’s steadfast expression was enlivening her spirit. Unfortunately, she didn’t have time to think about any of that. She was off, out of the apartment, book bag in hand and on her way to class.


  


  Lucia sat on the cold hard seat at her desk, feeling her warm behind. She smiled to herself—the secret of her amusement would remain a secret. She was sure no one around could guess what had just happened. My, he was hard on her! As hard as if he’d used a paddle—and she was surprised he hadn’t, considering how much his hand was likely stinging after it was over. But that was just like Baron. To make his point, he often used just his hand. It was personal, intimate, intended to go straight to her heart, grab her there and shake her up until she listened. She listened for a day or two, even a week. And, maybe, this time she’d behave for an entire month. But, oh! How she ached for some fun outside the lines, beyond the rules.


  As Lucia felt her bottom tingle, half-listening to the sound of the professor talk about Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, the tingle turned erotic and so did her thoughts. She smiled again, thinking of Baron in bed. Hummm, soon. She was daydreaming happily.


  


  Unfortunately, when Lucia arrived home after class, Baron had other ideas about how they would spend the evening. She completely forgot that he had something else in mind to finish her punishment. But stepping into the apartment, she knew right away that she’d better watch out. She caught a glance at a sulking Greta moving from the kitchen to her bedroom, her friend’s face wary and tense.


  “Better be careful,” she warned in a whisper, her eyes as wide as saucers. She nodded toward the living room as if to suggest that Baron was there and not very happy.


  “What’s wrong?” she mouthed.


  Before Greta could reply, however, they heard the man’s big voice boom. “Get in here, both of you.”


  “Ooo,” she trembled silently. Perhaps her erotic plans would have to wait.


  The two tittered for a minute in the hallway, then heard him again. “If you intend to waste my time stalling, you’re making a mistake.” There was no mistaking the firmness in his voice.


  Seconds later, Lucia and Greta were front and center before the man, staring at his grim face. His cold blue eyes snapped angrily and both girls trembled.


  “Something wrong?” Lucia ventured innocently, while Greta elbowed her to be quiet. “I thought everything was settled when I left?”


  “Settled? You think that little spanking I gave you two hours ago settled what’s wrong here?”


  “I didn’t think it was so little,” she answered trying to be sweet, though she was just a little pissed off when she expected sex, not more confrontation.


  “Truth is, maybe things were settled for about ten minutes after you left. But then, I opened the phone bill to find $200.00 in charges to your cousin, and $50.00 to only God knows who. And let me see,” he turned to Greta, “you have six parking tickets in little less than a week that total over $150.00 in fines. This whole place is going to hell in a hand basket—going through money like it was water. What happened last week? I leave for a few days on business and neither one of you can conduct yourselves as mature women. You’d think you’re still teenagers. You know something?” He paused while the two stared at him blankly waiting for him to announce the sentence for their crimes. Neither answered. “I think it’s time I tightened the reigns around here.” His eyes narrowed in that ominous way they do when he was very pissed.


  “Sounds like a reign of terror,” Lucia shot out—rather unintentionally, but then, she was prone to opening her mouth when it was better left closed.


  Baron’s eyes focused on her. “And a smart mouth just about pisses me off more than anything.”


  “I’m sorry. That really didn’t come out the way it was meant,” she tried to take back her words.


  “I imagine it didn’t,” he answered sarcastically. “Regardless, I’m getting the cane.”


  As though they would jump right out of their sockets the two pairs of eyes shot open in horror.


  “Oh, please, Baron,” Lucia was already squirming, her bottom beginning to ache without him even touching it. “After the spanking we already had?”


  “Oh? Can you still feel it?”


  “Feel it?”


  “Yeah. Feel it. Rub your behind and tell me if it still hurts?”


  “Rub it?”


  “Yes, that’s exactly what I said.”


  Ah, this could be humiliating. But following his instruction she reached behind her, running her hand along her bottom overtop her skirt. “Well, I can tell you spanked me, if that’s what you want to know.”


  “That’s not what I asked. Does it still hurt?”


  “Well, I don’t know.”


  “Is it still warm?”


  “I suppose not.”


  “Didn’t think so,” he concluded. “Then I think I’d better make a better impression on you.” Not only was he pissed, he was mocking her with a nasty sneer. He rose from his chair to retrieve the cane from the bedroom, leaving Lucia and Greta to stew for a time in the prickly silence.


  There was no room for argument. When Baron made up his mind, no one countered him. But there was just enough scorn in his voice to set the fractious Lucia on edge. Her blood began to boil, her face turned hot, and though there was a second fire brewing between her thighs, she wanted nothing more than to turn tail and run, or worse yet, defy the steaming Thomas Baron with all the scalding slurs that poured into her thoughts.


  “I think this is totally juvenile!” she announced the instant her boyfriend returned to the room. As critical as she sounded, one look at the cane in Baron’s hand, she almost wilted from fright and expectation. She despised that sleek bamboo, and especially the confrontations that led to its use. At the same time, she ignored the desire leaping through her pissed off body. This was going to be one hell of a scene.


  He’d warned her about her temper. The last time it came spewing out, she’d not only taken the cane, he’d prefaced it by paddling her ass until she thought it was cooked, it was so unbelievably hot.


  To her surprise, however, Baron was completely calm. His anger seemed to have passed, leaving in its place nothing but determination. This was hard to get beyond, hard to fight. Her anger was no match for his practiced cool.


  “You know, Lucia. This is very juvenile. But as ridiculous as it appears for two women to get their asses caned, it seems to be the only thing that gets through to you two. I can trust that, for at least for a few weeks, you’ll behave yourselves. You’ll think before you act. You’ll remember that you’re not twelve years old, but twenty-one. And there will be a little peace and sanity around here—and some respect for who’s footing the bill. That is, of course, if you’re planning to stay after this is over.”


  She couldn’t count the times that she tried to flee at moments like this one. For one foolish instant she thought herself beyond the domineering Baron. She thought she just might survive without him. But that thought was never enough to get her out the door. She’d slapped his face, spit, kicked and hollered a few times when he captured her trying to escape, and rattled off so much profanity even she began to wonder what was coming from her mouth. But follow through on any one of her threats? Unfortunately, Baron knew her secrets, and there was no way she could run away from him or the truth.


  “You want to take this calmly because you know you deserve it? Or do you want to fight me, Lucia? It’s really your choice. I can go either way.”


  “Ohhhh, you are infuriating,” she seethed. But… she held back.


  He smiled smugly, knowing he’d won.


  While the two main players in this little scene came to their uneasy compromise, the more subdued and penitent Greta stood with tears in her eyes.


  “Over the back of the sofa both of you, hands on the seat and don’t move them.”


  Together? At the same time? This was a first.


  But despite this new twist to a familiar scene, Greta meekly and Lucia still fuming, followed the order, draping themselves over the back of the tufted brown brocade, feeling the top of it cushion them at the crook of their thighs. They rested their hands on the couch seat in front of them and waited for the that brisk draft of air to follow as Baron raised their skirts.


  He strutted behind them for some seconds before baring their bottoms. One would think he liked the look of what he saw. But then, as though he was on a mission of some momentousness consequence he took to the task. With the hem of Greta’s wool plaid jumper raised to her waist, he exposed her plump behind covered in pastel yellow panties.


  “Take them down,” he ordered, referring to her underwear, and Greta reached around, lowering them over her hips. The broad expanse of flesh she displayed was as smooth as milk-white cream. At times like this, Baron could only hope that his sister would find a man that would take over this task. Her submissive heart would always answer to a call for firm discipline—like it was a soul-felt need.


  Not like Lucia at all. Lucia’s battles with discipline were necessarily fiery and contemptuous. And yet, she was as in need of these measures as his compliant sister.


  Baron moved to his girlfriend’s bottom, tugging at the gray flannel for a second time that day. Once baring her ass, he swiped at her panties, letting them fall silently to her ankles.


  Two resplendent female posteriors faced him. Two in need of discipline. Two lusty young women following the call of nature as though they were truly meant for this ritual. And yet, his feelings for them were completely different. With Greta it was duty. With Lucia love and battle. Someday his duty to Greta would be over, but it seemed that battle with Lucia would never end. He wondered if he wanted it that way? Was he perpetrating their lifestyle as much as she seemed to? What if he withdrew from this kind of scene? Refused to be drawn into punishing her? Expected her to behave like a normal woman of twenty-one, and when she didn’t—which would eventually happen—handle their relationship as other people did? Would they be happier? Would they even be able to remain together? He was sure they wouldn’t last a month. They’d lived together for nearly two years in an unsteady peace. But there was love, and fun—more than he’d ever had with any woman—and great sex, terrific sex. At times, his girlfriend was the most thoughtful and affectionate woman on the planet. Her dreams were vast, her talents watchable—adroit, skilled, intelligent, witty, with enough charm to woo thousands to her schemes. Every time a scene like this unfolded he wondered if their relationship could survive it. And yet, it seemed as though it was one of the few things that really held them together. She needed it and, apparently, so did he.


  Lucia’s compact ass gleamed—not as fair as Greta’s, nor as large, but it was quite resilient. Despite the way she protested, it took punishment well.


  Stepping back from the two behinds, he decided to begin with his sister, move on to Lucia, move back to Greta and finish with his girlfriend. He’d have them both in tears before he was done. He could be certain that Greta would be the first; Lucia would only follow after he’d caned some of the sass from her stubborn disposition.


  With a snap of his wrist, the first cut of the bamboo sliced the air and landed in the center of Greta’s pale cheeks.


  Thwack!


  She jumped, her big ass jiggling. “Ah, nooooooo!”


  He snapped off three more cuts, keeping them a few inches apart, managing to cover an eight inch path on the quaking derriere.


  “Yeeeeeeawwwww!” she was reduced to tears so quickly, he knew it was only a ploy to get him to stop, so he continued until there were eight streaks of red rising on her ass.


  Moving on to Lucia, Baron repeated the treatment attempting to be as evenhanded with his girlfriend, but he knew the strength behind the snap of the bamboo carried more weight, more determination and desire.


  Thwack!


  “Good lord, what the hell do you want from me?” she roared her first protest.


  “Some reasonable behavior!” he snapped.


  He laid on strikes even while she was trying to argue.


  “Ooo, I hate you Thomas Baron!” she shouted. “Ouch, that hurts!” She wiggled her way down the couch so he had to follow. And when she was in danger of completely avoiding his next strike, he stopped.


  “I’d planned just twelve today, Lucia, but since you’re being so obstinate, we’ll go for twenty.” There were already six bright lines rising on her firm behind.


  “Twenty!” she cried.


  “Get back in place!” he ordered.


  “And what if I don’t?”


  “I’m not sure you want me to answer that.”


  For a moment, she gathered herself. As the gears in her mind were working fast to make a choice—submit or bolt—the two waited breathlessly for her to decide.


  Pausing made her body heat do incredible things, made it jump about, turning erotic. No matter how many times she’d been through this miserable ritual the same result always occurred. The struggle with herself was fitful, even Greta could feel the war inside her best friend. But just as Lucia had seemed to do a hundred times, a piece of her could not get up and walk away. She wondered what would happen if she did, but it didn’t take much real thinking to know that the results would be disastrous.


  Wiggling her way back along the brocade surface of the couch, Lucia made herself ready for rest of her caning. Bearing down, her mind focused on her hands pressing firmly into the cushion before her. She could feel her anger falling away.


  Though she was ready, Baron made her wait. He turned his attention to his sister, giving her four more cuts. With each, the poor young woman whimpered, a plaintive, even mournful cry.


  The whistling cane sounded vicious. Any second, Baron would lay it on her without warning. So far, he’d not been that mean. But as each strike landed on the abundant ass beside hers, she could feel her own cheeks clench, her own mind prepare for pain, her insides clutching against the sting to follow. She felt the air beside her, a little biting wind as the cane cut it in two. And when Baron finally ended with his sister, for just a second before he moved on, she thought she could feel the warmth radiating from Greta’s punished cheeks. The young woman sobbed, but at least her punishment was over.


  Seconds later, Baron was on Lucia again.


  Thwack!


  Lucia’s mind screamed as a swathe of pain shot through her.


  “Ah, nooooo!” there was no thought of protests just a reflection of the pain. Her feet danced when he laid three briskly together, the last at the base of her ass, at the tender, not so padded flesh of her upper thighs. “Yeeeeeeawww!” She struggled but managed to stay in place. What was it that came over her in moments like this? She fought like the devil at the beginning when it wasn’t so painful. And in the end, at the very worst, she managed to hang on.


  This was a miserable caning. Not that any were a joy. But twenty? Twenty erratic strikes of pure agony that seemed to rip her body apart? Despite the fire and fight in her, she endured them to the end.


  When it was over, Baron stood back from his handiwork feeling satisfied.


  His saucy brats were subdued, Greta’s sobs abating, while Lucia still held hers back.


  “How about the two of you fix dinner?” he said, after one long moment of relieved silence. “And let’s forget the panties tonight and sit on your naked behinds. I don’t want either of you to forget this.” He paused, both young women expecting that he was finished and would simply walk away. But to their surprise, he had even more in mind. “For the next week, every morning, you’ll be here at eight o’clock before you go to class and I’ll refresh your memory of this moment with the kitchen spoon.”


  As the announcement hit the airwaves, the two women looked at him astounded. But they didn’t protest, and they didn’t move until Baron left the room and let them recover without his imperious eye. With Baron retreating to his study, they could finally sigh with relief—though neither one was particularly happy with his announcement.


  


  That night, after an embarrassing bare-assed dinner, Lucia and Baron made love—silently. The passion she’d stored all day came pouring out in a grand explosion and they were on each other like two storms colliding.


  They said little afterwards and fell asleep quickly.


  Lucia could take the caning in stride. She’d been through this before.


  The subsequent spankings, however, were not to her liking.


  The morning after her caning, she and Greta stood before a grim looking Baron, each going over the man’s lap. Greta first. Pants down, bare bottomed, her big behind took the spoon until both cheeks were covered and her skin was bright red. It was short but memorable.


  “There,” he said, when he was finished with his sister and she was on her feet again. “Let that be a reminder to you all day long, in case you need some encouragement to behave.”


  “Is this really necessary?” she asked.


  “As long as I say it is. I’m tired of the two of you running around with no thought to the consequences. Now, I think you’d better get going.”


  When it was Lucia’s turn, they were alone.


  “I suppose you’re going to be just as unhappy about this as Greta,” he acknowledged.


  “Oh! You know I am.”


  He smiled. “Well, next time, maybe you’ll think before you act. Let’s get it over with now.”


  Taking a deep breath, Lucia relented, finding herself once again over Baron’s lap. She’d made it hard on him to bare her behind, wearing pants, pantyhose and panties. Yet, each piece came down in turn, like peeling away the layers of an onion one at a time. When she was finally as he wanted her, he had her neat round buttocks to admire for a while. The sight of it was a feast for his eyes.


  “Oh, Baron, if you’re going to keep humiliating me like this, can’t we get it over with?”


  “Anxious are we?”


  “You know how much I hate it. I’m going to despise you after you’re finished with this week so much, I’ll probably leave you!”


  “You think your threats are going to change my mind,” he almost laughed.


  She fumed, and sighed, then grit her teeth, clenching her ass as she prepared for another painful go round.


  Though Baron promised he’d use the spoon, he started with his hand. Before he changed, he’d thoroughly warmed her ass, and then, just when it was so hot, she thought she couldn’t stand another smack, he stopped.


  It was a momentary relief, but it was only short-lived. With the spoon in hand Baron quickly retraced the steps he’d just taken, laying the large round wooden end all over her bottom.


  Smack!


  “Ouch, goddammit! That hurts!”


  There was no middle ground here, nothing erotic. It just plain stung like hell.


  “Baron, I’m sorry!” she spit out, when she was sane enough to speak.


  Smack!


  Despite all her miserable cries he just kept going, until her bottom was one vibrant color top to bottom.


  When he finally finished, Lucia was in tears, confused, and angry. And when Baron pushed her to her feet, she was so close to running away, she didn’t know what was holding her back.


  


  For three days, Lucia and Greta faced getting spanked each morning before class. Greta took it in stride. She wasn’t particularly happy about it, but, as usual, she endured the punishment, knowing that eventually it would end. Why she put up with her brother’s antiquated idea of justice, she wasn’t sure. But having no other place to live while she was in college, she didn’t think of changing the arrangement. Lucia, on the other hand, was not quite so compliant. Every morning, she scowled and snapped. And every morning when her spanking was done, she fussed and fumed until she was out of the apartment.


  “Is this ever going to end!” she snapped at him after her third spanking in a row.


  “Maybe?” he said with a smile on his face.


  “Well, I’m not going to put up with it forever! I’m behaving myself, and the least you could do is be a little encouraging. If you think this makes you love me more, well, you’re wrong! I’m done with it. Never, never again.” She wasn’t sure why she was saying these things, but she couldn’t help herself; it just all poured out.


  “You’re serious?” Baron asked.


  “Damn right, I am,” she said stamping her foot. She stared him in the eye giving him the most sincere expression she could. “I’m too old for this, and so is Greta. Maybe if you stopped treating us like children we might stop acting that way.” This was her best argument to date.


  “Well, then I suppose I’ll have to consider that.” He was actually looking quite thoughtful.


  Yet, his comment left her confused, and she wasn’t sure what was going on in her boyfriend’s mind.


  


  On the fourth morning, after Greta left, Lucia was surprised to find Baron eyeing her peeved face with a very different look. From his seat on the dining room chair, he stared up at her, his eyes strangely lit. Lucia shivered as she stared down at him.


  “I know how you hate this, Lucia,” he said. “And I know you hate me at times like these. I’m sorry this has to happen. But I can’t see any other way the two of us can get along. If you can come up with something else, I’d like to know what it is.” He sounded sad, a feeling that climbed right inside her puzzled heart. To confound her even more, Baron suddenly stood up. “Today, since you’re so dead set against the spankings, you come up with something else to curb your bad behavior. Until then, I’m suspending the punishment. Now, I’ve got to get to work.”


  The sudden turn of events left Lucia stunned. She should feel happy, but as she left for class, she had the strangest feeling, as though she’d lost something. The emptiness remained with her all day, and seemed to sit like a wedge between she and Baron all evening long. She didn’t like this, she didn’t like it at all. Baron was putting everything on her shoulders—not only didn’t she like it, she couldn’t believe it was happening. It wasn’t suppose to be like this between them. He was suppose to make the decisions—the really important ones. He was the one that kept her in line, that kept her from going over the edge. He put her back on the straight and narrow—well, sort of the straight and narrow. How could he do this to her? She stewed all evening long, wondering what she was suppose to do.


  That night she was too confused to even sleep. Pulling out of bed after Baron was asleep, she slipped out the living room window on to the fire escape, where she sat for a long time just thinking. Still, not getting anything straight, she climbed back inside, quietly threw on some clothes, and went out for a walk. It was nearly four a.m. and she’d catch hell from Baron if he knew, but she was too restless to do anything else.


  After her feet got tired of walking, she went into a diner on the corner just down the block from the apartment. There, she sipped a couple cups of coffee and ate a doughnut, until it was nearly 7:00. Then, she left for home.


  She could have gone back anytime before dawn, before Baron woke to find her gone. But she purposely waited until she knew he was up.


  Opening the door, it didn’t take but sixty seconds to have Baron’s response to her disappearance. He confronted her in the hallway, the expression of worry on his face was priceless.


  “Another stupid thing, huh?” she said, with the tiniest little smirk, referring to her absence.


  “Yeah, another stupid thing.” He was furious. “What the hell gives?”


  “I kinda thought you’d be pissed.”


  “You wanted me pissed?”


  “Yeah. I figure if you’re going to spank me, you might as well have a good reason.”


  He looked at her suspiciously.


  “I like the fireworks, Baron. And it’s just too calm and rational for me, all these early morning spankings. I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and realized that I don’t mind so much getting spanked, but I want the fireworks too. I missed that. This was just too much—too rational every morning. I figured the one way to really make you mad was do something I knew would piss you off.” Her unabashed smile broadened. “Truth is, honey, I’m incorrigible. I don’t think you’ll ever reform me. I’ll be doing stupid stuff for ever. But I’m also sure I can’t live without going over your knee.” Her sheepish expression was quite charming.


  “Well, that’s a lot to confess,” he said, appreciative of her efforts. No smirk, no mockery in his voice. “So then, you’re not going to balk at your spanking this morning? That’ll be special.”


  She backed off just a little. “You mean you’re still going to spank after all I just said?”


  “Oh! Lucia, I have more reason that ever!” he reminded her. He wasn’t so calm as he was charged by the lure of a good over-the-knee reprisal.


  Seeing his blue eyes glimmer, another confrontation was lighting Lucia’s fires once again. She could feel it coming, only a matter of minutes before she was over Baron’s knee, wailing and crying like she was in misery, soon finding that surge of excited energy flowing through her body once again.


  Yeah, she deserved this, and she was glad she did. Whatever was she thinking when she vowed she wanted it to end?


  


  

  His Worst Nightmare


  


  Marshall Brickhouse walked briskly into the courthouse, looking himself a bit like the formidable government building. Maybe it was all the years he’d spent inside its walls that produced his hardened appearance. Practicing law in this city, especially defending the increasingly reckless riff-raff, like this new client, turned his mood surly and discontented. This, for a man just forty-five, made him look a bit older than his years. His hair was heavily grayed, but not unpleasantly, as it enhanced his rugged face, the square jaw, bushy brows and moody brown eyes. When he did have occasion to smile, it brightened his face so some might call him handsome.


  Ten years before, Marshall divorced his wife of thirteen years, the two having very different opinions on many matters—especially sex, and he was tired of fighting with her. Sure, he wanted another woman, but he didn’t have time to pursue a relationship, and a good one would certainly take time. On the sexual front, he had a decent collection of erotic materials that pleased him, and occasionally he found a woman like himself, not interested in messy entanglements. They’d sleep together several nights, though with any hint of something more permanent, the relationship died. These women passed through his life hardly causing a ripple on the surface of his ordered and busy days. Of course, it didn’t help that he had a secret passion few women enjoyed the way he did. He simply lived his life assuming this passion would never be truly satisfied.


  Reaching the top of the courthouse steps, Marshall brusquely entered, finding, much to his surprise, his client, Sherilyn Ross, waiting for him. This was certainly a first; this sassy-assed, sassy mouthed woman was the worst affliction he’d had in some months. Of course she was very pretty, her curvaceous body always smartly dressed in some bold-colored outfit. Her red hair almost glowed, especially with the unkempt way she fixed it, as though she was a walking advertisement for recklessness. There was a dash of freckles across her nose and a pair of green eyes that sparkled happily. It took at lot to intimidate this woman, and that had been part of Marshall’s task. It was absolutely necessary that she appreciate the seriousness of the charges against her, but in spite of the lectures he gave the woman, nothing fazed her. He applauded spunk, but not when it was misplaced, and certainly not in front of dour faced judges who didn’t think much of her meandering excuses. Each offense was not that serious by itself, but taken together, she could face some unpleasant consequences. A glove box full of parking tickets, two speeding violations, a third for driving without a license and, what brought her to him, an arrest for drunken disorderly conduct and indecent exposure—that episode one of the wildest tales he’d ever listened to. Seems that when Sherilyn Ross gets inebriated, she turns into quite an exhibitionist. Apparently, on this occasion she was starting a table top strip tease at a local bar, creating such a ruckus that she had to be forcibly removed. It wasn’t the first time she was given a hasty boot from the bar for lewd behavior. This time, however, the bar owner filed a complaint.


  Her first trip before the judge she had one too many stiff drinks and proceeded to make some rather suggestive comments to the stern man behind the bench. He cited her for contempt of court and Sherilyn was lucky to get away with just a hefty fine. At the same time, Marshall was the recipient of a testy reprimand from the furious magistrate.


  “Get a hold of your client, Mr. Brickhouse, or I’ll fine you for contempt as well, and throw you both in jail for thirty days.”


  Marshall knew exactly how he’d like to handle the lusty woman—he’d take the naughty bitch over his knee and give her a long hard paddling, but that was not something that would likely happen, no matter how much she needed to be spanked. Deep down in Marshall’s heart, he believed that half the world’s troubles could be solved if bratty women were regularly spanked for their misdeeds. Everyone would be a lot happier.


  


  “Miss Ross,” Marshall greeted his client, coming close enough to sniff for liquor. Instead, he smelled some rosy sweet perfume that was quite lovely.


  “I’m not drunk, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she jumped right in answering the first thought on his mind.


  “It’s a good thing you’re not,” he retorted. “Now let’s go.”


  “I’m really sorry about that last time, I guess I had a little too much.”


  “A lot too much,” he droned, as the pair made their way down the corridor side by side. “You have a drinking problem, Miss Ross,” he said, as they reached Hanover Macomb’s courtroom. “After we get these legal matters handled, I suggest you get some counseling.”


  “You really think that’s what I need?” she asked innocently.


  “Among other things.”


  “And what are those other things?”


  “I don’t think you want to know,” Marshall mumbled so she could hardly hear his reply, and he ushered the woman inside.


  Marshall held his breath the entire hearing, waiting for his client to spout off something really outrageous and land them both in jail. But with just a few convoluted comments to the judge, Miss Ross managed to get through the proceedings without making more of a mess.


  “Miss Ross,” the judge addressed her in his final statement, “I’m putting you on a year’s probation, and ordering you into a treatment program. You’ll need to report on that within thirty days. I would suggest,” he continued on, taking off his glasses and leveling her with one fixed eye, “that you get a grip on your behavior, because if I see you in this courtroom again, you’re going to do jail time. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir,” she said with an all too provocative smile. “I should probably get that now, I’ve been so stupid, but I thank you kindly for not just tossing me in the slammer and throwing away the key. You know … ” She was about to run on, but Marshall poked her in the ribs and the judge interrupted her.


  “Miss Ross, you’ve said enough, unless you want me to change my mind.” The judge shook his head, exasperated. “Mr. Brickhouse, I believe I’m done with your client.” He rapped his gavel and moved on to his next case.


  Marshall breathed a sigh of relief, and taking Sherilyn by the arm, led her from the courtroom as fast as he could.


  “Well, I think that went well,” he declared.


  “Oh, my yes! You’re such a terrific lawyer!”


  “There was really not much to it, but thank you.”


  “You know, I owe you dinner for all the trouble I’ve caused.”


  “Not, really,” Marshall shook his head. “You paid my fee. That’s enough.”


  “Nothing doing. You can’t tell me that a bachelor like you has any place better to go for a warm meal and a glass of wine. My apartment is just a stone’s throw from here. I have a big pot of fresh spaghetti in the fridge and well, you have to join me. I won’t take no for an answer.” She grabbed him by the hand and began marching Marshall Brickhouse up the street, while the flustered barrister, so taken in by her alluring charm, could think of no way to gracefully wrest himself from her grasp.


  


  Sherilyn Ross’ apartment was a good ten blocks from the courthouse. The trek, a strenuous effort up two hills and down, against a raw November wind, would have been much easier if Marshall had just driven. Yet, in the spirit of adventure he didn’t voice his opinion. He was too busy trying to figure out why he agreed to this plan—if he actually agreed at all.


  To his delight Sherilyn lived in a most hospitable apartment, though it completely reflected her zany style. There were wildly colored wall hangings, many of jungle birds, all part of a 1950’s retro decor that seemed to be fashionable at the moment for certain artistic types. Considering Miss Ross’ flair for self-destruction, he was surprised to find her living in such favorable conditions. Perhaps the evening wouldn’t be a total disaster.


  Indeed, her spaghetti sauce lived up to its advertisement, the Italian bread was fresh-baked and the wine was superb. He did narrow his eyebrows judgmentally when Sherilyn started to pour herself a second glass of burgundy.


  “Oops,” she giggled like a kid and gave up the effort. “Yes, I’m supposed to be starting a new life.” In that moment, the often brash woman of twenty-eight looked childlike, even lost.


  “That you are,” he said.


  “You know,” she began as she toyed with her wine glass, “I understand what the judge was saying, but I’m not really sure how to … to change things. I get myself in these strange fixes, and then, well…” She began to blush.


  “What you need to do is think about your choices before you make them,” Marshall abruptly answered her, his expression turning appropriately stern.


  “That’s just what I mean, I don’t always think clearly. Sometimes I think I need someone to think for me.”


  “That would be impossible, but it would be wise if you learned to control your behavior. I’m sure the treatment program the judge ordered will help.”


  “But you mentioned ‘other things’ Sherilyn recalled for him. “What did you have in mind?”


  He sighed. What he could tell her? “It’s really not my place to offer suggestions,” he finally answered her.


  “Oh, but I think it is, and I’m asking for your help. I really want things to work out this time. Besides, I’m worried….”


  “Worried about what?” Marshall asked.


  She blushed again. “I … uh…” her voice faltered.


  “You have some other problems I don’t know about?”


  “I’m afraid, I’m about to lose my job at the bank.”


  “Oh? Why’s that?”


  “I don’t always show up on time, and sometimes I don’t wear exactly what my boss thinks is appropriate. You don’t think my clothes are too titillating, do you?”


  Marshall, cleared his throat, while he tried to find a way to kindly frame his comments—after all, he’d just been treated to a very fine meal and it was not his style to lay into a gracious hostess with a biting critique. “I suppose you could say that there’s a place and time for everything.”


  Sherilyn looked down at her bright print dress. Since she removed her jacket, Marshall had been trying to keep from staring at a most tempting cleavage, dancing alluringly before his eyes.


  “Like this dress, it’s not okay for work, is it?”


  “In a bank? No,” he stated flatly. “Not that it doesn’t look great on you, but if I were your employer, I’d suggest something more modest.”


  “I see.” She looked pensive. “So, what were those “other things” you were talking about? I do want to know.”


  Marshall eyed the woman for some moments longer, trying to decide whether to broach the delicate subject, or assume he’d upset her with his unusual opinions. Yet, with another quick perusal of her living space, he finally plunged right in. She was an adventurous woman and this might be just the kind of adventure she could live with.


  “At the risk of offending you, and not meaning to imply that I’d ever do such a thing, I honestly think you need a good firm spanking.”


  Sherilyn’s green eyes lit up the instant his comment registered. “A spanking?” She almost seemed pleased.


  “Yes. You need to grow up, and sometimes there’s nothing better than stern corporal punishment to get the point across.”


  “I have been very naughty,” she admitted.


  “After your shenanigans in the bar you should have been taken over a man’s knee and thoroughly punished. Too bad judges don’t have the option.”


  “My, that might change things,” she remarked.


  “Indeed it would,” he replied.


  “Would you spank a woman if she needed it?”


  He thought a minute. “If we had an understanding between us.”


  “And would you spank me, if we had an understanding?” Something seemed to have quickened in her, her excitement showing in her expressive eyes.


  Marshall appraised her for a moment, “Yes, I would,” he answered.


  “Ah,” she let out a soft whimper. “And you really think I need it?”


  “Yes, I think you do, most definitely. But please hear me well,” he began his warning, “this is not something I’d do without your complete consent.”


  “Oh, I understand that.”


  The attorney stared at the rapturous woman in amazement. He’d never met any woman who could be so childlike and innocent while she was at the same time thoroughly bold and womanly. He had the feeling now that he was being deliberately seduced.


  “I do want you to spank me,” she said, her voice a purr, her eyes oddly molten.


  “Do you really? I mean seriously? This is not some kind of love play. And it’s not a game. If I spank you, it will be hard and long on your bare behind. Before I’m done, your rear end will hurt as though someone’s lit a fire on your ass.”


  “Oh, my!” she exclaimed softly. “You’d really do that?”


  “Yes, I would. But, we’d need an understanding between us.”


  “Marshall, please, I don’t know when I’ve ever felt the need for something like I do for this. You’ve answered my prayers.”


  He was still hesitant, knowing how changeable Sherilyn could be. He worried that she was just horny—that this was a new love potion she wanted to try. Not that it wouldn’t be pleasant—he was still determined that any first spanking be strictly disciplinary.


  “I mean this truly,” she said seeing the hesitation in his expression. “Just think of all the reasons to punish me. I mean you were mad enough to do it the other day when I went into court drunk.”


  “Yes, I was,” he agreed.


  “I’ve been a brat so long, just going willy nilly through my life. I need someone like you to ‘knock’ a little sense into me.”


  “That you could.”


  “See, you have reason enough, don’t you?”


  “I’ve never denied that.” This was baffling. Here he was, a woman begging him to fulfill one of his fondest dreams and he was hesitating. Yet, he truly believed at the heart of it, she did need a good firm hand to straighten out her life.


  Sherilyn eyed him with the same petulant, brash and sexy eyes he admired so often in the last few weeks.


  “Do you have a hairbrush, Sherilyn?” he finally asked.


  “One with a flat back?”


  “That would do. Get it now,” he ordered.


  Scurrying nervously from the dinner table, the young tart disappeared into her bedroom while Marshall rose and pulled the vinyl-covered chrome dinette chair away from the table. Sitting, he patiently waited until the redhead returned a minute later with a fine looking wood-backed hairbrush clasped in her hand.


  As Marshall’s demeanor became more official, a little colder and more authoritative, Sherilyn’s became more innocent and chagrined. At his side, she handed him the brush, which he laid on the table beside him. Looking up at her with a grim look of command on his face, she waited for his next move, one that found the lush brat going over his ample lap so that her bottom was just to the right side of Marshall’s thighs, the perfect position for a spanking. She teetered a bit precariously, though he grabbed her about the waist to steady her in place. Slowly raising the hem of her dress, her body tensed. Pushing the dress over her hips, he found beneath the bright fabric a dominant man’s dream—the woman old-fashioned enough to be wearing a garter belt and stockings, not a tight pair of pantyhose. Covering her bottom was a pair of pink nylon bikini panties that simply begged to be lowered. Reaching for the waistband, both dominant and submissive shuddered at the same time. Then, as Marshall drew the flimsy garment over her plump flesh, he watched Sherilyn’s two lovely mounds come into view, jiggling and flexing and relaxing, finally just simply quivering excitedly. Drawing the thin material away, he left it dangling between her knees and ankles while he focused on her exposed rear end. Her ass was smooth and well-rounded with dimples at the top and particularly chubby at the base. Her creamy complexion was milky white with just a hint of pink below the surface. This one would be heaven to spank.


  “You’ll want to remember, since you live in an apartment, to keep your crying to a reasonable pitch,” he reminded her, “I’m not sure your neighbors would understand.”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered him nervously.


  Brash young woman that she was, Sherilyn was amazingly submissive. There was no doubt in Marshall’s mind that the two were perfectly right and ready for this act. How the stars and planets of the universe managed to converge at this point and create such an awesome moment, he wasn’t sure, but by the time he drew back his right hand and brought it down on her trembling posterior, he knew she was ready for a hearty spanking, and so was he.


  Marshall smacked the two white cheeks with his palm at a measured clip. He didn’t hold back, but let his hand speak loudly and firmly of his determination to see her duly punished. With each stinging smack adding fire to the last, it took just minutes and Sherilyn was whimpering with pain.


  “Oh, my!” she gasped aloud.


  He smacked her more, laying it on heavily, going from cheek to cheek until her bottom was turning a bright rosy red and his hand was smarting nastily. Giving them both a moment’s breather, he stopped just long enough to find the hairbrush at his side. Grasping the wooden handle, his sense of purpose redoubled.


  Marshall began to pelt the woman’s bottom with a fierce round of strikes, all heartily applied, raising her skin tone to a brilliant hue. He listened as her agonized moans became more and more acute, then he backed off for a few seconds to catch his breath and allow the sting to subside. Starting in again, he delivered the spanking with abandon, applying it side to side and top to bottom all over the young woman’s ass so there wasn’t anywhere that wasn’t glowing that deep rich scarlet hue. The pain must have been excruciating. Each time the hairbrush struck her ass, her bottom wiggled and clenched and she let out a passionate moan. He backed off again for just a few seconds to allow her to recuperate. Though once she had, he laid it on again.


  After two or three such spanking rounds, Sherilyn’s cries became vehement pleas.


  “Oh, gawd, no, please no more, pleeeeeeesse!”


  He smacked her hard.


  “Ouch! Oh, no, I can’t.”


  Another two quick strikes she moaned again. “Marshall, please!”


  “I’ll stop, my dear, only when I know you’ve had enough!” he reminded her and for just a few seconds she was quieted.


  Yet, with several sharp strikes, she was moaning once more, her body churning wildly.


  “Do you think you might have learned a lesson?” Marshall queried her, punctuating the question with a smack of the hairbrush.


  “Oh, yes, sir,” she answered desperately.


  “Are you going to stop this reckless drinking?”


  Smack!


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you’re going to choose your clothes more carefully?”


  “Yes, I promise.”


  Smack!


  “And you’re going to be on time for work?” He smacked her three times more.


  “Yes, yesm yes!” she answered loudly.


  There was such a litany of crimes, he couldn’t cover them all, though he hoped that the treatment made some kind of impression on the woman. He ended the punishment, laying in with a half dozen hard swats. “There!” he announced, returning the brush to the table. “That’s all I can do for one night. You probably deserve a whole lot more, but I’m not sure you could take it.”


  The relieved woman sighed heavily, and began to wiggle as though she expected to be released from the over-the-knee pose.


  “Hold on!” Marshall spoke sharply, as he lay his palm on the woman’s hot cheeks. “You understand you deserved every strike?”


  “Yes, sir,” she replied, as she felt a delicious sensation of warmth and satisfaction move through her.


  “And you’re truly going to behave yourself?”


  “Yes, yes, I am.” Sherilyn swayed a bit feeling Marshall’s warmth join with hers.


  “I certainly hope so,” he abruptly returned. “Now get up.”


  The intimate moment over, the weary Sherilyn was on her feet, looking down at her attorney. There were a few tears welling in her eyes.


  “You know, no one’s ever cared enough about me to do that,” she said.


  “You’ve never been spanked before, not even when you were a child?”


  “No. Not really. I was kind of left on my own as a kid.”


  “That’s really too bad,” he said kindly. “I hope this helps.”


  “I think it did. I feel so much better. Maybe I needed to be punished, I mean really punished. The judge just sort of slaps my hand and gives me a good talking-to, but this means much more.”


  “Then I’m glad I could oblige you. Why don’t you put this away and pull yourself together,” he said handing her the hairbrush. Her panties were at her ankles in a heap.


  “Yes, yes, I’d better,” she agreed as she stared down at her feet.


  Blushing bashfully, she looked like a fragrant flower, a little limp, but hardly withering. She tossed her panties to one side with a flick of her foot, then picked them from the floor. Marshall watched in wonder as she flitted toward her bedroom, more alluring and alive than he’d ever seen her.


  By the time Sherilyn returned to the living room, Marshall was on his feet with his coat in hand. He didn’t dare linger, not with the improper thoughts that were racing through his head.


  “You’re leaving so soon?”


  “Yes, I have a full weekend preparing some briefs for a case I have first thing Monday morning.”


  “All work makes Jack a dull boy,” she said in a sweet singsong.


  “I suppose it does, but nonetheless …”


  She smiled warmly. “I could call you a taxi?”


  “Oh, no. I think a brisk walk would do me good. I hardly get much exercise anymore.”


  “Oh, that’s bad,” she agreed.


  What an amazing woman he was thinking with his last look at her expressive face. He took two flights of stairs to the street and moved out into the cold night air. Thoroughly amazed by the entire event, he wondered if this was to be just a one-time fluke, or the start of something more. At this point, he wasn’t sure what he wanted, though he knew he’d be disappointed if it was his only episode with this fascinating women.


  


  ***


  


  Marshall Brickhouse didn’t see Sherilyn Ross for nearly three weeks. In that time, he was so wrapped up in work that he hardly had a moment to think of her. He did wonder, if working so hard wasn’t just a way not to think of the brat he so handily spanked. Indeed, she was so far from his thoughts, that when she suddenly reappeared in his office, he turned away from his file cabinet almost startled to death.


  “Miss Ross!” he exclaimed, seeing her red hair looking as irrepressibly wild as ever. Although by the look of her eyes, she’d been crying.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” she was distressed, and even more so when she saw his surprised look.


  He looked past her to the open office door. “Darcy’s at lunch, I suppose?”


  “Yes. And I guess you didn’t hear me knock.”


  “I see.” He moved to his desk, suddenly feeling as though he needed to put some distance between them. “Tell me, is this a business visit?”


  “Um …” she started hedging, a familiar behavior, especially when she was reluctant to admit something.


  “Sherilyn,” he said, his eyes narrowing and his voice sounding stern.


  “I lost my job.”


  “My, I’m sorry.”


  “And I do wish you’d spank the dickens out of my behind, because it’s all my fault. I did something really stupid, they had to fire me, or I think they did,” she spoke very hurriedly as though she could hardly spit out her need. “That’s what they told me anyway … and I …”


  “Sherilyn, slow down!” he ordered. “And tell me calmly what happened.”


  “I … um…” she stopped and took a deep breath, though her face screwed up painfully, “couldn’t you just spank me on general principles because you and I both know I deserve it, and we’ll just forget why?”


  “No, I will not!” he retorted sharply. “You tell me right now what happened, or I’ll take you over my knee and spank you until you do. Then I’ll start all over again when you’re finished.”


  “Oh, my,” she answered. Oddly, her dark visage seem to lighten, as though she was relieved that Marshall was taking charge. “I … um, you see, I was …” she stopped and took another deep breath. “I was late for work.”


  “That’s why they fired you?”


  “No, no, not that at all. But I was late because I missed my alarm.”


  “And why was that?”


  “It only happens when I’ve been drinking.”


  “You were drinking?” He looked displeased.


  She winced. “Yeah, kinda.”


  “So?”


  “I was kinda drinking last night, and I overslept, didn’t hear the alarm at all, and because I was late, I decided to take my car even though my license is suspended—but I should have it back in a couple of weeks—maybe not now though, since I was stopped by the police …”


  “Stopped for what?” Marshall interjected, if for no other reason than to slow her down.


  “Speeding, but that was only because I was late, and I had to pick up flowers for Mr. Riley’s client, and when I tripped going to my car, I ran my hose and had to get another pair at the drugstore—because he’d be fucking pissed—‘cuse me—but you know what I mean, he’s a very particular sort of fellow. Anyway, it was getting later by the minute, and as soon as I decided to go a little faster than I was suppose to, I got pulled over—the officer said I was doing 45 miles and hour on 2nd street, but I know that I wasn’t going that fast, but you can’t argue with a policeman—I even tried that and he was getting a little pissed himself. Boy, everyone seemed mad this morning. I don’t know, am I just totally daft?” She finally took a breath.


  “I’m not sure yet, Sherilyn,” Marshall said truthfully. “So you were fired for being late?”


  “No, I was fired because Mr. Riley saw me at the Downtowner bar last night with a fellow he told me later was the head of the bank he’s arranging a merger with. Someone took pictures of us in a rather compromising situation in his car and well, I was very recognizable, and could cost the entire merger, but I swear, I’ve never met the man before. I had no clue he was lying about himself—he was awfully cute and very sexy. But not only is he married and his wife some uppity board member, well, I’ve created a whole catastrophe in the banking world, so Mr. Riley says. I guess a little booze and lust and I’m undone again.” She stopped with that, Marshall waiting for a few seconds, completely expecting the woman to launch into another wild tale, but apparently she was finished.


  “Is that all?”


  “Yeah, I think so, except that my cat’s missing and I’m so worried I don’t know what to do.”


  “You’ve had a rather extraordinary night and morning, Sherilyn.” He was still trying make sense of everything she told him. “And now you think a spanking is going to make everything right?”


  “It won’t?”


  He shook his head. “No, it won’t.”


  “But maybe it will make me feel better. After the last time, I felt ever so much more at ease and clear thinking.”


  “You did?”


  “Yes, my life was perfect—at least for a couple of weeks, but now, in just a few hours, it’s a mess again.”


  Marshall appraised the pitiful expression on the poor woman’s face. She looked as if she was about to break into tears.


  “Okay, I’ll spank you,” he finally said. “But only with a few conditions.”


  “What are those?” she asked.


  “I don’t think one spanking would do you any good at all. But, if you agree to report to me every week for the next six weeks and confess your errors in good behavior, and are willing to submit to another spanking—if it’s necessary—then I’ll spank you now. Maybe with a little regular practice, we can clear up your thinking for good.”


  Sherilyn looked at him totally amazed. “You’d really do that for me?”


  “I will,” he said. “But first, before you agree to that you need to me promise three things.”


  “Oh?”


  “First, you’ll find a job right way, even if it’s washing dishes somewhere.”


  “That’s exactly what I was going to do.”


  “And, you won’t have a sip of alcohol, and you won’t go to bars.”


  “Oh my.”


  “If you can’t promise that, I can’t help you.” Seeing her hesitate, he went back to work, ignoring her while she contemplated his proposal.


  “Okay, I’ll do it,” she finally announced.


  He looked up. “You’re sure?”


  “Yes, sir, I am,” she bucked up looking almost happy.


  He nodded his head, looking pleased as well. “Then, let’s get on with it,” he said as he reached into a drawer beside him. “Bend over the desk.”


  “The desk?”


  “Yes, and snap to!” he charged up swiftly from his seat, bearing an eighteen inch ruler in his fist.


  “Oh, dear,” she exclaimed, but she followed the order without question.


  Coming to her side, Marshall rolled up his shirt-sleeves while she looked back at the awesome, the man she engaged for the awful task. She shivered excitedly, more afraid of the ruler than she’d been of her hairbrush. Regardless, she was not backing out of their deal. When she saw the ruler looking so nasty in his grasp, she closed her eyes and gritted her teeth in anticipation of the sting.


  Marshall wasted no time raising the brat’s skirt and lowering her panties, revealing the lovely posterior he’d recently punished. He was tempted to spend some moments admiring the look of her lush ass cheeks, but taking his task seriously, he got on with the spanking quickly. Rearing back, he laid into her bottom with at least two dozen sharp smacks. The implement, having a little give, snapped quite rudely against her fair behind, stinging horribly, and bringing out a rose red hue in a matter of seconds. The taskmaster paused every so often to let the pain die away, and so too the plaintive cries of the punished woman. But then he began in again, giving her one thoroughly memorable spanking he hoped would last a full week long. By the time he was finished, they were both exorcised and exhausted. Though thankfully, Sherilyn Ross seemed more clear-headed than when she walked in with her meandering and sordid tale.


  


  The regular spankings went on for the next several weeks. Marshall listened to her every Friday afternoon recount a list of trials and woes. And though it seemed as though she had less and less to account for in questionable behavior, he always found there was enough to warrant going over his desk—if nothing more than as a reminder to continue on the straight and narrow. She had a new job in an ethnic dress shop that seemed perfectly suited to her wildly eclectic style. She didn’t go to bars and hadn’t had a drink since getting that first spanking in Marshall’s office. She even regularly attended the group counseling ordered by the court, though she swore to Marshall that she got much more out of her sessions with his efficiently laid on ruler. Oh, she wailed and cried and stamped her feet against the pain, which was always more than she could stand. But each time she left his office so thoroughly relaxed and at peace, she knew life could be no better.


  When Marshall asked her to join him for dinner after the sixth Friday session, she was in heaven—this was exactly what she’d been hoping for. They went to a small Chinese restaurant tucked in a corner of the immense and ancient office building where he worked. At a secluded table, they spoke as intimately as they ever had. Sherilyn was thrilled and Marshall, in his own way, was thrilled too. It was only after their official spanking sessions were over that he felt the right to pursue anything more personal; although he wasn’t sure he wasn’t just asking for trouble encouraging their relationship.


  “You know this was your last session?” he told her, after they finished their meal and were contemplating their fortune cookies.


  “Really,” she replied, looking a little anxious. “You think I’m cured?”


  “I think it’s time to see if you’ve really made some progress. The only way that will happen is if you have a little more independence.”


  “It makes me a little nervous, though.”


  “I suppose it should, but perhaps that’s good. Keeps you on your toes.” He smiled at her kindly.


  Their evening continued, the two warmly embracing after Marshall walked her to her apartment door.


  “Won’t you come inside?” she asked.


  “Maybe another time,” he replied. “I think you have a few things to ponder tonight. But I would like to see you again—for other reasons than spanking your behind.”


  Nothing made her happier. And after arranging a date for the following week, Sherilyn went to bed with her whole heart happily full and a smile on her face, even if her poor bottom still ached like crazy.


  


  ***


  


  Two months later …


  When Marshall first heard a phone ring, he thought it was in his dream. He tried responding to the ear-splitting noise while still in his sleep, but as he began to awaken, he became painfully aware that the telephone call was real.


  “Hello,” he answered drowsily.


  “You Marshall Brickhouse?”


  “Yeah, that’s me.”


  “We got a dame down here says she knows you. Drunk on her ass, and pawing all my customers. Think you could come get her?”


  “Who is this calling?”


  “Zack. I’m the bartender at the Night Spot Bar and Grill.”


  “And who’s the woman?”


  “Calls herself Sherry something or other. She’s been here drinking since four o’clock. I don’t know what her story is, but the lush won’t leave. I told her I’d call the police. She said to call her lawyer. You her lawyer?”


  “Yes, yes, I am. Where are you located?”


  The man rattled off the directions to a local dive just a few blocks from the center of town in a seedy section most often populated by whores and winos. Marshall, stubbing his toe painfully as he bolted out of bed, managed to dress quickly and find his car in the parking garage below. It was two-thirty and he was fuming.


  


  It took fifteen minutes to get to the Night Spot, dodging fire trucks that had three city blocks barricaded. Finally pulling in front of the ramshackle bar, he arrived just in time to see a squad car pulling up in front of him.


  There was a brawl inside. Sherilyn, drunk on her ass was oozing her way on to some wretched looking man, while at the same time that fellow was fending off the blows of another man. Marshall pulled between the two of them before the cop could get there. He dragged Sherilyn away, while the police tried to bring order from the ensuing chaos.


  Not bothering to stop and ask questions, he hauled the bleary-eyed, intoxicated redhead to his car. Pushing her into the back seat, she passed out, laying oddly askew along the leather seat. Arriving back at his apartment, he made a bed for her on the couch, and then, seeing that she was totally gone, he passed out himself, still reeking from the cigarette smoke and alcohol fumes of the bar and his drunken guest.


  Morning came much too early for both Marshall and Sherilyn. Though once the alarm clock woke him, he was determined to arouse his guest. He was pissed.


  “Get up!” he ordered her, shaking her rudely.


  “Hummm,” she responded dreamily.


  “Get up!” he ordered again, this time pulling her off the sofa himself.


  “Ouch!” she said, her eyes almost glaring at his, though they could hardly focus. The dress she wore the night before was half unbuttoned—just as it had been in the bar—her lacy black bra still cupping her breasts so when she breathed they jiggled temptingly. He forced his gaze back to her face.


  “You have any idea what happened last night?” he probed her intently.


  “Happened?” She shook her red disheveled curls, as she finally gained some awareness of her whereabouts and what might have taken place.


  “Do you?” Marshall probed again. He was as furious as he’d ever been with her. After nearly two months dating, he thought they had an agreement, that her reckless episodes were a thing of the past, that she’d learned a little about decent behavior and the effects of her drinking. If nothing else, he assumed she was staying out of bars and away from liquor because he so adamantly ordered it.


  “No, I guess I don’t,” she replied.


  “Well, let me tell you,” he snarled at her nastily. “I got a call from a bartender last night, the proprietor of the seamiest hangout for scum in the city, telling me that my floozy client was creating an uproar in his establishment and he was going to call the police. By time I got there, I got to watch this client—who I also consider my girlfriend, sidling up to some stinking ass with her dress half off like she was going to fuck him right on the table, fending off a second man who was grabbing her ass. In the melee I managed to get you out of the bar and bring you home. That’s why you’re here now. Does any of this ring a bell?”


  “Yeah, I guess it does. You’re really mad, aren’t you? I mean really mad?” She was coming to her senses, eyeing the furious Marshall warily.


  “I don’t think I’ve ever been so pissed, humiliated and betrayed in my life.”


  “Oh, gawd no! I haven’t betrayed you,” she jumped in passionately. “You have to believe that!”


  “No? Then maybe you should explain yourself, because I haven’t a clue.”


  “I gave the bartender your name.”


  “What’s that suppose to mean?”


  She tried to put a little seduction into her smile. “I think I did it so you’d notice me.”


  “Notice you! You think I don’t notice you?” By the look on his face he was more furious than ever. “Oh, I’m noticing you all right. And I’ll notice you a whole lot more in about sixty seconds, after I get my belt.”


  “Your belt?”


  “Yes,” he confirmed. Pointing to his leather chair he added, “park that body of yours over the back of my chair, and raise your skirt because you’re going to get a spanking like you’ve never had before.”


  “I am?”


  “Don’t play dumb with me, Sherilyn Ross. This is exactly what you want, you incorrigible brat and it’s exactly what you’re going to get. I guess there is nothing that’s going to cure you from your self-destructive habits.”


  The quaking woman saw Marshall’s ferocious anger play out boldly in the square-jawed expression of his face. It made her tremble all the more—there was no calm and calculating man here. No. Perhaps she’d gone too far this time.


  “Bare your ass, Miss Ross, and do it now.” He was still pointing to the chair waiting for her to move. Once she did, he moved quickly to the bedroom to retrieve a leather belt—not his dress belt, but the thick one he wore in his jeans. It was exactly what fit his mood.


  Returning, Marshall took a quick glance at Sherilyn’s offered posterior. Her pale cheeks were quivering nervously, the poor woman totally frightened by his rage. The white sheet of unblemished flesh before him, glowed invitingly in the mellow light of the room. Though it was morning, the drapes were still drawn and the only light was from a small desk lamp in the corner. She was lovely, but at the moment, he had to put his erotic inclinations aside and give her ass-end hell.


  At the appropriate distance from her bottom, Marshall took the doubled leather belt in hand, and drawing it back, let the thing fly fast. The snap of the piece turned Sherilyn’s white skin red in a matter of seconds. While she tried her best to keep her cries squelched, it wasn’t long before she was yapping like a trapped hound. Her bouncing posterior jumped and jerked and danced about across the back of his broad leather chair, though that only made the strike of the belt more capricious. The fat thing smacked the center of her ass cheeks first, but then strayed a little higher, and from side to side, and then, with the woman howling mad, it played out against her thighs making the flesh there as raw and roughed as anywhere else.


  “I swear if you ever pull something like this again, we’re finished!” Marshall roared, as he delivered the blows. “You are not going to behave like a tramp and be my girl friend! You hear?” He laid an especially hard swat to her thighs and heard her shriek. “There’s no excuse for your reckless, foolhardy behavior. I won’t tolerate it.” He smacked her again, squarely on her hot cheeks. “You’re not some cheap harlot, or a drunk, you’re much too good for those things. It’s about time you realized that. You hear me?” He let off another fierce smack on top of the others. “And you damn well better get used to having your bottom blistered because it’s going to be in a perpetual state of agony before you’ve paid for this stupid stunt!”


  Sherilyn felt the tongue lashing sting as harshly as the laid on belt. But still, the leather incessantly kissed her raw bottom with a fervency she never quite experienced before. Each smack felt as if it was striking harder than the one before, each punctuating another line in Marshall’s stern reprimand, each a painful reminder of how far she missed the mark this time. She didn’t know why she walked into that awful bar, but she knew she wouldn’t be doing anything so insane again.


  “I’m sorry, please, I am!” she finally found words to reply to his startling rebuke.


  “Yes, I’m sure you are, with your bottom hurting like hell.”


  The belt flew fast delivering another painful smack.


  “I am, Marshall, please, you have to understand.”


  She felt the pain renew with another snap of the leather.


  “I’m sorry, I am,” her distress played tunefully though her cries.


  “Perhaps you are, but we’re going to be certain there is no mistaking the message this time.”


  Still he didn’t stop, though, perhaps tiring, the pace slowed with pauses between strikes so Sherilyn wondered if his fury might at last be spent. Finally, with the belt ceasing altogether, she remained poised over the chair, too afraid to move a muscle without permission.


  Marshall let himself cool down as he eyed his girl friend’s scorched behind. He felt a degree of satisfaction inside himself. Perhaps he had done her some good. Perhaps this was what she really needed—regularly, and why they happened to find each other. Perhaps curing her was impossible—maintaining her, curtailing her was the most that either could hope for. His anger spent, he felt some compassion for her as she softly sobbed.


  “You know,” he said, his voice turning kind as he reached gently for her arm, “I think you’re the craziest thinking person on the planet.” Marshall lifted her into his arms and held her close to his chest, feeling her heart beating next to his in what seemed like the same beautiful rhythm.


  “I just can’t help myself sometimes,” she murmured, as she felt his warmth reach right inside her.


  “I know, but we’ll keep working on it, my dear.”


  “Then you’re not giving up on me?” she wondered.


  “Not in the slightest. You may be my worst nightmare, but I do love you. And trust me, I’m going to give you more of what you need, both in love and spankings.” He had his hand on her hot ass, massaging the pained cheeks with his firm fingers.


  “Are you really?” she backed away to look at his face, her green eyes lighting happily.


  “Yes, I certainly am. But I swear another night like last night, we’re done, is that understood?”


  “Oh, absolutely!” she vowed, her sad expression turning into a smile.


  A second later her lips met his and they began a kiss that didn’t end until they tumbled to his bed and found the pleasure of their mutual desires play out for nearly two hours when they were finally, happily exhausted.


  


  

  RECKLESS DISREGARD


  She’s sassy, sexy, charming and always in trouble. Shanghaied into helping her friend with a bad debt, the plan goes sour and the pair are busted, forced to confront their husbands with their embarrassing misdeed. Instead of a simple spanking the angry husbands turn to an old friend, Andrew Lassiter, and his disciplinary tribunal for punishing naughty wives. While Bridget earns a miserable turn over the dreaded spanking bench, Alecia is sentenced to a month of ‘house arrest’ at Lassiter’s estate, doing hard labor and getting her bottom paddled daily. Soon, an old flame, and a moment of reckless abandon find Bridget doing time in Lassiter’s domain, too. Includes the details of Bridget’s shocking ‘house arrest’ and the strict submissive training she endures to save her marriage. Spanking rituals, severe anal discipline, paddles, straps and canings inspire this hot tale.


  


  THE RUTLEDGE HOUSE LADIES


  The sassy Rutledge ladies give their husbands plenty of reasons to spank their naughty bottoms. While Peter Rutledge is about to divorce his absent wife, Victoria, the promiscuous Mrs. Rutledge is in Tahoe, turning spanking “tricks” with dominant men. When she suddenly shows up for a family celebration, the whole house is turned on end. Vicki’s arch-rival, sister-in-law Veronica, goes on the warpath only to face a stunning reprisal from husband, Robert. And the dutiful Angela is inspired to new depths of anal passion with her husband, James. In the Old World elegance of California’s wine country, Rutledge House is one of the last bastions of old-fashioned values, as the heirs to the Rutledge heritage delve into the many variations of the spanking fetish. Canes, switches, paddles, punishment benches, enemas and anal sexuality weave their way through the lives of these fascinating characters.


  




  For a complete catalogue


  Of Lizbeth Dusseau’s Erotic & Spanking Fiction…


  Pink Flamingo Publications


  P.O. Box 6e2, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


  E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com
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