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		The Confessions of a Sassy Wife

		

		Half of me despised him the day we were married, the other half was passionately in love. I must say, we’ve had a most unusual love affair.

		A month before our wedding day, Rys Montgomery showed up at the ranch, a ne’er do well cowboy with great hips and suntanned forearms, his bleached hair tossed by the June wind. It was the first hot day of summer and he needed a job. My dad needed a man to break horses, so he was hired. Daddy didn’t like him but he was desperate for a decent cowboy, with all the stallions pawing dangerously in the paddock.

		He did warn me first thing after he hired Rys, with his finger wagging in my face, “Stay away from him, Blair. He’s trouble.”

		I gave Daddy my patented smile, deciding that I’d do as I liked with Rys Montgomery, or any other man I met for that matter. Frankly, I didn’t think I’d like Rys in the first place. But seeing that finger in my face, I decided to take another look. If it would piss daddy off, I was game.

		Unfortunately, I didn’t like Rys much better getting to know him—the way he treated me. I’d been breaking horses on my daddy’s ranch for years, considered myself an excellent horsewoman, and to have this haughty scoundrel treating me like an incompetent damsel, pissed me off. If I hadn’t fallen off that horse and broken my wrist he’d have never been hired.

		Still, for all his haughtiness, he had a helluva sexy swagger. He was quite a sight to look at and his smile could make up for a lot of faults. We settled into a gentle war of wills, a tiff or two on the side, but mostly we ignored each other. He thought I was a peevish brat and I didn’t change my mind that he was an egotistical rogue.

		

		The day I suddenly found myself in bed with him was clearly a jolt to my sense of order. We’d been tussling with words over the “right” way to break the chestnut stallion, suddenly words flying so fast we could hardly spit them out, and then like a textbook romance we were fighting to get our clothes off and scramble upstairs to his bunk. It was a wordless fuck, lots of grunts and groans and the most terrific cum I’d had in months … maybe a year.

		When it was finished, we lay on our backs side by side and he let loose with the most startling proposition I’d ever been offered.

		“Let’s get married,” he said.

		“What?” I thought he was joking.

		“Let’s get married.”

		“Whose universe are you living in?” I answered sarcastically.

		“The one where people that love each other get married,” he stated flatly.

		“You think sex is love, you’re wrong,” I told him.

		“We have all we need, great passion. You can’t say our exchanges aren’t filled with uproar and sensation.”

		“You think great passion is enough to build a life on?”

		I turned over so I could look in his face, see if he was just pulling my leg. He wasn’t.

		“Some of the best marriages are built on less than that.”

		He stared at me, the gritty style, the winsome smile, the philandering twinkle in his soft brown eyes.”

		“Besides, I’m completely in love with your hair,” he said running his hand along the smooth black surface. And your face.”

		“You like my face?” How sweet that compliment.

		“I guess a poet would say you have alabaster skin.” I could tell he wasn’t used to sentiment, that’s why this was so especially endearing. It was obviously honest. I wondered if he was more of a person than I believed him to be.

		“You really are serious about getting married, aren’t you?”

		He smiled, not the snicker I was used to, but a genuine smile.

		

		***

		

		Daddy hit the roof when we told him the news. I thought he was going to break something seeing us hand in hand, the marriage certificate on his desk.

		“Of all the idiotic things you’ve ever done, girl … I ought to horsewhip you. And you too.” He glared at my husband. There was that finger again, waving in Rys’s face this time. “I swear, you don’t take care of her, you run off, you get mean and start drinking like your kind do, I’ll horsewhip you too, before I kill you!”

		“Mr. Trabor, Blair’s my wife,” Rys replied quite calmly. “I will take care of her.”

		Seeing my father’s face was one of the prettiest pictures I’d ever seen. The old coot didn’t know what to say. He had no choice but to welcome my husband into his house, and nothing could make me happier!

		My father had been brutal, not ever physically, but his emotional power over me was something I needed to shake. Marrying Rys in defiance of his wishes was just the act I needed to declare my freedom from the tyrant. Some of my friends told me I should just leave the ranch. But I love it too much, the horses, the open land, and my place in this tough world. No, getting married was a good accommodation.

		

		It wasn’t until a few weeks later, after our initial honeymoon was over that I began to wonder if I shouldn’t have been more careful picking the man to mock my father. Living with Rys had certain challenges. If it wasn’t for great sex and the fact that my father would then chortle meanly in my face, I would have kicked him out after the second week.

		First, there was his obstinate streak. As soon as we went back to work following a brief post-wedding hiatus, Rys started to get pretty nasty about my taming horses. Said it was too dangerous. I bristled instantly at that judgment and we argued about it. That war eventually led to the second challenge my new husband posed, one that hit me out of the blue. I never would have guessed that my life could take such an amazing turn.

		We’d been sparring for three days about breaking Brassy, a young colt that liked to buck and rear. His temperament was one of the worst either of us had ever seen, but he was a beautiful horse and would bring a handsome price once he let someone sit in the saddle and ride. Regardless of Brassy’s nasty nature, I was quite sure I could handle the animal. After all, he was still small, and to me, not as tough as many other horses I’d worked.

		“You’re not going to take this one, Blair,” Rys told me, giving me this stern, ‘I’m not budging an inch’ kind of look. “You’ve just had your arm heal, you’re going to break something else.”

		I stared at him as a saucy malcontent, something malicious from my tongue about to spew, but then I stopped. Rather than piss him off with utter defiance, I decided on another tactic that I thought would get what I wanted, just in a different way. Exiting the stable, not another word said, I told him I’d make him lunch and he seemed pleased I relented.

		Later, after Rys had eaten—while he was still jawing with another ranch hand—I slipped out the back door and returned to the stable to start working the colt. The young animal was wild, but at first manageable. With a little coaxing, I almost had him in bridle and bit. But when the sound of a truck in the yard made the animal rear back, I scrambled to get away from his descending forefeet. Slipping on a puddle of water, I scurried to avoid the enraged Brassy. I’m afraid I shrieked in fright. By the time I got to the paddock fence Rys was on the other side, while I was on my hands and knees looking at his muddy boots.

		“What the hell, Blair,” he roared. He leaned in over the fence and pulled me to my feet. Not stopping there, he drew me over the fence with a jerk so powerful that it shocked me. Dragging me to the stable in short order, I was flung over a sawhorse having my ass spanked like a naughty brat. I kicked and shouted and tried to wench away from him, but he managed to keep one arm firmly grasping me so I couldn’t break free.

		“Don’t you ever do anything like that again, do you hear me?” he roared.

		“Take your hands off me, you bastard!” I shouted back.

		“Oh, I’ll spank you as long as I think you need it.” The palm of his hand was coming down so fast I was beginning to feel a burn through my jeans. The more it hit, the more I struggled, the more Rys gripped me tightly. “You try defying me like that again, I will take off my belt and thrash you!”

		“Just you try that!” I cried, even though it seemed absurd making that charge. He had me handily under his control. His left hand had me pinned, and his mean right hand just kept slapping my buttocks. There was nothing I was going to do about it but submit. Once he thought I’d had enough—perhaps because I’d stopped fighting him so much, I was getting awfully tired—he finally stopped and let me up.

		My face must have been as flushed as my ass was underneath my pants. He held me still, but not as firmly, and looked down at me with a glare I hadn’t seen since before we were married.

		“You hear me, Blair Montgomery, you’ll work the horses I tell you to work, and you won’t challenge me again on this.”

		I was stunned. Another time, another place, I would have spit in his face, but I was too dazed to offer him one decent protest.

		“You understand me?” he asked, just to be sure.

		“Yeah, I guess I do, but …”

		“But what? You think a husband doesn’t have a right to punish his wife?”

		Of course I was thinking that, but oddly that wasn’t my question.

		“Is this something I can count on?” I wondered aloud.

		“You bet it is. We’ll do just fine, Blair, if you subdue this willful streak in you. You don’t, I’ll deal with it just like this. And trust me, your ass will be bare next time, and I’ll give you something that will really hurt.”

		

		“What’s going on here?” I heard my father’s voice. Brushing my hair away with my hand, I looked up flustered seeing him standing in the stable door.

		“Nothing’s going on, sir,” Rys answered him.

		Surprisingly, that seemed to be enough of an answer for the man and he turned and walked away.

		

		When it came to taming horses and women, Rys seemed to have a similar ability. He certainly had me in his control. I’d never considered myself a shrinking violet, but I was totally dumbfounded by the spanking and what it did to the image of my marriage and my husband. I suppose I figured that I could control Rys, just like I controlled every other man in my life. But that day changed all that. To my chagrin, I found myself being much more careful around him, a little more respectful. Though there were times that I could hardly hold my tongue, I made more of an effort to do so.

		I remember the night after that first spanking, when we were together in bed. It seemed as though we’d upped the ante. I was as wild as that stallion, and with Rys’s hand clutching me where he spanked my ass, I thought there were firecrackers going off in my body. I’m sure Rys noticed, but we didn’t say a word about the breathtaking screwing.

		

		Spanking wasn’t mentioned for at least three days, until I’d become a little more used to the idea and not so embarrassed. We were sitting at lunch, eating our meal casually when I finally mentioned that alarming moment.

		“I can’t believe you did that,” I said, quite out of context to anything else we’d been talking about.

		“Can’t believe what?” he asked.

		“That you did that, you know … in the stable, when I tried breaking Brassy.”

		A smile broke out on Rys’s face. “You can’t even say the word, can you?” Seeing his expression I regretted having broached the subject. “Yes, you got spanked, didn’t you?”

		Yeah, I was rattled by it. “So, how come?” I asked.

		“Because I love you. And I was so worried about you taking chances with no one around, I’ve never been so pissed.” He looked like he was getting pissed again.

		“And that’s how you show love?” I ventured again.

		“One of the many ways, Mrs. Montgomery. Face it, you married an old-fashioned guy, and for better or worse, you have me just the way I am. You’re not going to change me, likely any more than I’m going to change you. But I will give you a piece of my mind and a piece of my belt, if you screw up again.”

		He expression was tough, his eyes were focused and clear, and it was clear to me that he meant every word he said. I’d better face it now as fight it.

		

		***

		

		Thursday nights, Rys played poker with his buddies. I thought of them as riffraff. They were a bunch that floated from ranch to ranch aimlessly. They probably would for the next twenty years. Rys was the only married one and I didn’t like that much at all. Occasionally, one of the town sluts would hang around their games, looking to tease a man to bed, lining her pockets with a little easy cash. To me, this Thursday night poker game was something that had to end, though I wasn’t sure how I was going to make that happen. I certainly didn’t want to raise my objections head-on, not if he thought it was a threat to his dominion over our relationship. I still didn’t think I’d make much of a submissively inclined wife, but I’d decided that I was going to have to use a little female cunning to get what I wanted.

		I’m afraid my plan backfired, then again, it was really no “plan” at all, and it was hardly cunning.

		One Thursday evening while I brooded alone at the ranch, I was getting particularly anxious when Rys wasn’t home by eleven as he usually was on poker night. He said he might be late, but that really didn’t matter, I wasn’t happy he was gone in the first place. Growing more restless with this “guys-night-out” crap, I finally took off in my truck, just to see what was going on. Driving toward town, I turned off the road at the Whitcomb ranch where the last month’s poker game had been played. John Whitcomb had the most lackluster ranch anywhere around. He’d never done well with cattle or horses, and he was almost always days from going belly-up. It was speculated that several times a good take in a poker game was the only thing that kept him from bankruptcy. He was not the kind of company I wanted my husband to keep.

		Driving up to Whitcomb’s house, I waited for a few minutes in the truck, not sure that I wanted to go inside. But hearing a lot of loud conversation through the open window I could feel myself getting mad as a raging bull. I could see through the curtain, some floozy moseying her way around the table, and then sitting on a man’s lap. It might have been Rys’s she’d plunked her ass on. I was seeing red.

		Out of the truck, I charged for the front door, and without knocking I burst inside, going straight for the kitchen. My eyes were flashing fire. But I stopped in my tracks and stared at the bewildered group. I had no idea what to say.

		“What are you doing here?” Rys said, looking up, surprised to see my face. Thankfully, he didn’t have the loose strumpet in his lap, but I wasn’t so sure she hadn’t already been there.

		“Shouldn’t you be home?” I managed to ask him, trying to hold back my anger. All these male faces and that cheaply made-up whore staring at me, I was overawed.

		“I should be home shortly,” he replied, “but you should be home in bed.” He stared at me with stern, unmoving eyes. He wasn’t happy, but then, neither was I.

		“I don’t see much poker going on here,” I sassed at him. There were no cards in sight.

		“We just finished,” Rys said.

		I stared at the woman, seeing a smug look on her face.

		“Go home, Blair,” Rys said. It wasn’t a request but an order.

		“Not unless you’re coming with me,” I returned.

		“I said I’d be home shortly,” he said.

		“But I want you to come now,” I replied, my words seething with smothered energy.

		His expression only looked more unyielding. “When I tell you I’ll be home, I’ll be there. I don’t lie to you.”

		“But I’m tired of your associating with this riffraff,” I blurted out.

		Rys’s look turned especially rigid and his eyes flared.

		“These are my friends, and you won’t insult them. Apologize now?”

		“Apologize!” I stared at him shocked, then glanced at the floozy. “Her too?”

		He was dangerously close to exploding on the spot.

		“Her too.” he answered. “Now apologize.”

		“I refuse.” I was standing my ground, even though it was turning to mush beneath my feet.

		“If you want me to take you over my knee right here, I will,” he warned.

		“You wouldn’t.”

		“Would you like to try me, Mrs. Montgomery?” he said.

		I didn’t believe him, but I should have, because he was as serious as I’d ever seen him. Seeing that I wasn’t budging, he leapt from his chair and was on me. And in a move so swift it left me wondering if it wasn’t accomplished by magic, he had his belt stripped from around his waist, and me firmly in tow. It was unfortunate that I was wearing a skirt that night, because seconds later, there I was, flung across his lap, my skirt raised, his doubled work belt coming down on my ass with an angry blast of smacks. There was just a thin pair of bikini cotton panties to cover my rear.

		“Ouch! Goddammit,” I blared.

		He laid in to me for all he was worth. That simple spanking in the stable didn’t even compare to his. The bite of the leather was mean and cutting. I was sure there were going to be blisters by the time he was done. Not only that, but the fact that there was a whole room full of men and one cheap slut looking on, only made my agony more desperate. I kicked and fought and cussed like crazy, but Rys kept going on.

		“My, that’s getting mighty red,” one of his cronies piped in. My face blushed almost as hotly as my ass, though no one could see it with my black hair flailing wildly around my head which was upended and out of sight.

		I cussed a blue streak, and Rys became even more furious. Pausing for a second, he suddenly jerked my panties down, so my ass was bared. Then he laid into me again with the belt coming down on my naked cheeks, the sting instantly angry.

		“Oh, no you don’t!” I shouted, as my hands flailed madly.

		Of course he didn’t heed my words. He just continued spanking my behind in full view of the gawking crowd. And when my hands got in his way, trying to reach back to protect my sore bottom, he gathered them in his hand and pinned them with an iron tight grip to my back.

		“Oooh, yes,” one man murmured.

		Another said, “I should try this with that dame I’m living with.”

		Rys paid no mind to their indecent remarks, but I was humiliated and fighting mad. I couldn’t believe he’d put me through this. After another pause to secure my kicking legs, he started in one more time laying the belt against my naked skin so I was roaring loudly. I couldn’t even form words but spouted a bunch of angry nonsense, “ouch, ow, ouch, naaaaaaaa, pleeese, fucker noooooooooo.” I was desperate and desperately mad. And then because I couldn’t think of any other way to make him stop, I started blabbering something that was suppose to sound like an apology.

		At first, it didn’t seem to matter what I was saying. But then, I noticed he began to slow the pace.

		“Rys, I’m sorry!” I gave the words every bit of sincerity I could considering the circumstances.

		“Are you ready to apologize,” he asked, pausing to hear my answer.

		“Yes,” I answered quite convincingly, I think, and he eased up to the point that there was just one final blow. That landed with a heavy thwack as the thick belt snapped right down the center of both burning cheeks.

		I would have been happy to crawl away and never face this crowd again, but Rys was determined otherwise. Bringing me to my feet, his hand held me close to his side, and I peered at the astonished audience. There I was, standing before all of them red-faced, red-assed, my panties bunched at my ankles. Thankfully, my skirt had dropped down over my hips and I wasn’t showing everything.

		“Now, you can give my friends that apology,” he urged me when I didn’t speak.

		With that instruction, I almost shouted a defiant “NO!” but I was sure that he’d only start all over again. I could tell just from the way he held me so closely to his side, that he’d not yet lost the nasty edge.

		“I’m sorry, very sorry. I should never have …” my voice trailed off to a whisper, but apparently that was enough for Rys.

		“Now get in the truck, I’ll see to you more when I get home.”

		“You’re going to give her another whipping?” I heard one voice ask, as I was quickly out of my husband’s arms and out the swinging door. As I listened to the screen bang noisily on its hinges I heard his reply.

		“I just might,” he said, and I shuddered at the thought.

		

		For a long time that night, I drove around. Not that I actually enjoyed sitting on my sore ass, but I couldn’t imagine how I felt, or should feel after being so humiliated. I needed time to think. One side of me was blatantly aroused, that was certain. I think if Rys had taken me into Whitcomb’s bedroom just after he finished, I would have made love in a heartbeat, despite how angry I was. But with a little distance between me and that horror, all I could dredge up in that hour’s drive was my great anger. Rys Montgomery would not hear the last of this, not in a long time, I was sure of that.

		By the time I pulled up to the house, Rys was already there. And when I got inside, there he was waiting up for me, looking as righteous and arrogant as he had at Whitcomb’s.

		“Where’ve you been?” he asked, his tone accusatory.

		“Around.”

		“Around where?”

		“I drove around,” I spewed out sassily. “Anything to stay away from you.”

		He raised his eyebrows, apparently not upset by my remark.

		“I’ve never been so humiliated in my life,” I went on. “To think that my own husband would put me through that ordeal. It’s one thing to spank me in private, but before all those people. I should leave you right now, or kick you out, or …”

		“Have you said enough?” he interrupted me.

		“No, I haven’t said enough. If you think I’m going to sleep with you, you’d better think again. Don’t you try coming to bed, because I will cry rape and daddy’ll be on you with his shotgun before you can stop him.”

		“You’re making a big mistake, Blair,” Rys warned.

		“I don’t really care what you think.”

		I could have said a lot more, but instead, I stormed up the stairway and slammed the bedroom door behind me, despite the fact that it was after one a.m. and I might easily have roused my father from sleep. I think secretly I hoped for that to happen. Let Rys explain why we were fighting, it would be an interesting conversation.

		In the morning, I had another shock. When I finally came downstairs, timed purposely so I’d find myself alone in the kitchen, I discovered both my daddy and Rys still sitting drinking coffee. They rarely talked and this conversation looked suspicious, though they continued with their remarks about the next group of horses that need to be worked. It seemed, contrary to my first impression, they weren’t talking about me at all.

		Helping myself to a cup of coffee, I then grabbed a piece of bread to make some toast.

		“So, what was all that commotion going on last night? You two were enough to wake the dead, let alone keep an old man from sleep.”

		“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I started to soothe him, but Rys chimed in.

		“Your daughter and I were having a fight,” he said.

		“You don’t have to tell him,” I said, looking at him peeved.

		“No, I don’t have to,” he replied. “But I think I will, since it’s likely there will be gossip.” I didn’t need him to remind me, and the pain in my ass started in again just hearing him say so. “Fact was, Mr. Trabor, I spanked your daughter’s ass in front of my poker buddies. She barged in on a card game, ordered me home like a jealous shrew and then insulted my friends. She wouldn’t apologize and she wouldn’t leave unless she had my balls in a vice grip. I’m not going to put up with that behavior in any woman, especially my wife.”

		My father looked from Rys to me and then back again, certainly stunned by the announcement, but he remained quite calm. “Good for you, boy,” he finally said. “Keep that up you might actually tame that brat.” Ambling from his chair, daddy left the kitchen, with me standing shocked, staring at the door, my toast starting burn. Rys eyed me, knowing he’d won round two.

		

		My angered brewed all day. Rys was smart enough to stay away from me, and I certainly kept my distance from him. At lunch we barely talked. Then at dinner, there was only a stilted conversation. While we ate, no one really paid any mind to my icy silence. Daddy, Rys, and a fellow rancher eating dinner with us had a lively conversation about an upcoming horse auction. I kept quiet, quietly nurturing my revenge.

		As we were about to go to bed that night, Rys slipped into the bedroom while I was still in the bath and I could hardly order him out of the room, even though that’s exactly what I wanted to do. When it was time for sleep, I climbed in bed and turned a cold shoulder to my husband’s affectionate overtures.

		“Don’t you think it’s time to mend the fences?” he asked me.

		“No,” I stated flatly.

		“So, you’re going to hold on to your anger?” he wondered.

		“As long as I can.”

		“Hummm,” he was considering his next comment. “I suppose two can play this game, Blair,” he finally said, and without another word, he rolled over to his side of the bed and fell asleep. I remained awake for a long time, wishing I hadn’t put another wedge between us. I had the feeling that I’d started something that wasn’t going to have a pretty end.

		

		Rys bided his time. For two days, he let me stew in my anger and my revenge in bed. On the third day, about lunch time, he asked me to come to the stable. He said he wanted my advice on a new colt that arrived that morning. When I reached the stable, I searched for Rys in the paddocks, but not seeing him there, I looked for him in the stable office, finding him casually waiting for me to appear. He was sitting in his chair, leaning back, one ankle resting on his knee, his hands behind his head.

		“Where’s the colt?” I asked.

		“The colt’s taken care of.”

		“So, why am I here?” There was a little defiance in my voice, but also a lot of fear, I’m sure Rys heard.

		“So I can take care of you.” He changed positions, leaning forward.

		“Oh,” I ventured carefully.

		“I’ve had enough of your cold shoulder and your sharp retorts. I didn’t get married to be treated this way. We’re going to get it taken care of once and for all time.”

		“Really?” I quipped.

		“Yes, really.” He stared up at me with intense eyes. “Blair, you are the most beautiful, sexy, spirited woman I know. Not to mention, the best damned horsewoman I’ve ever seen—even if you sometimes scare the shit out of me. You know I almost gave up my poker game for you, until you came barging in the other night?”

		I looked at him completely stunned.

		“But let’s get one thing straight. You’re married to me, I’m your husband, and there can be only one person in charge in this relationship. That’s going to be me. You can cry and whimper and rant and rave all you want, but that’s the way it is. Not only will you mind my wishes, you’ll be cheerful about it, and you’ll be the lusty little vixen in bed that we both know you are. From now on, Mrs. Montgomery, you’re not going to disobey me, or get suspicious, or coming running after me for no reason, or get yourself all worked up because something upsets you. If you’ve got a problem, we’ll talk like rational human beings. But don’t try to blackmail me, or hold sex over my head, or anything that smacks of revenge. I’ve had enough. This is the last time, never again, ever. You understand?”

		“Yes, sir,” I gulped as I spoke. The oddest feeling came over me, one of being harnessed and scolded and loved and reprimanded all in the same breath. My whole body was racing wildly with delight and shame and fear and love. I was so topsy-turvy I really had no words to speak at all. Though, I suspect that words weren’t really important.

		“Now, turn around,” he ordered.

		I did as I was told, though I was initially stunned by the command. With my ass to him, I waited for him to speak again.

		“Take down your jeans.”

		Ah, I knew then what was going to happen, and I cringed both with sexual desire and mortal dread. Of course, he’d spank my ass. I certainly deserved it for my silly behavior—it all seemed silly now even if it didn’t an hour before. Obeying him, I undid my pants, pushed my jeans to my knees and waited for his next instruction.

		“You’re going to get the paddling of your life,” he informed me. “Now grab that stool and lean over. And you’d better hold on for dear life because this one’s going to hurt.” I heard Rys rise to his feet, his boots shuffle on the wooden floor. Doing as ordered, I pulled the thigh high stool close to me and leaned over the top, letting my tummy rest on the seat, so my bottom was pushed out for him to spank. Conveniently, with my pants still around my calves, my feet wouldn’t be flailing away this time, and with Rys’s next demand, neither would my arms.

		“Grab the forward legs,” he said and I hastily complied.

		Looking back over my shoulder, I’m sure I gave out a worried gasp, seeing that he held an old school paddle in his manly grasp. He’d rolled up the sleeves of his shirt so his tanned forearms showed beneath. At the sight of them, I could hardly watch the way that picture made me shudder; and yet I was held spellbound by the awesome strength of purpose that seemed to flow from him at that moment.

		“This is gonna hurt like hell, Blair. But I’d suggest you keep your cries to a minimum unless you want an audience again. Besides, screaming and wailing are not going to do any good. I’m going to give you a full thirty licks of the paddle, not one less.”

		I winced hearing the sentence passed, but at least there was an end that I could see, even if it seemed a long way off.

		When Rys reared back, I closed my eyes. I couldn’t look as much as I was tempted to. And when the first strike landed I knew I was in for a wicked ride. More than the leather belt and far more than the palm of his hand, this was going to hurt like crazy and I’d be crying inside, if not on the outside, after just a few smart whacks.

		The paddle landed hitting me squarely on both of my ass cheeks. I gritted my teeth, the first strike never as painful as the ones to follow. He laid into me with three sharp ones right in a row all in the same place. Just three and the sting was grueling. I wanted to cry out, but I locked my teeth tight, a seething gasp my only reply. The intensity made me grasp the rungs of the stool even harder, as if somehow I could pour a little pain into that lifeless object.

		The next four or five strikes were quick and sharp and perhaps not as intense as the others had been. But then I couldn’t tell, since Rys was giving me a thorough going over, making sure that I’d feel the sweltering heat of the paddle in every place possible. He went on, returning to the middle of my ass where the first strikes had hit, laying the paddle on the two sore spots at least a dozen times before he stopped. This I couldn’t take, and after six or so, I let out a nasty howl. Immediately swallowing my next cry, I held on, but only by a thread. This was the worst pain I’d ever felt in my life, and I was about to scream. Audience or not, I had to reply.

		“Please, stop …” I finally wailed when that screaming dozen was over. My voice was hushed but the intent of my plea was no less real for my attempts to keep quiet.

		Thankfully, Rys did pause a moment, perhaps to catch his own breath.

		“Think about this, brat,” he started in with the lecture again, “you’ll think about it next time you’re tempted to get sassy and try to control me.” Oh, I’m sure I would I thought to myself. Never, never would this happen again. Maybe a good hand spanking, that was almost erotic. But not this. No, never the paddle again.

		When Rys picked up where he left off, he started low, smacking the school paddle against the tops of my thighs. The skin screamed with pain, as one, two, three, then four smacks landed. Every moment was agony, as with every instant a fresh new bite burst through my system. I could imagine my ass was flaming red, it felt so vilely hot. Five, six, seven, eight, my only hope was that the magic thirty was almost there. Tears were streaming down my cheeks and I didn’t care how much noise I made. Nine, ten, eleven, twelve and a final smack ripped a whole new wave of terror on my behind, leaving me with a sting that seemed to go on endlessly.

		Finished, Rys backed away, waiting for me to recover, while I felt the burning sting change into warmth, and the warmth into a glow that, terrible as it was, still had an erotic feel.

		For a time, my husband placed his palm on my hot ass, gently massaging the wounded orbs.

		“Have you got things straight, Blair Montgomery?” he asked me.

		“Yes, sir,” I replied.

		“No more fits of rage? No more revenge? No more testy attitude? No more distrust.” He seemed especially annoyed when he made that remark, and the palm of his hand whacked my ass, just as a reminder.

		“No, sir.”

		“And I’m in charge, it that clear?” he asked.

		“Yes, absolutely,” I made sure he had no doubt.

		“Well, then,” he said, as he began to help me to my feet, “get upstairs, I’m coming up to have sex, and you’d better be sweet-smelling and sweet-tongued or I’ll march you right down here and we’ll start over with another thirty. Is that clear.?”

		Clear as glass. Three days without the raucous sex I enjoyed, and I was practically orgasmic feeling the sensations in my heated bottom. “Yes, sir,” I replied immediately.

		And then as if he still wasn’t sure I understood, he leveled me with his cold, stern stare and added, “If you ever try this revenge stunt again, you’ll have your ass bared and your bottom blistered so fast you won’t know what happened. There’s only so much I’ll take from a high-strung wife, and this is not something I’ll tolerate again. Unless, of course, you want me running off to the town whore to get my jollies.”

		“No!” I practically shrieked. I jumped back in horror as he pulled my jeans around my aching ass.

		He smiled, seeing my alarm.

		“Then get going,” he blared. That commanding order rushed through me with a wave of excitement that practically made me strip down right in front of him, but of course I’d been ordered to the bedroom.

		As horny as I was, I hardly noticed the luring grins of several stable hands that watched my retreating form. I’m sure they’d heard just about everything that took place, but I really didn’t care at that moment. I was on orders from my husband, and I wasn’t about to deny him a thing.

		

		We spent the afternoon in bed, Rys handily in charge. The heat and exhilaration of being back with him, riding his lovely cock to three wicked climaxes, only seemed to punctuate my great need for him, and indeed, my need to be conquered by this wonderfully arrogant bastard—my husband. The sassy bitch I’d been for so many years finally found some satisfaction, and though it seemed so completely absurd, I just couldn’t argue with the remarkable feelings.

		Rys has been the lord and master of this ranch ever since those incidents early in our marriage. When my daddy died suddenly in a freak riding accident the next year, I inherited his entire estate. And yet, it was infinitely clear who would be the boss—a job I happily handed to my husband.

		I guess that I never realized how deeply I needed to be conquered and how much Rys was perfect for that job, how much of an old-fashioned girl I really am. I still break horses for a living and I’m still the mistress of an enormous ranch, but I willingly defer control to my husband. And yes, I still get my butt spanked regularly, because I can still be sassy and defiant. But as long as Rys comes out on top in all our battles, I’m contented. It’s the way things are and should be between us. I thank God that Rys figured that out so soon in our marriage, because I’m sure it’s saved us a whole lot of grief.

		Even as I tell this, I’m sitting on my behind nursing two sore cheeks. I was just a little too sassy with Rys this morning, and he unfurled his leather belt on my naked rear right in front of two ranch hands. That doesn’t happen often, but it’s something I can count on when I get “out of hand.” I’d be wise to remember it too. I’ve been assured by my husband, that there’s no place or circumstance too sacred that he won’t bare my behind and give me a good wallop to turn me into the compliant wife he expects.

		

		

		Shooting Star

		

		Naughton stretched his denim-covered legs, pulling himself from the barstool and rising to his boot-clad feet. A little dust kicked up as he moved, but no one seemed to mind. The Cowboy Grill was closing for the night—it had been a long one. This misbegotten town lived Friday nights long and lazily, a little blues and a little country dancing, a lot of beer and a lot of liquor sliding down the throats of its crowd, slowly lulling them to sleep. The lucky ones got sex before they slumbered, but these were languid fucks that sometimes didn’t finish with much of a bang. Naughton seemed above these moods that dulled the senses and depressed the heart. His smile was always broad and kind, and his eyes were always the same sharp sky blue clear. Despite the fact that he drank his share of the Grill’s Southern Comfort, he always looked sober and he never acted drunk. Some women came to rely on Naughton’s sobriety and generosity when, by closing time, they were too drunk to make it home alone. Naughton never made any judgments of moral character, but then too, he never slept with drunks.

		Same old guy from day to day, he was steady, unremarkable on first glance, and yet he had that kind of quiet verve that set women on edge. They’d remember him long after their first meeting, not really knowing why. Those initial impressions could be dangerous though, a bit of tender subterfuge. It was what he did to women after they were distracted by his easy-going nature that never left their souls once he got “under their skin”.

		

		Brandy Winger had finished her last set, and polished off a fifth of gin as easily. She had her guitar case in hand, trying to bat away a lock of her caramel-colored satin hair. It still shown softly in the dim lights, looking like the mane of a well-brushed pony, moving gracefully around her face even as she tried an ungraceful exit from the bar.

		“I’ll take you home, Brandy,” Naughton suggested reaching for her faltering arm.

		“That’s okay. I’m walking,” she answered. “I promise you, I can’t kill people with this guitar case.”

		His laugh was easygoing, and he took the guitar case from her hand in spite of what she said. And with his firm hand guiding her through the door, they made their way to the pale green pick-up truck where he helped the boozy singer climb inside.

		“You down on your luck, or something?” he asked as he drove toward her motel.

		“What makes you think that?” she asked.

		“Most women don’t drink a whole fifth alone unless they’re sinking nowhere fast.”

		“That’s a nice image,” she managed to realize. Her words seemed to run together, but perhaps she made sense. “I should use that for a song.”

		He smiled, something tender, but those sky-blue eyes bit like a pup, oddly putting her on edge. She looked into them again and shuddered for just an instant, but he reached out and gently took her hand in his and squeezed.

		“You have plans to screw me?” she asked.

		“Never with a drunk woman.”

		“Ah.” She was sinking fast now, happy for the lift, happier yet thinking of sleeping off the booze, and especially heartened by the thought of this man’s warm body lying next to hers. “Not with a drunk woman,” rattled around in her head. Yeah, she was drunk, really drunk and depressed and ready for that bottle of pills in her purse. She’d been contemplating them all night. Maybe he’d just lie next to me, she wondered to herself. No fucking, no screwing, damn! he had such a pair of arms under that flannel shirt. And his brown hair, graying at the temples, made him look fatherly and wise. And yeah, those eyes, those tricky eyes ….

		Brandy jerked awake when the truck stopped with a sudden lurch in front of the Squaw Creek Motel, its neon rose blinked erratically against the ink black night. There must be clouds overhead, no moon, no stars, just the seedy light from the sad little hostel that belonged to another century, about 1950 or so. There was even a yellow laminated dinette table in her kitchenette. When she first walked into the knotty-pine room, she thought the place might be quaint, but it certainly hadn’t helped her depression taking this step back in time.

		“Should I stay a while?” Naughton asked her.

		“Naw, I’m going to take my pills and let the night take care of everything.”

		“Pills?”

		“Yeah, you know, country blues singer dies of a broken heart and too much booze and drugs. Great headlines don’t you think?” She almost sounded serious.

		“We don’t have a paper in this town to report this, hon,” he replied. “Wouldn’t make much of a splash.” His expression was oddly more severe saying this, and that bite in his sky blues bit keenly, nipping her heart. “You going to off yourself, you gonna hafta do it some place other than here.”

		“Oh, what are you, the law around these parts?” she mocked him with a Southern sounding drawl that was hardly natural—though she’d practiced it a hundred times. Throwing her guitar case on a chair, she started toward the bathroom.

		“No, I’m not the law, but any lady I rescue’s gonna stay alive all night. I’m not going to have your unseemly demise on my conscience.”

		She turned around and stared at him, for a second her eyes lighting in recognition of something, though they dimmed quickly. Maybe she would get him to stay in bed for the night, comfort her gently, even if he didn’t screw her.

		“So, how do you suppose you’ll keep me breathing, if I’m planning otherwise?”

		“You’ll let me have your drugs.”

		She could almost smirk sassily with that remark. “And if I refuse?” she asked.

		“I have a mean right hand and hard firm thighs, and if I have to spank your sweet little ass to make my point, I will.”

		“Oh, my,” she exclaimed in that same syrupy drawl. “You’re sounding like my daddy.”

		“Is that what you need, a daddy to whip your ass?”

		“And you are direct.” Her eyes opened widely, looking almost as though his implication was sobering her woozy frame of mind.

		“I always thought getting to the point was the easiest way not to be misunderstood.”

		“So, you’d spank Brandy Winger’s behind to bend her to your will?”

		“I’d spank any woman’s behind if they gave me cause.”

		Her smirk broadened. “You are the devil! I guess I’ll just stay alive to see what you’re like by the light of day.” Funny, she was getting more concern from a stranger than from anyone that knew her … but no, she couldn’t afford to think those thoughts now … not when she couldn’t kill herself. Damn him, taking away her options! “What’s your name,” she asked.

		“Naughton.”

		“Naughton,” she repeated. “Just Naughton?”

		“Just Naughton,” he answered.

		The name was as substantial as he was. “And you’d really tan my hide, huh?”

		“I’d really tan your hide,” he confirmed.

		It was the most thrilling proposition she’d had in a long time.

		“So, why don’t you hand over the pills, or whatever you plan to use.”

		“You really think I’m serious?”

		“I’m taking no chances in case you are,” he answered without a waver in his voice.

		“Well, isn’t that nice.” She was feeling sassy, no less depressed, but perhaps intrigued by a man that cared this much. She sashayed toward him, her gentle hips swaying naughtily. She had an ample derriere, particularly delightful to watch, if Naughton had been watching. At the moment though he was keeping his eyes focused on hers. He didn’t trust her. When she was just inches from him, looking up at him with a sunny sweet face, he looked down keeping his cool, even when she began to run her hands along his thighs. “I’m sobering up right nicely,” she purred to him honey-like, not losing the fake accent.

		“You don’t know me well enough to take me to bed, Brandy Winger,” he said, reaching for her two roving hands. With his hands holding hers firmly, he pushed her off and backed away.

		“Am I making a fool of myself?” she asked, for an instant looking very childlike.

		“You could be. Let’s just say you go to bed, and I’ll stay close while you sleep.”

		“Not in bed with me?”

		He shook his head, “No, not in bed.”

		“I’m still too drunk, aren’t I?” Her face was turning dark again, the shadow of depression lurking just a moment away. Her words were slurred.

		“You’re too sad, and too depressed and too tired for anything but sleep.” He was leading her toward the bed.

		“But I have to pee.”

		“Then pee,” he said, letting her go and she moved to the bathroom, grabbing for her purse on the way.

		Brandy took much too long in the bathroom for Naughton’s instincts. Making his way from the bed chair to the bath, he pushed open the door, reacting instantly to the sight of the singer with a fist full of pills in her hand. Pulling her back into the room, the pills spilled all over the bathroom floor. Then carrying the lusty package of hopelessness to the end of the motel bed, he pulled her over his lap, ass high, and began spanking her butt with the palm of his hand.

		“Ouch!” she roared. But she didn’t roar long.

		The smacks kept coming, and though she was flailing, it was only an angry protest to start. She felt the spanking through the seat of her jeans, warming not just her ass, but her whole attitude. Like he was waking up the life in her, she could feel her body come alive from her ass to everywhere. Some kind of passion burned in her that hadn’t burned for weeks. The feel of his firm thighs under her, the essence of granite holding her tightly, the sure and steady stroke of his punishing hand, filled her full of a new kind of woe that was wonderful in a weird sort of way. Yet, the longer he went on the more she started to feel the burning heat.

		“Oh, gawd, this hurts, please, you can stop …” she wailed.

		“Yeah, I can, but I’m not,” he answered her. Repeating the last few minutes, Naughton continued laying his hand on Brandy Winger’s behind. The longer he went on the harder he struck, despite the nasty sting in the palm of his hand. If he’d thought about it at first, he might have found her hairbrush and saved himself the pain, but he ignored the burn instead.

		With each smack, Brandy wiggled and gyrated more; with each, her bottom became more heated.

		“Please, Naughton, stop,” she wailed a half dozen times, though her protest was drowned out by the next sharp smack of his hand. The pelting rain went on for some minutes more, until he finally began to slow his pace.

		“So, does this give you something to think about, Ms. Winger?” he asked.

		“Yes, oh, yes!” she answered right off.

		“And you’re going to forget this ridiculous nonsense about ending your horrible life?”

		“Yes, yes,” she agreed readily.

		“And you’ll tell me what’s eating you, so maybe we can solve the problem?”

		“Yes, please!” she shouted. She’d say anything to get him to stop.

		Having ended his series of questions, Naughton stopped altogether, and pushed her off his lap. Standing in front of him like a just-punished child, there was a trace of a smirk on her amazingly expressive face. He hadn’t known when he’d seen so many sides of a woman in one night, from sultry country blues singer, to down and out drunk, to sassy vamp, to “my life’s not worth anything, I want to die” femme fatale. She was all those personalities wrapped in one warped and crazy package.

		“Is your life really as bad as you think?” he asked staring up at her.

		“Sometimes,” she replied.

		“Well, after you clean yourself up, then maybe you can tell me what’s so bad.”

		

		The two didn’t get into her long, sad story that night. By the time Brandy took a shower, and Naughton swished the pills down the toilet and she was lying on the bed with the terry towel wrapped around her damp hair, exhaustion and the remnants of the alcohol were having their effect.

		“I’m so sleepy,” she drawled without the affected Southern accent.

		“Then you just sleep,” he said.

		“Would you just come here a while,” she asked reaching out for him. “I mean just hold me?”

		He stared down at her, then sat beside her on the bed. With her head cradled in his lap, she fell asleep, quickly falling into a sound slumber that should last her until morning.

		

		When Brandy woke the next day, it was nearly noon. There was no sign of Naughton, and as she came to from her heavy-headed stupor, she wondered if the man had only been a dream. Her mind slowly coming into focus, she stared about the room for a few minutes, then realized she was hearing the sound of the shower in the back of her mind. Crawling gingerly from bed—she could feel her stomach revolting the instant her feet hit the carpet—she crept toward the bathroom and pushed open the door. Peering in, she watched Naughton’s firm tight ass moving behind the steamy shower stall. Her body instantly came alive with a sexual thrill that she hadn’t felt since … oh, well, she wouldn’t think about that, she decided, remembering the reason for her last night’s depression. This was another town, another man. As long as her heart allowed, she’d put that miserable rat aside, and bask in this fine specimen of manhood.

		“Hey!” she heard Naughton exclaim when he turned around.

		“Oops! I’m sorry, I thought you left.”

		She immediately closed the door, a smile breaking out on her face. If she was seeing right, he had a fine cock. But looking back toward the bed, she remembered that they hadn’t slept together. What a pity. Of course, there was that spanking. Just the memory of it made her bottom tingle again. She ran her hand along the smooth naked surface under her robe, but found nothing sore. He’d spanked her. He’d actually taken her over his knee and spanked her behind! She didn’t know whether to feel great about it, or ashamed for letting it happen.

		Hearing the sound of the shower dying off, she jumped back and took a chair on the opposite side of the room waiting for Naughton to appear. Once he did, he wore nothing but a towel around his hips, his chest hair was still wet. What a beautiful sight. She stared up at him with a smile on her face.

		“Ah, you’re finally awake,” he observed. “You look better this morning.”

		“I feel better.”

		“Not going to kill yourself anymore?”

		“That was the alcohol talking, I think,” she tried to explain.

		“Seemed pretty serious last night.”

		“Maybe I take my songs too seriously.”

		“Your depression has got to be more than songs.”

		She snickered coyly, feeling the ever present lump in her stomach. “It’s been a rough few months.”

		“Well, get dressed and I’ll buy you breakfast.”

		“Breakfast?” she said meekly. A wave of nausea hit her stomach just at the mention of food.

		“Plain toast and coffee, maybe?” he suggested seeing the queasy expression on her face.

		“Yeah, that would be fine.”

		

		***

		

		“I think you need some counseling,” Naughton spoke to her plainly, once they were sitting in the restaurant with two steaming plates in front of them. His was filled with scrambled eggs and bacon, while she sufficed with his suggestion, plain toast. Just seeing his food was enough for her to handle.

		“Seems like getting spanked was counseling enough,” she said.

		“Oh, that made a difference?”

		“Yeah, a big one.”

		“Tell me.” He took a sip of coffee while he bit off a piece of bacon.

		“It shook me up that you’d do it. Can’t say you’re the first that’s threatened to, but you actually followed through. Anyway, like I said, this has been a rough few months. I’m on the rebound from this guy … was my manager. Let’s just say he took most of my money, and split with my heart and no gigs, so now I have to sing in these no-count bars for what they can scrape up to pay me.”

		“You didn’t get paid your usual?” Naughton asked.

		“Half, maybe, but then Jerry did all the negotiations, so I was never sure exactly what I was making. Then he took off to manage Liz Frampton, seems her career is a little brighter than mine.”

		“I’ll see you get what you’re worth while you’re working here,” Naughton informed her.

		“Oh? You gonna strong-arm the owner? You’d better watch out, they’re a stingy bunch.”

		“The Cowboy Grill is mine?”

		“You own it?” she asked, wide-eyed.

		“Yeah.”

		“Oops, I should have kept my mouth shut.”

		“Okay, with me, I don’t run the place, just enjoy the booze and the talent.”

		Brandy Winger smiled, a broad sincere one. Naughton was a really nice guy. “Thanks for considering me talented.”

		“You are talented, but a bit misdirected.”

		“That’s a good way to describe me, but I’m not used to being on my own.”

		“So, maybe there’s someone here in town that you can talk to,” he suggested. “There’s a woman with a small psychology practice right in the village.”

		“I’m talking to you, why do I need anyone else?”

		“I’m not trained with this stuff, and you need help.”

		She bristled enough so he could see, and his eyes narrowed in response. “Don’t you give me any guff, Brandy Winger, or I’ll pick up where I left off last night.”

		“You mean … spank me again?” she asked.

		“Yeah, spank you. Trust me, you only had a fraction of what I can dish out.”

		“And you’d be more than happy to show me more.”

		“You pull the crap like you did last night, I will.”

		Her smile was playful.

		Naughton was a cagey man. For all his kindness, he was so rock solid, it was hard to tell what he was thinking, or what his motives were.

		“Why are you so interested?”

		“Because I like your work. You’ve got style and talent and something to say. And you’re way too young, with too much future to be throwing yourself into a depression, or trying to kill yourself. That is, if you actually were going to do that. I don’t care how rotten the guy was, no man’s worth that kind of pain. Besides, I’ve hired you for three more nights, tonight and next weekend. The Grill has a huge party coming in for the show, and I want a sane and sober singer to thrill them, not a cheap floozy.”

		“Ooo, my, I guess I should be careful asking you questions.”

		“You only get the truth from me.”

		“I see.” He was one hell of a guy, but … “I’m not sure I’m ready for the truth.”

		“Well then, you can talk to a professional.”

		“Hey, wait a minute. Seems to me we’re doing fine. Just you and me.”

		“Just to be sure, Brandy.”

		“And if I refuse?”

		“You don’t want to refuse me.”

		“So, you’ll spank my ass again,” she said.

		He raised his eyebrows and let his stern expression speak for him.

		“Damn, you’re one hell of a stubborn guy.”

		All he did then was smile at her so warmly she thought her body would melt into the yellow vinyl seat of the booth. Few men had ever had her so baffled.

		

		Brandy went to his counselor—who did nothing but sit and listen to the same tale she told Naughton. The kind woman, with the thick glasses and the pad of paper in her hand, hardly even made a comment, just a few pointed remarks that went in one ear and out the other. But Brandy did return to the Cowboy Grill that evening feeling like a reborn woman ready to make music all night long.

		She only saw Naughton once as she was getting ready to go on stage. Then, he gave her a gentle hug and sent her on her way, looking pleased by her sunny emotional state. As long as the Band-Aid held, she’d be fine, even if she was still a little shaky under the surface. Singing, even the thought of it, was making her somewhat nervous. With so much past baggage associated with her work, it became a bittersweet pleasure that could easily end painfully. For Naughton and her own sanity, she decided that at least for this night she’d put on a smile and try to forget her problems.

		While she was on stage, Brandy did fine singing ballads she hadn’t sung in years. The crowd was in her pocket and at the back of the bar, there was Naughton with that warming smile on his face. As she continued through the first set, there were a lot of old songs coming back to her. Maybe that was because she was so clear-headed without the liquor. Feeling better than she had in some time, she was between sets, just getting ready to go on again, when there was a knock on the door.

		“You Brandy Winger?”

		“Yes, I am.”

		The messenger handed her an envelope and left without saying another word.

		She had two minutes until she was due on stage, two minutes to tear open the envelope, two minutes to feel the lump start gnawing in the pit of her stomach again, two minutes for tears to start welling in her eyes.

		

		One of the bartenders didn’t know she was staying sober that night—that Naughton would have anyone’s head that gave the singer a drink. After the second set, with her emotions ready to explode, the unknowing fellow handed her a double scotch on the rocks. She downed in quickly and was about to stash the glass on a stray table in the hall off stage when Naughton suddenly appeared.

		“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

		“It was just a single.”

		He pickup up the larger than normal glass and sniffed. “A single?”

		She felt like a little kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “So, it was a double,” she said drearily. “I’m not going on without it. In fact, I may not go on at all.”

		“What the fuck’s going on?” he looked down at her concerned.

		“It’s just too much, I’m not ready for this.” The more she talked, the more desperate she sounded.

		“No, you’re letting something eat at you, now tell me what it is.”

		“Nothing’s eating at me, I’m just having a bad night.”

		“You were having a great day,” he reminded her.

		“Well all that’s changed.” Her voice turned curt.

		He’d taken her by the hand but she shook him away, and tried fleeing for her dressing room without him. But following her inside, Naughton closed the door behind them, and gazed down at her with more anger than she’d seen on his face since they first met.

		“What’s going on?” he asked.

		“Nothing’s going on,” she said.

		“I don’t believe you.”

		“Well, it’s true. I’m depressed as hell, and if you put me on stage again, I’ll probably screw up the whole night.”

		“That’s no answer, Brandy, and if you don’t tell me what happened between the first and the second sets, I’ll give you some encouragement with my belt.”

		“Go right ahead,” she said. “I really don’t care.” She was defiant on the one hand but sinking deeper into the nasty morass of another depression.

		“Fine,” he said. “If that’s what you want.”

		Brandy watched as Naughton reached for the buckle of his belt. Mesmerized by the move, she saw him undo the clasp and draw the leather from the loops about his waist. Her mind seemed frozen, though her heart was wildly pounding and between her thighs there was a sensational tingle that make her wonder if this wasn’t sexual.

		“You care to explain?” he gave her one last chance, but she was silent. “All right then, Brandy Winger, we’ll see if this will get a response.”

		Pulling a chair into the center of the room, he thrust her over the back and started to pull up her skirt.

		“On my ass?”

		“Yes, on your bare ass.”

		“Oh, please, no.”

		“I’m sorry, your opportunity for begging is over.” The determined man said no more, but bared her bottom with a few swift motions of his hand. Before Brandy could think of another thing to say, she was feeling the leather belt go down on her ass with an intensity so fierce she would have thought that her last night’s spanking was just mere love play. This hurt from the very first strike. The leather connected with her pushed out derriere so she was squirming, hardly able to control herself.

		“Naughton, please!” she wailed.

		The smacks kept coming.

		She cried as much as she dared, but he paid no attention to anything she said. She was afraid to bolt altogether—afraid the leather would cut her harder if she tried to move away, and afraid she’d only make Naughton more furious. But with the pain beyond belief, she was desperate.

		“I’m sorry, please,” she cried sincerely. “Please, no more.” She was in utter despair, but Naughton just kept going. Across her behind there was an angry rash of red. Her plump cheeks glowed brightly from the fiery smacks and each new one just added to the hue and the agony. She was sure she’d simply die. “Naughton, please. I can’t take anymore.”

		The next smack seemed as fierce as all the others.

		“Please, I’ll talk, I’ll tell you anything, please, just stop!”

		“You going to tell me the truth?” he asked.

		“Yes, yes, I promise, everything. Honest.” She was gasping for breath between the smacks. The sting, the burn, the heat—anything, she’d do anything to get him to stop.

		With a few final strikes, Naughton silenced the belt, though he refused to let her stand. With a hand at her back keeping her in the humiliating pose, he demanded answers.

		“Why were you drinking?” he asked.

		“I told you I was getting depressed.”

		“Like the booze is going to help?”

		“Sometimes it does.”

		“Tell me more.”

		She snuffed and tried to think of what to say, but took too long as far as the bar owner was concerned. He laid the belt on her behind again giving her a fresh reminder of her promise.

		“A guy …” she started.

		“What guy?”

		“I don’t know, some process server, I guess. He knocked on the door just before the second set and handed me these legal papers. I didn’t really understand them, but I think Jerry’s suing me.”

		“Suing you for what?”

		“I don’t know, but it’s just like him. He probably thinks I owe him money.”

		“Do you?” Naughton asked.

		She hesitated, and felt the belt on her ass before she could manage to answer.

		“Yes, I guess, maybe … I don’t know.”

		“What else?”

		“That’s all.”

		“Is it?” He sounded as if he knew the truth.

		“Well …”

		He laid the belt on her warm behind again and waited for her to come clean.

		“I owe taxes, and back salary to my old band, and I don’t have a pot to piss in, and I’m a drunk and unhappy, Jerry left because I’m so miserable and ….”

		Naughton finally released his fast hold on her arm and pulled her to her feet.

		“You know you have about five minutes until you’re supposed to be on stage ….”

		She was in tears and that was all he could say?

		“Think you can make it?” he asked.

		“You mean the last set?”

		“Yeah, the last set.”

		“That’s all you can say after I spill my guts, not to mention let you spank my rear?” She rubbed her bottom gingerly, realizing that it felt as strangely wonderful as it had the first time. Perhaps it was more stimulating even if it hurt twice as much for twice as long. Her body was on fire, her bottom practically begging for more and her thoughts about the man at her side were filled with lust. It was ridiculous but a fact she couldn’t help acknowledging. All this and there was not one problem in her vast array that had been solved in the last ten minutes.

		“No, that’s not all I can say. I could probably spend all night getting your problems straight, but right now you are either going to do your job, or you’re not. I don’t care what you choose, you just need to make a decision.”

		He was so incredibly calm and without judgment. He meant exactly what he said, and that amazed her. Realizing that half her dour mood had once again vanished with the pain of a well-spanked ass, she was ready to sing again. No, nothing had been solved, but she had the feeling she just might climb out of her impossible hell-hole, that is, if Naughton really meant what he said.

		“I’ll sing,” she said. “It’ll be good for me.”

		“Good,” he said. “And let it shine, Brandy. Remember, you’re a shooting star that needs a place to shine. Give yourself half the chance, I think you’ll find that.”

		He was so perfectly optimistic … if only she could feel like this for longer than an hour or two … if only it would last … if only … With her miserable track record, however, she didn’t have much hope.

		

		Brandy sang her lusty blues with her eye on Naughton the whole time. The mellifluous and honey-hued tones of her gentle contralto sent her sad tales straight to the reluctant hearts and the broken ones and the ones just a little melancholy. She was the right kind of singer for a Saturday night in this kind of lonesome town. The crowd in the bar loved her and it seemed Naughton did too. He beamed at her with the same steady grin she was becoming accustomed to. The only real sadness in her heart came from the bittersweet longing she knew could never be satisfied. No, he might show her some sympathy now, a little pity, but he’d never stick around. She just wasn’t that lucky.

		One lovely song led to the next, and the next, until she was at the very end of the night, doing three encores for a well-wishing crowd. She’d obviously revived well after all the fireworks an hour before, and she didn’t even mind the soft aching in her bottom.

		Moving off stage, Brandy was immediately accosted by the owner of The Cowboy Grill. And when she faced him and their eyes met she trembled nervously. It wasn’t exactly what she planned, but she couldn’t help the surge of unrequited passion sweeping through her. Maybe it was the music … it had to be the music. After all, there’d only been one small shot of booze before Naughton cut her off cold. It must be the music.

		“I’ll give you a lift,” he said, taking charge of his moody and despondent singer—even though she looked considerably improved from earlier that evening.

		“Thanks, I could use some sleep,” she answered.

		“Sleep?” he replied.

		Reminded of their earlier conflict she looked chagrined. They had lots to talk about, so it seemed, a talk she’d just as soon avoid. “Oh, sleep, please, Naughton. I’m exhausted. We can talk in the morning.” She peered up at him with pleading eyes.

		Seeing the weariness in her expression, Naughton gave in. “You’re right, it’s late. I’ll give you that much,” he conceded. “But in the morning without fail, you’ve got some questions to answer.”

		“I promise,” she said, relieved. Gathering her things, the two headed for his truck.

		

		Once on the road, Brandy gazed outside the window as the nighttime countryside zoomed by. A few minutes out they approached the Squaw Creek Motel and to her surprise, Naughton drove right by.

		“What’s going on?” she asked. “I thought I was going back to my room?”

		“You can stay at my place tonight. It’s a lot more comfortable and I won’t worry about you getting away from me.”

		“I’m really that important to you?” she asked, amazed by this unabashed concern.

		“Important enough,” he answered her and she was left to wonder one more time.

		

		***

		

		The middle of the night brought instant panic to Brandy’s heart. She woke from a nightmare, sitting up straight in the big downy bed in the guestroom. She felt like a princess when she laid her head on the pillow just a few hours before … Naughton’s great and bold log cabin in the woods, the beautiful bedroom with a yellow, flowered comforter, and a warm glass of milk to soothe her post-performance jitters. She felt more special than she had in months—since long before, when things with her career and Jerry were really going well. By five in the morning, however, there was panic gripping her so fiercely, she could hardly breathe. She couldn’t sleep for fear the awful pictures would return. And here she was with no way to escape, holed up in this out-of-the-way house in the middle of nowhere. If she tried to leave, she’d certainly get lost and … no that was just impossible. In the irrational moments in the middle of another painful night, being in unfamiliar territory was just one more move on the road to utter hysteria.

		Trying to get a grip on herself, Brandy rose from bed and paced for a moment, though the close confines of the small room were too much to handle. Tiptoeing into the hall outside, she descended the stairs to the greatroom with the enormous stone fireplace that covered one end. She imagined in the daytime there was quite a view beyond the two-story windows on the adjacent wall. Naughton said the house was perched on the edge of a hill overlooking the river below. What tranquillity, what calm. No wonder he was the most peaceful man she’d ever known.

		Yet, even with the serenity of his home to soothe her, Brandy was jittery, pacing the floor, tired and scared to death for all the nasty legal complications facing her. What could Naughton do but lend an ear … she certainly couldn’t count on any man to rescue her from a rapid decline. Who was she kidding? This was a fantasy for a night, but only a night.

		The bright crystal bottles along Naughton’s wet bar beckoned her like neon signs on a lonely highway. With their first taunting glimmer, she turned her back on the bar. He’d have her ass again for sure, if she gave in. No, not the booze, not this time.

		The clock on the mantle chimed the hour, four on the button, a very dreary time of night. She heard the tick tick tick that followed, like the sound of a drum beating, not some gentle marking of time by a hand-crafted timepiece. She hummed to herself trying to get that rhythm from her head, but it wasn’t going anywhere. Then, the bottles in the bar caught her eye again … amber liqueurs, 100 proof scotch, gin, vodka, rum … even wine.

		She turned away again, but they made her turn back … the obsession in her was on fire, the fire driving and forceful, heading her in the only direction she could take to tranquilize her agitation.

		The most familiar spirit was scotch. Out of the old bottle, the aged amber liquid poured like heated honey, softly settling in the glass. The elixir went down her throat as easily as a cold beer on a hot day, or coke at the beach, or wine at a wedding … yet this, this warm perfumed tonic had the power to suspend her worries. Even if it was just a minute or two, may five, maybe if she was lucky the lift would last a good half hour … but that half hour would be perfect … perfect.

		The second drink was easier to take, the third easier still. She might have tried for a fourth, but the bottle was empty. Maybe there was another bottle of scotch, but no, she’d had enough. She was feeling the way she wanted, happily disconnected from everything. Settling in on Naughton’s leather couch, she pulled a thick woolen afghan over her shoulders and fell asleep.

		

		“So, you couldn’t take it all night.” Brandy heard the voice, but it took some time to remember who it belonged to, and where she was, and how she happened to be passed out on a snug leather couch staring up into the eyes of a very determined soul.

		She was still a little woozy but that sensation was leaving her quickly as the reality of morning was settling in. She wasn’t sure she liked the expression on Naughton’s face, but she couldn’t be sure.

		“I couldn’t sleep,” she said.

		“So, you decided to drink?”

		“It wasn’t that much.” She pulled up to sitting, while Naughton sat down beside her.

		“And you really think that solves anything?”

		“It made me happy, and it made me sleep, and that’s all that mattered to me at four o’clock in the morning.”

		“What happened between the hot milk and four o’clock?” he asked.

		“I don’t know. I really don’t. But I woke in a panic. I guess I had a nightmare, and then everything seemed wrong and I couldn’t sleep, and my mind kept racing. All I could think about was how I’d get out from under all the debt and judgments. Nothing made sense. Maybe it doesn’t make sense when I’m drunk, and it still doesn’t make sense when I’m sober. I guess it seems easier to take when I’m only half here.”

		Naughton gazed at her kindly, yes he had that same steady assured presence about him, but he certainly wasn’t angry with her. She expected as much and was surprised by his gentle composure. Taking her hand in his, he ran the other through her messy hair, trying to straighten out the tangles.

		“You know, I think I’ve been treating you too hard.”

		“Oh?”

		“Yeah, I do. I think I’ve should have been a lot nicer. All this nasty spanking, maybe I wasn’t communicating what I really wanted to tell you.”

		“Really?” Brandy had no idea what he was talking about. “Could you explain?”

		“I think more of what you need is love, not threats, not anger, not penance. Perhaps you’ve paid too much of that. Maybe what you need is something gentle.”

		“You mean that?” she asked.

		“Yeah, I mean that.”

		She didn’t know what to think. “And you’re not going to spank me?”

		His face brightened hearing her concern. “Oh, I am going to spank you,” he assured her, “but it’s going to be different this time.”

		“Different?” She was completely confused, her heart racing and her loins suddenly so taken with lust, she was afraid of giving away her feelings with the next words out of her mouth. What did he want? Why was he talking to her this way? Why was he caring so much?

		So awed by his profound strength of spirit, she was like rag-doll in his hands going over his lap. She felt him raise her nightgown over her bottom, baring the skin he’d managed to spank now twice in two days. As she lay reposed so close to him, she thought she could feel his heart beating, and beneath her she knew his sexual passion was as aroused as hers. The first smack of his hand seemed almost gentle, though it was sharp. The next on her other bottom cheek brought the same warm satisfaction as the first. The smacks fell into a loving rhythm, some hard, some soft, some biting, some seeming as sharp as knife … but they were all delivered with compassion that seem to take all the pain away the instant that they landed and the pain turned to warmth.

		It was not a quick spanking. Naughton was thorough, even if he was gentle the entire time. There were dozens that added to the mix of tenderness and flames, that seemed for a while to burnish her skin with heat she couldn’t bear, and then seemed to bathe her in an erotic bath of lust. She wanted to cry, there were tears threatening in her eyes. It wasn’t the pain this time that started the weeping, but a feeling of real joy, the first she had in a long time … she couldn’t remember when she had it last. But there was joy and passion and wildness and relief.

		The spanking went on for what seemed like forever, but unlike the others, Brandy didn’t want it to end. As hard as it got, as sore as her behind was, by the time he finished, it was a good kind of hurt and a good kind of pain. She wanted to feel it for days, for the memory to never end.

		When Naughton finally stopped, he laid his hand on her bottom and squeezed the cheek gently. Then, just as gently, he raised her into his lap and held her tight to him. He kissed her face and ran his hand along her cheek and let his nurturing presence calm all the wounds within and without.

		“You want to get out of your depression and your financial problems?” he asked her.

		“Of course.” The minute he mentioned that part of her life there was an instant of anxiety in the pit of her stomach.

		“Well then, you’re going to stay here and perform next weekend—because I need you. And the day after, I’m sending you off to a treatment center. You’ll handle the depression, you’ll handle the booze, and you’ll get yourself back on track.”

		“What?”

		“You’ve got a problem, Brandy. More than I can take care of by myself.”

		“So you ship me off and that’s it?” She knew this was too good to be true.

		“No, that’s not it. But you’ve had a long season of sadness and it’s gotten in your soul. I’ll be around to see you through, but you’re going to do it right.”

		“You’ll be around?” she asked. “What does that mean?”

		“It means when you’ve gone through the program and you’re feeling stronger, then the Cowboy Grill will be your first booking. I might just keep you hired here for a long time.

		She looked at him suspiciously. “Don’t you dare toy with my affections, Naughton. I’ve been bruised and battered far too much. I know it’s my fault, and I guess I’m going to handle it, but I couldn’t take it, you give me all this affection and then take it way.”

		“I’m not planning to take it away. I just want you to be ready for what I have to offer.”

		It was hard to believe that anyone could care about her so much. How in million years did she manage find someone like this?

		“But what about the money? You know that’s a mess.”

		“Don’t worry about it, I have enough to take care of things right now. Besides, some financial problems can be squared away with a lawyer, and I have a good one. What’s more important, though, is curing what’s in here.” He pointed to her chest. “This comes first.”

		“You know, Naughton, you’re really something special.” Her eyes were filling with tears again.

		“And so are you. You’re a shooting star that needs a place to land and maybe in time to rise in the sky again. I’m going to help that happen, Brandy Winger. You can trust that.”

		She did trust him. She still wasn’t sure why he’d picked her out of the crowd of gifted singers that wandered into his Cowboy Grill and then went on their way. But she was sure he meant what he said. Naughton was a man of his word, the steady and serene kind of guy she needed as a rock to lean on when she had feet of clay.

		

		

		Desperado

		

		I have auburn hair that reaches to my waist, pale green eyes that sometimes look like the devil, and a sassy attitude. Of course, that’s what’s kept me in business these five years. The Angry Bear Tavern that I inherited from my drunken daddy—he was bested in a gunfight he should have never started—is not an easy place to run. I make accommodations, do what I need to do, and sometimes that’s not very Christian, or so the Christians would say. Hell, as Lyle McCarren’s daughter, I’ve been at odds with the churchgoing crowd all my life. When preacher Estes Honaker took me over his knee and paddled my behind in front of the Sunday School class, for speaking my mind about the resurrection of the dead—I told them I didn’t want to be walking the earth with no dead folk—that was the last time Kiley McCarren was in church. I ran from the claptrap Sunday School room, out the freshly painted sanctuary, with the choir singing hymns, and decided to hold up with the town drunk, my daddy, in his tavern for the rest of my life. I figured if God wanted me, he’d have to come to me right where I live, right in the middle of this teaming den of iniquity.

		I suppose I’ve mellowed since that Sunday morning when I was a sassy nine year old. Now, I’m a sassy twenty-six year old and not likely to change all that much. I drink, I gamble, I’m pretty good at that, if I do say so myself. I’ve left a table more than a few bucks under and many times walked away with the jackpot. And, yes, I sell myself on the side when the mood feels right. I take care of the other girls in the tavern, some that have been whoring a whole lot longer than me, and I’m generous to a fault. I’ve never turned away a stranger from a good meal, and have rarely turned away a generous man who’s in need of the warmth from a woman’s thighs. I don’t consider myself holy for my choice of vocations, but I know I’m offering a valuable service for this lonesome frontier. Men need women, I figure. It gives them balance. Oh, I don’t like them dirty and I’ll tell them as much as I push them toward the bathhouse before they can lay a hand on my puss, or fondle my derriere. But when they are clean and looking reasonably wholesome, I don’t have a problem taking their money while they hang their holsters on the bedpost and I spread my fragrant legs.

		

		That’s the way things have been with Kiley McCarron for a long time. But lately things have begun to change, which is the point of my story. Seems this desperado had other ideas about my virtue and I now find myself ready to change just about everything because this unwholesome brute decided to pay The Angry Bear a visit.

		It began one night just before The Angry Bear closed. I was dead tired, my girls were all tucked in their beds earning a night’s wages, and it was just Jess, the bartender, and me sitting sorrowfully drinking a last whisky when a hulking man clouded the entrance of the saloon with his massive form.

		He didn’t say a word, just stood there for a moment and stared inside. We could hardly make out his face with a bright moon shining behind him. I felt myself tremble, and was sure Jess was reaching for his gun under the bar, just in case.

		I knew Jess was righteously cautious about this stranger, but even though I trembled, I had no real fear. This wasn’t a mean sort of fellow about to tear the place apart—oh, yes, we’ve had a few of those since I’ve been in charge. But he wasn’t like that at all. This man was a desperado in need of soothing, not a fight.

		Seconds passed while we three stared each other down. Turning into a minute or two, I wondered if he’d ever enter. And then, just before I was about to invite him in for a shot of whiskey, he pushes open the saloon door and strolls inside. I’ll never forget the sound of his boots hitting the hard wood, the way the boards beneath him creaked. He came slowly on us, the lamps on the wall beginning to light his face the closer he got. There was nothing about his expression that wouldn’t cause a woman to flee in fear of him. His look was as fierce as his large body. His coal black eyes were lit like torches, and his black beard and mustache seemed to swallow his mouth so I couldn’t clearly see his face. With hair that reached his shoulders flowing in a wave of ebony, I saw him as a man of conviction and force, and that force swept through me like the quaking earth.

		“Whiskey?” I asked.

		“And a woman,” he said.

		Jess poured his drink, while I answered his request.

		“I’m afraid I’ll have to do,” I said, “all my girls are in bed.”

		He inspected me while he downed his liquor with one gulp. Then, as if he couldn’t make up his mind, he inspected me more. I’m a beautiful woman, especially dressed in emerald green satin with a low cut bodice that shows the blush of my breasts. I wondered what more he wanted.

		“What’s your name?” he asked.

		“Kiley. Kiley McCarron,” I said proudly. “I own this place. And as long as you’re here you’ll behave like a gentleman.”

		He nodded. “You’ve got a bed upstairs?” he asked looking toward the staircase behind the bar.

		I hesitated. He was certainly not a flirtatious man. With so little finesse, I wasn’t too sure we’d make love or just fuck. Not knowing how to respond I remained silent, glued to the polished bar that held my weight. I suppose I wondered most how I’d get him into the bath before he had me.

		Noting my delay, the desperado reached into his pocket and withdrew a wad of bills, enough to pay the taxes and re-shingle the exterior of the aging saloon.

		“It’s only one night,” he said, “and your thighs are broad and your ass is fair, I’m sure your cunt is hot as well.”

		I saw Jess blush, I almost did too, but my lessons in roughness had taught me to be careful of too much chagrin. I didn’t need to give away any fear.

		“Put the money in the safe, will you? Jess,” I replied. Turning, I walked toward the stairs, expecting the desperado to follow me.

		I pretty much forgot about him bathing, with it so late. And thankfully he wasn’t the kind that wanted to get too close anyway. But he did have a way with my hind end. Bending me over the bed, he massaged my generous plump mounds with his burly hands, kneading the flesh like flour dough and occasionally smacking my fair Irish skin with a good hearty whack. That got me all hot and flustered and I swayed my behind lewdly, letting him know how much I liked his nasty treatment. Not that I really wanted him to think I was having that much fun … but I couldn’t help myself. Ah, it felt so good, all that heat and fire. I held my tongue, though. It was well after midnight and with all the noisy slapping of my ass I was afraid that we’d wake one of my girls. I certainly didn’t want them to think I gave into a man that way. Some girls have a thing about being delicate, submissive flowers gently bending to a man’s will, but not me. I never planned to let a man get the better of me, even if it was one as miraculous with his hands as this one was.

		After the fucking was over, he wanted me lying with him. He was warm, his arms nurturing, and he didn’t need a bath as much I thought he would. I found myself settling into his heated body thinking that we really fit together.

		“You know you shouldn’t be in this kind of business, Kiley McCarron.”

		“And what business is it of yours?” I said, impudence showing.

		He had a lock of my hair in his hand, holding it so tightly it hurt. Pulling me up above him, enough so he could look me squarely in the face, I saw his quarrelsome expression and an attitude that was strangely fatherly. Not that I’d had much fatherly affection to compare it with, what he displayed was rather amazing the effect it had on me. Almost as if I liked the way he wanted to protect me. I had to shake off the feeling, it was ridiculous. The man was a dangerous desperado, I was convinced of that, and I’d be wise to watch myself.

		“Every good whore I’ve ever known either turns up dead or becomes a withered old hag by the time they’re thirty. You’re too beautiful to let that happen.” He let go my hair and I fell back against his arm beside him.

		That was a backhanded compliment, I thought to myself. But a warming gesture in its own way.

		“So, who are you anyway?” I probed him, since he thought he had the right to make comments on the facts of my life.

		“Brady Jarret,” he replied.

		I immediately shot up, trying to wriggle my way out of his arms. “You shouldn’t be here,” I said. Where there had been some warmth in my heart, it was growing as cold as ice in winter.

		“I am, so what?”

		“You should go.” I tried to weasel out of the bed, but he reached out and clutched me with one enormous fist. “No wonder your whores end up dead, tied to a man like you,” I said.

		I struggled more against his grasp, but he wasn’t letting me go.

		“You think you can best me, brat, you’ll just make me laugh.”

		“I gave you your money’s worth,” I said. “But nothing obligates me to stay with you now.”

		“Ah, so it’s all in my name, huh?”

		“It’s not your name at all, it’s who you are, and I don’t need fugitives from the law hanging out in my saloon. Now it’s the dead of night, you’ve had my loins, it’s time to leave. The window should suit you just fine.”

		I was as righteously adamant as I knew how to be, but the man wasn’t letting go. Struggling with him was getting me no where. But positioning myself just so, against his hefty body, I laid into his groin with my knee as hard as I could. He “yeowwweed” like crazy, but he didn’t let go. And once he’d recovered from the blow, which didn’t take long at all, I found myself upturned, flung naked over his lap on the edge of the bed, getting my behind walloped with the palm of his hand. His broad stroke was mean and it hurt like the dickens. Whack after whack laid all about my fleshy mounds, it began to really hurt.

		“You goddam bastard!” I wailed, forgetting that there were sleeping whores all over the upstairs of the saloon.

		“Call me what you like, bitch, but you don’t fuck with my balls!” he wailed back.

		He must have been into his third dozen whacks before he let up at all, and that seemed only because he wanted to jockey me around on his lap so he could secure me rigidly against him. Such power, such force, and such a nasty sting! My ass was hot as a coal fire. With every added smack the burn only became more unbearable. There was no getting away from the fiery blast. The man was mean and determined, and not hearing a word I said.

		Over the din of my own noise, I managed to hear a few doors creaking outside my closed one, and then I hollered all the more!

		“Hush, whore!” he snarled in a whisper at my ear. “Or perhaps you’d like the authorities to know I’m here in your bed. Think they wouldn’t arrest you too for harboring an outlaw as mean as me?”

		I immediately squelched my cries, but the desperado still didn’t stop spanking me.

		“You think my girls aren’t out there with shotguns?” I hissed through my teeth in an angry whisper.

		“Let them listen, Kiley McCarren. Let them watch if they want, but they won’t stop me and neither will you! You’ve probably needed this for a long time and there’s been no man, that’s man enough to do it!”

		His hand came down on my smarting behind as fervently as ever. I know this would be the last time I’d knee a desperado in the balls. Too bad I hadn’t discovered that piece of wisdom ten minutes before. Gritting my teeth, I kept my cries to a minimum and let the brute go on spanking me. Then with a sudden move he jerked me to my feet.

		“Now, you ever try that again, you obnoxious harlot, and I’ll use my belt and leave welts.”

		“As if there’s going to be a next time!” I fumed at him, my hands on my hips, my eyes shooting darts as fierce as the ones his coal black eyes were throwing my way.

		“Oh, there will be a next time,” he assured me. “I rather like your spit and fire, and I like your ass.”

		“Don’t you ever try me again, or I’ll have the marshal after you.”

		“Hah! You won’t know when I’m coming, little lady. But rest assured, I will have your ass again, right in the palm of my hand.” He reached to fondle my sore behind but I managed to pull away. “And if you get testy on me, I’ll take you to the shed behind this saloon and give it to you proper. There’s nothing like the crimson butt of a angry whore to cure what ails a weary man.”

		He stood, his great shoulders towering over my seemingly slight form. In comparison to him I felt like nothing at all. There was lots more I might have said, but his demeanor silenced me. To argue was pointless, and with him putting his pants back on, I figured I was better off not saying a word as to tempt him to throw me over the back of a chair and pelt my ass with his leather belt.

		He was out of the saloon moments later, slipping stealthily into the night. As I watched through the open window, I was, on the one hand, glad to see he was gone, and on the other, wondering when he’d return.

		Wild—the feelings in me were something akin to lust and I could just imagine what it might be like having his nasty leather belt doubled in his hand, the blasted thing taking my ass end to another bright and burning moment of thrill. It was a night I would remember well.

		When I finally appeared outside my room that morning, my curious friend Jennymae asked, “You had a trick gone sour, Kiley? Sounded like quite a brute, I almost came in with Harley and dragged you out.”

		“I don’t know. I really don’t know,” I answered her, shaking my head and I refused to discuss my night with anyone.

		

		I didn’t see the desperado for two weeks, and with each day that passed I became more sure that his threat to return would never materialize. He was a dangerous wanted man in these parts, leading a dangerous life. While his crimes had all been for money—a train robbery, and a couple of banks heists, he had left one man dead. That man foolishly tried to challenge Brady Jarret when he’d have been wise to let this desperado take off with the bag of cash. I knew Brady was a dangerous man, the kind no woman, whore or Christian lady, should think about. But still, I found myself dreaming about him, and more than once on a lonely night when I was sleeping by myself, I took my body heat to a climax, remembering the utter command he had over me body and soul.

		Just as the memory of Brady Jarret was fading from my mind so I could hardly recall his face, he showed himself again. This time, he didn’t bother with the front door or the shot of whiskey. He climbed the stairs in the alley and came through my window at dawn.

		“I want a bath,” he said as he weaseled his way inside my room. Thankfully, I was alone.

		Without a protest, I found myself giving him exactly what he wanted. Just one look at him and my heart was beating rapidly, and I was becoming liquid between my thighs the lust was so strong. While he waited in my room, I took care of the water and soap. And then when I snuck him down to the wash room at the end of the hall, he had me stay.

		“Bathe me,” he ordered.

		“I don’t do that,” I told him.

		“Maybe not to other men, but you will to me,” he informed me, very sure of himself.

		“I beg your pardon.”

		“I beg no pardons, ma’am, but I will lay my belt on a fractious lady’s ass if she so warrants. Or perhaps you forgot our last time together?”

		“I haven’t forgotten at all,” I said. “But I would like to know what gives you the right to make such demands on a woman you have no claim to.”

		“Ah, but I do have a claim on you, Kiley McCarron,” he said with a rude grin on his hairy face.

		I stood my ground, fuming. My chest heaved in anger, but I was afraid to speak. And then there was that feeling coming from him. Unnerving, I felt myself going weak, faltering when I should have been tough as nails with the brute.

		“See,” he chuckled, “It’s there in your eyes. You want a man of my charms, admit it.”

		“You have no charm,” I said resolved.

		“No?” he laughed full. “I have much charm, my sassy mistress.”

		I recoiled instantly. “I’m not your mistress!” I declared.

		“Ah, but you will be after today.” He reached out and pulled me toward him, toward the bath, the water, and the soap. Before I knew what was happening, my clothes were stripped from me and I was naked in the tub with him, rubbing his hairy chest with a thick washcloth.

		I performed the rite he asked for as any whore would accommodate a paying customer, yet I found myself unbelievably aroused the way his hands combed my body while I worked. He was especially attentive to my ass, under the water, kneading it as though he could change the shape with his bare hands. I squirmed, not intending to, but such a fire was kindled it was impossible to ignore it.

		“Ah, yes, after today,” he said smugly. “You’ll do anything I ask.”

		“I will not!” I protested vehemently, but that only raised a nasty gleam in his dark eyes. There I was again, in a matter of seconds, lifted from where my ass was deep inside the water, my poor body thrust over the edge of the tub, my rear cheeks raised in the air, and the desperado’s hand coming down on wet flesh making my whole hind end burn. This time he wasn’t angry with me, and between one rude burst of smacks he’d fondle my privates, reaching in with his fingers to find my womanly bud swollen and sensitive to even the slightest touch. Realizing the painful arousal in me, he then backed off and whacked my ass again, stimulating this dreadful passion even more. I hated myself becoming a withering flower in his command, but I couldn’t stop what the heat was doing to my smoldering insides. What was far worse was that I couldn’t stop wanting this rough man to take me anyway he chose. I wriggled about trying to get away, but then, with his hold on me as firm as ever, I relinquished everything. During one pause in the spanking, the orgasm in me crescendoed to a rich peak of satisfaction and I was over the top, writhing happily on those skilled fingers.

		“There,” he said, seeming to be as satisfied as I was when it was over. He pulled me back into the tub and fondled my breasts as he gazed on me with a contented grin. “I proved my point.”

		“Oh, you are a dastardly man,” I retorted. I could hardly even breathe, though I was trying to regain some of the composure I’d lost.

		“Are you a betting woman?” he asked me.

		“Betting? You mean do I gamble? Yes, and I win all the time.”

		“Then I’d bet you’ll be mine alone before the winter is over, Kiley McCarren. I’ll have you anywhere I want and you won’t object.” I looked at him stunned. “Now, you sassy whore, get yourself out of the tub and warm a towel for me or I’ll lay my belt on you in seconds.”

		Dazed and bewildered I stumbled from the tub and followed his orders. Then exiting the wash room, I made my way naked to my room where I quickly donned another dress and tried to escape downstairs. The desperado caught me before I could get even halfway, and in silence he pulled me up the stairs. And there I was, in spite of myself, naked in my bed with him once again. This time it felt as though he was making love to me and I couldn’t let go, no matter how much my poor, confused mind was reeling from this amazing brute. When he finished, he held me close to him. There was comfort in his embrace, and fear as well. He looked at me with kindness and that was almost worse than his gruff manner.

		“You need the money your whoring brings?” he asked.

		“No?” I admitted honestly.

		He looked pleased. “Then don’t do it again. You do, it’ll be to the woodshed for you.”

		“How dare you tell me what I can and cannot do!” I was indignant once again.

		He smacked my ass hard. “You are my mistress, Kiley McCarron, no one else will have you.”

		“I cannot promise you that,” I said, still feeling quite defiant. Even so, I couldn’t imagine any man that could be as wild and rude and wonderful to make love to as this one. I knew I could be satisfied with just his hairy loins and fat cock. Even the slapping of his palm against my ass made me hot with desire.

		“I’d suggest you search your heart, and then behave yourself. I will honor my vow, even if you can’t seem to make one.”

		“And what vow is that?” I asked.

		“I’ll remain chaste for you.”

		“You certainly don’t need to.”

		“But I shall, and you’ll do me the favor of returning my pledge, that is unless you really want to know what it’s like to have your ass burn.”

		“I think I already know that, thank you,” I said.

		“Ah, your daddy whip you?” he asked.

		“I suppose he did,” I said.

		“But it wasn’t like it’s been with me, was it?”

		“Certainly not! My daddy was a drunken bastard, but he never laid his hand on me for anything but punishment that I suppose I deserved.”

		“Then, I’ll not either,” he said, though I won’t vow not to take your cunt afterwards.” There was the glimmer of the devil in him.

		I eyed the man, so perplexed I really didn’t know what to say. “I think Brady Jarret, that this is a strange kind of promise you want from me. What kind of life can it be with a desperado like you? What good would it be to fall in love with a man who has the barrel of the sheriff’s pistol pointed at his head. I’d be foolish to give my heart and promises to you.”

		“Ah,” his face softened so sweetly. “But I think you already have.”

		I couldn’t deny it, but I certainly wasn’t going to admit it. Slithering out of his grasp, I stood beside his wondrously naked body and dressed. I didn’t have a thing to say because there were huge tears forming in my eyes.

		“I’ll leave it for you to decide, pretty one,” he said. And then, he was off.

		I can’t say I wasn’t worried every second until I knew he was safely out of town.

		

		Brady Jarret came to my bed weekly for two months, and for two months I refused to sell myself, even to the regular guys that were used to having me on their whim. I created quite a ruckus with them, especially when I claimed it was the wrong time of the month for six weeks straight. I finally leveled with the best of them, and said there was a man I was promised to—of course I didn’t tell anyone who that was. To my dismay, word got out about my secret beau and the girls in the house and the guys in town didn’t want to let the matter drop until they knew who’d stolen Kiley McCarron’s heart.

		

		Two months—I endured them rather easily, thinking of Brady, my dear desperado. I relished the dead of night when he’d sneak into my bed and we enjoyed our kisses, and the playful midnight spankings. We had to be reasonably quiet, however, since I didn’t want the girls snooping around and finding out who was screwing me. It was just as well no one knew, even my best friend, Jennymae.

		Then, there was the week that he didn’t come and I got anxious. Another week and I was feeling desperate. Then the third, and I was making casual inquiries about “wanted” men with the sheriff, trying to be coy about my reasons for knowing about the dreadful outlaws that played havoc on quiet towns like ours. “Never can be too careful who tries to sleep with one of my girls,” I told him.

		“You have anyone in mind?” he asked me.

		“I really don’t know,” I said. “Just wonder who’s still roaming loose.”

		For all my prying, I found out nothing about Brady Jarret, if he’d been captured or was lying in an unmarked grave in some cemetery.

		After a few more weeks without his visit, I finally, for practical reasons of income, I decided to halt my enforced celibacy from my working girl trade. The roof of the saloon needed repair before winter, and turning a few tricks was the easiest way to earn the cash. Besides, I was missing the warm arms and hot cock of a man. At that point, any good man would do.

		For the next several weeks, I was hot and sassy again, climbing on gambler’s laps, flirting with lusty land barons and cowboys, and dallying with disaster. One especially late evening, I discovered later, my desperado was peeking in the saloon window unbeknownst to me or anyone else. Right when I was letting a sweet brute of a cowboy run his hands down the bodice of my satin dress and pluck a fair freckled tit from its confinement, Brady’s eyes were fixed on the illicit act. Following that nearly public groping in the saloon proper, the desperado watched as I dragged the lanky young cow poke up the stairs to bed.

		

		It was a hell of a night that followed. I’d have been better off if the cowboy had stayed, but he was quick out the door after he’d dropped his seed in me, and that gave my desperado the opportunity to attack.

		“What the hell you doing!” he blared at me, none too quietly I might add. He reached out to me in my bed and grabbed me from a night’s journey into a lovely, sexy dream.

		“Brady! My god, I thought you’d never return.” I was so glad to see him I was nearly in tears. I threw myself at him and held on tightly.

		“I suppose you didn’t, my fair weather mistress. Seems I need to remind you of a few things,” he said, as he pushed me back.

		“Ah, love, I thought you’d been arrested or were dead. It’s been so long, how was I suppose to know?”

		“Your constancy so weak that you started screwing around so soon?”

		“Please, Brady, let’s not war,” I pleaded with him. I tried taking him in my arms again, running my hands over all the right places to arouse his manly passions.

		“After I do as I promised, then we’ll make love.”

		He was reaching for his belt, and I shivered, realizing what he was planning to do.

		“No, no please,” I tried to dissuade him.

		His look was terrifying, he scowled as angrily as I’d ever seen him, and the passion in his eyes looked like death itself, or God incensed to a righteous wrath.

		He had the belt loose and in his hand, doubled without my being able to stop him.

		“No, not here, the girls will hear. You said the shed.”

		“Yes, the shed will do,” he agreed, and he hauled me off my bed. I only had seconds to find my robe and pull it around my shoulders. My nightgown was hardly enough to cover me from the cold of the night. Half dragging me, we took the balcony of the saloon around to the back and stole silently down the steps. Skirting the moonlit places in the yard, we headed straight for the woodshed opposite the two outhouses. The only sound we made was the door rattling as it opened. Yet, I was sure that more noise than I wanted to hear would soon be kissing the nighttime air.

		Inside the woodshed, Brady lit a lantern with a match and the glow of it cast long orange/yellow shadows around the crude walls.

		“I told you, I’d have your ass, you took money for your sweet cunt again. How many times has it been?”

		“I thought you were dead!” I tried to reason with him one more time.

		“How many times was it?”

		“I don’t know,” I said, nearly in tears.

		“You do know, bitch!” he was just short of roaring. Not to cause anymore curiosity from outside the shed I had to answer.

		“I’m not sure, but I went back in business two weeks ago, I suppose there have been a half-dozen or so.”

		That information made him even more angry, his scowl turning darker, so dark I thought I could see smoke curling from his ears. He looked like a charging bull.

		I tried to look painfully meek and penitent, but it was obvious that there was no escaping the punishment that he’d lay on. And the truth? I was actually looking forward to it. I knew it would hurt more than any hand spanking he’d given me, and there wouldn’t be any tender fondling in the middle just to alleviate the pain. No, this would be rough going start to finish; but then, I was strangely feeling guilty over my lack of virtue. His belt on my ass seemed like the perfect way to pay for my crimes. I hadn’t realized until I was staring him down, looking contrite in the face of his harrowing grimace, that I really did love him with all my heart. I was glad to see him, glad to be punished by him and suddenly so aroused by the further possibilities of the night, I wasn’t sure that this would even hurt.

		That stray thought, of course, was a painful miscalculation. But an err in common sense or not, it made no difference what my next minutes would be like.

		Once the irate desperado was ready for the task, he hauled me to the woodpile, pushed me against the rough-cut firewood and pulled up my robe and nightgown so he could have a clear shot at my white ass. I thought he was going to hold me steady the whole time, that he’d stand close with one hand on my back, the other doing the nasty deed, laying the doubled leather on my expectant derriere. To my surprise, however, he left me to clutch the jagged edges of a log or two of wood, and stood back so he could unfurl the belt to its full and impressive length.

		I gasped for air in the breathless, close confines, gripped by a sudden panic in my heart. It beat so fast I could feel the pounding in my ears. My face was hot and flushed. Looking back at him, I cringed even more as I saw him draw back his arm and bring the belt down toward my pushed-out ass. I closed my eyes waiting for the strike, and then listened to the sound of the leather spank my broad ass cheeks, as it extended from one side to the other, meanly catching the side of my hips.

		I shrieked.

		Feeling the next snap of leather, I was solely into the pain, the sting that radiated from the center where he aimed his blows. One strike after another rained down on me and with each, the shrieks and cries that issued from my lips were woeful and heartfelt. I jerked each time the belt landed, and could see in my mind’s eye my flesh turn crimson. I wiggled heartily, but then, not too much. Every time I writhed too much, the belt would snap the side of my hip again. With so little padding there, the pain would shoot through me like a knife blade cutting my skin. I can’t recall how long he went on before he finally paused. Then, I wilted to the floor, hoping that he was done with me for the night.

		“Get up!” he roared. His voice was fierce, but in deference for the nighttime hour, he was not as sharp with me as he might have been. I can’t say I’d been as cautious with my own shrieks and cries.

		“I can’t,” I wailed. Tears that had been held back were spilling from my eyes in a steady stream.

		“Up, wench, you’re not done yet.”

		He sounded fierce, but he also sounded sincere like an angry father, admonishing a straying child.

		“I’m so sorry, my love, I’ll never …” I tried.

		“I’ll hear your promises later,” he returned. “Now, if you don’t want this to go on all night, you’d better get to your feet and let me have your ass.”

		By then, my bottom wasn’t screaming at me anymore. In fact, the warmth of the blaze diminished to a sensuous glow of heat. If only … I thought to myself. If only the next smacks would just augment this feeling.

		I was dismayed immediately, however. Bending over the woodpile again, I felt his next round as fiercely as I’d felt the first and this one went on longer.

		“Yeeeeeowwww!” I cried, when one meanly caught the base of my ass cheeks, and then several others were laid on the tops of my thighs. “Noooooooo,” the long protest came from a guttural level somewhere inside me, a place where I’d never felt such pain before. Perhaps, I’d gained his sympathy because he returned to whipping the center of my ass, laying another bright and forceful round of punishment on the most padded parts.

		He kept up the pace, pausing after every few smacks to let me get a fresh—or rather stale—breath of air. The atmosphere around us was so hot, even being a late fall night with a heady chill in the air, it felt like the heat of a summer’s day. I found that the longer he went on, the more I became accustomed to the pain, that instead of being as brutal as those first harsh smacks, I could bear the new ones. Perhaps my ass was simply numb, or perhaps it was the desire burning in me. I know that I was less prone to shrieks, in fact they finally died away altogether so that I was squirming hot with each blow that landed. I was almost looking forward to the next.

		I think when Brady thought I was too comfortable with the pain, he’d lay it against me especially hard until he heard me protest again. This went on for some minutes, though like I’ve said, I have no judgment of time in these things. I only know that we were finally exhausted. After one particularly long pause, I slumped again to the dusty earth beneath me, and rested my hot bottom on the cool ground.

		“Enough?” I looked up at him sorrowfully.

		I could see in his eyes, a kindness had replaced the ferocity that had defined the last half hour. He still looked grim and serious, but not nearly as much as he’d been when all this started.

		“Enough,” he confirmed. “You’ll believe me now, I should think.” He was quite adamant with that comment. And as I watched him put his belt back around his waist, I breathed a sigh of relief. As much as the final smacks might have pleased me, as much as they might have had some erotic quality, I wasn’t sure that I could take anymore. “Now get up, my fair brat,” he ordered and I quickly complied.

		

		I was a limp and wilted flower in his hands that night. But oh, how he refreshed me and made me bloom again. After some moments of quiet, we slipped back up the stairs and into my room through the open window.

		In bed, he was once again my handsome desperado, his hands going everywhere, along my thighs, about my cunt, and, of course, about my red and punished cheeks. It didn’t take too long for the bright hue to fade, though the soreness would remain for some time, especially with his hands caressing the flesh with such a fervent passion. I admit, those caresses were the most lovely that I’ve ever known. More than just a reminder of my vow to him and how he’d keep me to that vow forever, they brought me such an amazing arousal. After so many nights without him, they made me frantic to know his cock inside me, eager to please him in anyway he wanted. I still can’t believe the power he has over me, how it seems to renew with every touch of his hand, whether that touch is cruel or tender. I only knew after this trip to the woodshed and the aftermath, that I’d be taking money from no man. No man but my desperado would enjoy the comfort of my bed.

		

		There was a posse that rode into town the morning after my night in the shed. We’d laid in bed a long time, but the commotion in the street was enough to make us peek out of the window. We couldn’t be sure if these lawmen were after Brady, or some other roaming outlaw. Yet, we couldn’t take any chances either. At the first opportunity, I slipped my lover out of my room, into a vacated bedroom across the hall. From there, he left the saloon through a back window and I believe he made it safely out of town. Just outside the window, he turned to give me one last command and one last shred of hope.

		“You keep yourself chaste for me, Kiley McCarron, or you know what happens next time.” For good measure, he grabbed his belt as he spoke. Reminded of the night before, a crazy shiver of lust bolted through my body. It moved from my stomach, to my hips, to my heart, but seemed settle in my aching behind. I longed for another experience with his belt on my ass, though I hoped that the next one would be as much for pleasure as this last was for punishment.

		“I’ll be constant, I promise,” I said.

		He smiled and touched my face tenderly.

		“Next time I return, I’ll be taking you with me when I leave,” he said.

		“What?” I was bewildered.

		“We’ll go to Mexico where I’m not a hunted man. I have a friend that will keep us safe. And there, in the wide open spaces I won’t have to worry about the sounds we make in the night.”

		“You mean when your belt is striking my behind?” I asked.

		“Yes, that’s exactly what I mean.”

		With a gleam in his eye, he was off, disappearing without that one last kiss.

		

		It’s been three weeks since the desperado’s last visit. I miss him more than anything in the world. I have my hope, my dreams and my passion to keep me steady. And my vow of chastity to him. Mexico. I think of Mexico and wonder if we can truly be safe together, if our lives will ever really get beyond these stolen nights, if we can ever walk the streets of some dusty town, together hand in hand. I wonder too as I recall our brief nights, if I’ll ever have his belt against my ass again bringing out all the wondrous passion and the fiery flames of sex.

		I wonder and I wait now. In the dead of night I think I hear him creeping toward my room. But when he’s not there, and it’s just the wind rattling the pane of glass, I keep my hope.

		I think of Mexico, and I think of my desperado and dream.

		

	
		

		

		My Urban Cowgirl

		

		Morgan’s best features were her laughter and her ass. I’m not sure if the two are connected in any way, because she sure didn’t laugh much when I was dealing with those round rear cheeks. I think it was the laughter that would follow that often endeared me to her.

		She thought she was hot stuff, landing in my life to polish my ranching operation with her expertise. Hell, I didn’t given a damn about keeping books, I was a backwoods hellion that finally found peace riding my acres of prime land. I only hired the brat to make sure I wasn’t losing money. But then, she swooped in on me wanting to change everything, and hell, I wasn’t about to let her make all the changes she would have tried.

		Morgan was suppose to stay at my ranch for a few weeks to learn the business, set up the accounts and make suggestions; though when she arrived I could see that things weren’t going to be all that cut and dried. From my first look at her long golden hair, the cornflower blue eyes and her pert smile, I could tell that there’d be some kind of sparks flying before our relationship was over. She was as sassy as a smart-mouthed teenager, waving her ass as she walked with me from the plane to my truck. I think she was trying to impress me with her knowledge of operations like ours, her in her pale yellow designer suit and the Gucci briefcase. I could just see her changing clothes appearing in a pair of skin tight blue jeans, a silk cowboy shirt and high-heeled boots that she’d stumble in the first time she walked across the paddock. She might have read up on ranches, but she wouldn’t know what the hell she was talking about and end up embarrassing us both. I wondered if this had been a good idea. A fellow rancher had hired her Chicago accounting firm the spring before. They put his records in order in three days. I knew the job at my ranch would be a bit more involved, but I wasn’t planning to have some gorgeous dame with a desire for control trying to take over. She was certainly going to have to stick with the books and stay out of my territory.

		

		To my surprise and relief, Morgan did get out of that posh yellow suit before she fell in the mud and ruined it, and she thankfully appeared in a decent pair of blue jeans—some designer brand of course, but she had regular cowboy boots and a denim shirt that didn’t look as though it would fly off in the wind. She still looked like dynamite though. I could have cursed the accounting firm for sending me this woman. I wasn’t particularly happy with the distraction with so much to do, but I suppose I could think of other annoyances that were worse than having to gaze at a statuesque body, golden hair and a beautiful smile.

		Unfortunately, it didn’t take long for me to find out where this broad was coming from. Starting with our tour of the stables, she was filled with all kinds of “helpful hints” that went in one ear and out the other. I was only too happy to show her the way to the office and the work she was hired to do. The day after her arrival, however, while she was supposed to be taking a break, I found her discussing animal feed with my stable hands, as if she was making the buying decisions. I led her away from them fast, but she was putting her nose into all kinds of places, from the kitchen, to the paddocks, to the stables and cattle barns. I’d leave her alone for ten minutes and she’d have some harebrained idea that only confused my employees and pissed me off.

		I finally cornered her after three days of irritation. Backing her right into a corner in the office, I put my finger in her face and exploded—kindly I might add.

		“Listen, Ms. Morgan Rice, your job is here, in this room, getting my accounts in order. It is not in the stables, lending advice where none is needed. I didn’t hire you for that, and I don’t want you butting your head into matters that don’t concern you. This ranch could be going to hell in a hand-basket but you just stick to your job, nothing more. Is that clear?” On second thought, I wasn’t all that kind, but she was really screwing up the works. I thought she might be just a little apologetic when I got my point across, but no, she wasn’t going to be intimidated by anything.

		“Your ranch is going to hell in a hand basket,” she declared. “And if you don’t do something soon, you will lose it. I’m only trying to do the job you hired me to do. As I see it, I’m here to save you from disaster, which is just around the next corner.”

		“My, you are an optimistic sort,” I sneered at her meanly. I was still pissed. “Let’s just get this really straight. You have an opinion, that’s okay, but you say nothing to anyone but me. Got that?”

		“Okay, I can live with that, but I’m not going to watch you tube your inheritance, your way of life and the only thing you have going for you by being stubborn as a mule, Mr. Andreson.” She was pretty stubborn herself, and I backed away from her laughing.

		In a few minutes, she was laughing too. Seemed we both needed to lighten up and that was a good way to ease the prickly tension between us.

		“I’m sorry if I overstepped my bounds, Rory,” she finally admitted. “I guess I get over zealous when I get in the middle of a battle. And that’s how I see your financial condition.”

		“Enough said. I’ll keep my peace, as long as you follow the rules.”

		She got this strange look in her eyes and cocked head. “And if I don’t?”

		I eyed her thoroughly for a minute, then smiled. “You know, there’s an old strap hanging on the stable wall. My daddy used to use it on my ass when I misbehaved. You keep up the way you did this last few days, I’ll take that strap, haul you over my knee, and give you the spanking of your life.”

		“Oh, my,” she said, giggling sweetly. “I’d like to see any man do that.”

		“I consider that a challenge,” he said.

		“Oh, then I suppose I’d better watch out.”

		“Just don’t tempt me Ms. Rice.”

		“I’ll do my best not to, but please just call me Morgan. All this Ms. Rice stuff sounds so formal, kind of like you resent that I’m a woman.”

		“I don’t resent that at all. In fact, I appreciate very much that you’re a woman and very pretty to look at.”

		I think she actually blushed, but she covered it up quickly, and then weaseled her way out of the corner back to the desk, while I moved on with my day.

		

		It only took two days for Morgan to have me pissed again. Just when I thought she’d work out fine, she managed some casual conversation with my foreman and I began hearing about her schemes to make my ranch part of a consortium of ranch businesses. It seemed like the first step on the road to ruin, and I wasn’t exactly happy about hearing her plans second hand.

		“I thought I told you to bring your fancy ideas to me, if you have to express them,” I said as I strode into the office. She was bending over reaching for some files in the bottom drawer of the file cabinet and I enjoyed a quick look at her lovely rear.

		“You’re talking about my brief conversation with Al?” she asked, sounding rather flippant in the process.

		“Yes, that conversation should have been with me.”

		“And there was nothing wrong with it.”

		“Except that we had an agreement.”

		She’d taken a seat at the desk, and looked up at me as though she was the one in charge, and I was just any old lackey in her service. Maybe if she’d have laughed a little, I might not have been in such a bad humor. But it was bad timing for her to power up on me. I’d already had a lousy day and her back-handed scheme was the last straw.

		“You know I really oughta take you over my knee,” I said remembering my suggestion.

		“You really think I’d let you?” she peered up through her reading glasses—reminding me of an old Latin teacher I had in high school.

		“We’ll just see, won’t we,” I replied. I was going for her, had her pulled to her feet, dragged across the room and over my lap before she realized what was happening. Holding her around the waist with a firm grip, since I expected her to raise holy hell, I began spanking her bottom with the palm of my hand as hard as I could.

		She cried, she screamed, she kicked her legs, but I kept going, pouring every bit of strength I could muster into the act. I figured that I had to hit her hard, otherwise she’d never feel a thing through the stiff jeans that covered her behind. If I thought I could have uncovered them, and have her bare bottom to smack, I certainly would have. But I decided my best bet was to keep her immobilized as she was.

		“Ouch! You friggin’ ass this is starting to hurt!” she yelled.

		“Good!” I retorted.

		I kept slapping her fanny hoping that this would take some of the spit and vinegar from her. It did seem that the more I spanked her, the more she subdued. By then, my hand was beginning to sting, I imagined her ass was too. Finishing her off, I set her back on her feet, Morgan looking flustered and embarrassed.

		Her bewilderment only lasted a few seconds, then she was mad as a hornet.

		“How dare you!” she snapped at me.

		“Hey, what can I say,” I replied.

		“I should … I should…” she was stammering and it was quite a sight.

		“You know you look lovely all pissed like you are?”

		“You are one patronizing bastard, and if you ever lay a hand on me …”

		“Oh, my, you threatening me?”

		Her chest was still heaving, and the more she looked me in the eye, the more I felt her passion rise. I never expected this to be an erotic thing, but sure enough, I was responding physically and I know she was too.

		“You’re horny, aren’t you?” I said.

		“I am not!”

		“Oh, sorry, I just saw this look in your eyes.”

		“What look?”

		“Maybe your warm bottom is turning you on.”

		She stared at me, her eyes still hot, her fists at her side still clenched.

		“Actually I was thinking it was kind of funny,” I went on. I was smiling so broadly I think she caught the mood from me. In the blink of an eye, her manner changed and this odd smile broke out on her face. She shook her head, like she had no idea what to say or do, then she slumped down in a chair before me.

		“Ouch!”

		“Still hurt,” I asked.

		“Not really,” she said, “just surprising.”

		“Well then, next time I’ll be sure to take down your pants.”

		“There won’t be a next time.”

		“Oh, really?” I was already in doubt of that. Seemed that Morgan and I had crossed a barrier pretty quickly. I don’t know much about intimacy, but we had something going and we both knew it. Not that we’d be sharing secrets just yet, it just seemed as though we were destined for something a little more than we expected.

		“I guess I brought that on,” she finally confessed.

		“You sure as hell did,” I replied quickly.

		“But I never thought you were serious.”

		“Just be glad that we weren’t in the stable, I would have used the strap.”

		“You wouldn’t,” she said, challenging me again.

		“Maybe you ought to try me,” I said. Damn! I was happy and amused, she was so hot and pretty. I think even more after that spanking, her hair messed up, her face looking soft. “You know you are beautiful.”

		“Thank you,” she was still chagrined and bewildered.

		“I mean really beautiful. You have a boyfriend?”

		“No. But you have no business asking.”

		I shrugged.

		“Just wondering. But I guess next time you’ll know I’m serious when I make a threat.”

		Her face began to change, her anger disappearing altogether. I was lucky about that, and then she kind of laughed again. “You know, Rory, I’ve never met anyone quite like you.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah, anyone who can be such a boor and so stubborn when his ship is sinking.” She stood up, turned around and walked back to the desk.

		“So, I suppose the effects of the spanking are gone?”

		“Yes, they are,” she confirmed, reclaiming some of her saucy charm. “Next time you should really use a riding crop. Now that would be fantasy I might want to indulge in.”

		“A riding crop?”

		“Yes,” her eyes glimmered quite seductively. “I can just imagine a shiny new leather-wrapped cane with a smart leather end and a braided handle. That gives me shivers right to my … to my … my toes.”

		“I see,” I said nodding my head. I think she was trying to take control. One up me thinking she could best me with spanking talk. I wasn’t moved, but I was still impressed by my accountant. “I’ll see what I can do. I just hope you got my message about sticking your nose into business where it doesn’t belong.”

		“I swear, I’m reformed,” she assured me.

		

		I was frankly a little surprised that “Miss big-city accountant urban cowgirl” didn’t give me more of a fight than she did. I suppose that was because, that little turn over my lap effected her more than either of us figured it would. It effected me to.

		

		We had nearly a week of smooth sailing. Oh, there was some friendly sparring, and even a few pointed references to spanking. I’d threaten her, and she’d pretend like she was mortified, but she’d always be laughing, “Yeah, just you try and put me over your lap again!” she’d declare with a smile on her face. I was beginning to wonder if she wasn’t baiting me.

		Then there was that afternoon, I was just plain tired of the ranch and everything that had to do with it. I ran by the office at three in the afternoon and abducted Morgan right from the middle of whatever she was trying to do with my account books. Apparently it was a mess because she kept giving me these stern looks over her reading glasses every time I tried to inquire how things were going. This time, I just ignored all that, and taking her by the hand, I had her in the truck before she really had a chance to protest.

		“We both need a break,” I said. “And now’s as good a time as any.”

		“But I was right in the middle of …”

		“The beginning, middle and end will all be there when we get back.”

		“So, where are we going?” she asked.

		“To town.”

		“What for?”

		“A beer.”

		“Don’t we have beer in the fridge?”

		“Not beer on tap, and not the jukebox at the Lazy Blues.”

		“I see.”

		She was starting to ease up on me, and act like she was actually enjoying herself. And after a couple of beers she was ready to dance. A little Willie, Travis Tritt and some then some crooning Garth Brooks. Damn! She moved those hips well, and right against my crotch.

		We laughed a lot between all the seduction and had another two beers. By the time we made it through a hamburger and fries we were almost sober enough to get home. That’s when I had a brilliant idea. Still leading this city girl by the hand—something I’m sure she’d never tolerate from a city boyfriend—we took a side trip into Hodgkiss Country Western Store.

		“What am I suppose to find here?” she asked.

		“You need a hat when you ride cowboy style.”

		“Oh, I do,” she smirked at me.

		She tried on a dozen lady Stetsons and picked the one that looked the best atop that beautiful mop of blonde hair. Then, on our way to make the purchase, we stopped at a display, eyeing an array of riding crops hanging on the wall.

		“Now that’s exactly what I was thinking of,” she said.

		She must have still been half drunk, I thought, either that or horny as hell, giving me that much lead. What could I say? I couldn’t help but buy the thing. Just like she’d described it, this riding crop had a sleek leather-covered surface, a braided handle and a business end that would pack quite a wallop.

		“I can’t put you over my knee to use this,” I reminded her as, as the clerk took it off the wall and handed it to her.

		She ran her fingers over the surface, down the shaft and then gripped it in her hand. “Let me see this in your hand,” she said, handing it to me.

		I held it tightly at her request and let the feel of it arouse me even more than I already was.

		“You like it too, don’t you?” she asked.

		“What are you trying to tell me?” I wondered.

		She shrugged. “I don’t know. But why don’t we just buy it and see what happens?” She looked at me, her blue eyes glimmering. She was the most amazing woman I’d ever met.

		

		That night, we continued drinking, just a few more beers while we sat on the porch and talked about everything I could think of. I listened to that lilting laugh and watched her smile, and had the feeling that I might actually be falling in love. Then all of a sudden she disappeared. “I’ll be right back,” she told me as she dashed into the house. When she returned, she had the riding crop in her hand, and the look of a naughty kid on her face.

		“You don’t suppose you’d like to use this on me?” she said, after several moments of sheepish blushing.

		“You really do mean that,” I said, realizing that half her expression was total seduction.

		She nodded.

		“And where do you think would be best?” I let her pick the place.

		“I suppose the stable might not be a bad idea, or better yet, the shed.”

		“It stands to be more private,” I agreed. I could feel myself going a little cold, and a little distant. Somehow putting a riding crop to a woman’s behind seemed like serious business even if this one was intended to be playful. “Hand me the crop,” I ordered in a tone that reflected the mood.

		I could almost see her shimmy hearing the command.

		“Yes, sir,” she said jauntily as she handed me the leather handle.

		“Now, report to the shed, brat,” I gave my next order. “And you’d better be quick because I won’t be happy if I have to wait.”

		Morgan was off the porch in seconds, scurrying fast toward the shed behind the house. When I saw her disappear from view, I rose myself, and ambled toward the old wooden structure, thinking about what I was about to do. I must admit, I was on fire. This woman was beyond me, tough as nails, sometimes mouthy, one of the most self-assured women that I’ve ever met, and yet she was leading me into this scenario, giving me control I’m not sure she’d ever given any man.

		

		“So, Morgan,” I said, as I entered the shed and saw her standing there with a coy expression on her face. “You think you’d like this on your ass?”

		“I’d like my bottom burning,” she answered quietly.

		“I’m sure you deserve it,” I replied. “Women like you need a good whipping every once in and a while. Bare your ass.”

		The same electric jolt that raced through me, raced through her. I could see it, the way her body quivered nervously. She was as submissive at that moment as she’d ever been in her life. That was as clear as glass to me. I watched her bow her head, her hands move to the buttons on her jeans and then slowly undo each one. I thought she’d never get to the end. Once there, she looked up at me with her head cocked and then turned around. Putting her hands inside the waistband of the denim, she pushed the pants over her hips to her knees. She didn’t have a stitch on underneath and what appeared were the two most glorious mounds of female derriere I’d ever seen. Though the light in the shed was dim, there was still a lustrous glow about them, a dimple high on each side, and when she clenched them, they drew up tight.

		“All the way off,” I told her as the pants reached her ankles. Ah! As she began to remove them over her feet, I could see her crack part enough so I could peek at the plump pubis deep in her crotch. “Now, over the sawhorse,” I instructed her. There was a bench, a stool and a pile of wood in the shed. I hadn’t realized how completely prepared this place was for a little corporal justice. But to me the choice was clear, only the sawhorse would have her bend that lovely ass tight, and that’s exactly what I wanted to see and what she needed.

		Morgan moved warily. I could sense the fear, the slight trembling. Any moment I expected her to give it all up and declare this the stupidest thing she’d ever done. But that didn’t happen. Apparently her fantasy was in control and she wasn’t about to waver. She’d see it through start to finish.

		“Over the sawhorse,” I repeated when I saw her hesitate. That was just enough to get her moving. Leaning forward she grasped an old stump on the other side of the rail. It was just the right height to help keep her balance, while ensuring that she couldn’t easily rise from the awkward pose.

		“You want it hard, Morgan, that’s exactly what you’re going to get,” I informed her. She kind of jiggled a little in response, perhaps another fear flying through her aroused system.

		When I reached out with the crop, I ran the smooth business end over her bottom very lightly, seeing how she squirmed. Her pussy hit the bar at just the right spot for it to massage her. Yes, she was hot, about as much as I was. Teasing her more, she was moving with the feel of the leather, its light touch obviously raising the heat in her to an impossible degree. I could hear her moan, and I swear she was begging me with a softly spoken, “Please, please.” Almost feeling as though she might orgasm just from this tender foreplay, I moved with her for a while. And then, abruptly changing gears, I raised the crop, drew back my arm and brought the implement down on her bottom with an invigorating crack.

		“Ah!” she gasped.

		I’d shocked her.

		Returning to my tease, I continued again, letting her suffer waiting for the next strike. That too was accomplished with a swiftness she’d never expected, and for a third time returning to the torturous toying, I had her so on edge, she was overtly begging.

		“Rory, please,” she pleaded softly.

		“When I’m ready,” I replied.

		“Ah, please, I need this,” she swore, her hips gyrating almost lewdly to entice me.

		Then, when I finally let her have it, it was swift and harsh, the riding crop flying with a merciless and steady rain of strikes hitting her everywhere about her pushed out ass. She squirmed lewdly with each strike. I knew she was in agony, but she was taking it and asking for more. “Yes, gawd yes, Rory please.”

		I struck and struck again, her bottom cheeks first turning pink, then a pale rose and then a darker hue that looked as though it was screaming hot. Every dozen or so, I backed off and it would be torture again. She pleaded with me in a sorrowful tone until I cut into her one more time. Then she shimmied and pretended that it hurt, then tried to get away. The more fierce the strikes, the more she sounded off, the more I let her feel the burn. Only when I thought she couldn’t take any more, did I let up at all. Though the more I got into the punishment, the fewer the breaks and the shorter they were. She wanted it hard, just as she said.

		At one point I felt us fall into a rhythm, something almost sultry and sensuous. My cock was throbbing inside my pants. The heat in me seemed as fierce at it obviously was in her. She shimmied more, and moaned like she was about to come.

		Deciding not to remain a passive observer. I finally threw the crop to the floor, opened my fly, withdrew my stiff penis and thrust it into her pulsing opening, feeling the warm wet bath of pleasure draw me deep within.

		“Ah, yessss,” she hissed.

		I seethed back with something equally as intense, and we moved in a fast and wicked rhythm until we were both about to explode. When I reached round her hips and found her clitoris with my fingers, it took just a gentle squeezing to have her crying nastily, jerking like a mad woman and coming on my hand with a warm bath of female cum. My climax took the submissive Morgan one last step. She hung on tightly to the stump in front of her as I gave her several forceful thrusts and came, shooting myself into her deeply. Afterwards, I lingered a while enjoying the way she bore down and milked my erection for everything that was there. When I pulled out and helped her rise, she seemed to fall into my arms. Our lips met for the first time.

		“Oh, my gawd, Rory, I don’t know what came over me,” she finally said as she pulled away.

		“Was it so bad?” I wondered.

		“No, but this is so unlike me.”

		“Is it really? Or is it just something that you never tried.”

		She smiled almost embarrassed. I had no idea where our working or personal relationship was going, but it was obvious that it would never be the same.

		

		***

		

		Morgan had about a week, maybe ten days left and her work would be finished. In that time I took her to the woodshed about every other day. On off days, she claimed her bottom needed some time to recuperate from the time before. On each occasion, my lusty accountant got the full measure of the riding crop laid handily on her ass until it was burning hot. And on each occasion, after it was over, after it made both of us unbearably hot, we had sex. I took her one more time in the shed, but then we graduated to the house and my bed where we had a more comfortable and longer ride about my sheets.

		She was accomplished in most all kinds of sex, and I was a happy lover. As long as she had a hot bottom she was in heaven. When I wasn’t punishing her ass with the crop, she was happily doing her work without getting in my way. Morgan even found a way to communicate her ideas to me without pissing me off. I willingly admit she did a lot to put my business back on track. In her terms, she saved the ranch. I wasn’t so sure of that, but I did appreciate the input and I told her so.

		

		As the day of her return to Chicago approached, however, Morgan became edgy and short with both me and my staff. And that old habit of spouting off at the mouth to whomever she pleased returned with a vengeance. I mentioned it to her once, but that didn’t seem to stop her. She was particularly upset that I was buying new cattle when she didn’t think I could afford a purchase of the size I wanted. I appreciated her concern, but I wasn’t about to stop taking risks in my business. That’s what drives me, adds some of the reckless cowboy excitement to my life, even if it might be ill-advised. Morgan, on the other hand, let her opinions be known in a way that started to really tick me off. When I walked into the stable the day before she was to leave, I overheard another unwarranted opinion about my foolish business sense, delivered to a half-dozen ranchhands and my foreman. I blew up. I was standing behind her at the stable door, Morgan unaware that I was there.

		“Guys, do you mind if I have a word with Ms. Rice in private,” I snapped angrily. They all looked at me a little oddly, but one by one they left the stable. On his way out, my foreman ventured a comment, “your urban cowgirl getting your goat?” he snickered. I closed the door behind him with a definite bang.

		“Ooo my, I’m so sorry,” Morgan purred at me. “I suppose I overstepped my bounds again.”

		“You’re damn right you did,” I blared.

		“Well, you don’t have to be so sensitive,” she sassed me back.

		“I can be as sensitive as I damn well please,” I sassed right back.

		Just a couple of feet away from me hung the old leather strap. Taking it from the wall, just the feel of it in my palm was all I needed to inspire me.

		“How about in that stall,” I said, pointing to an empty one behind her.

		“Oh, you’re going to do it here? But you don’t have the riding crop.” Her facial expression had changed again, taking on that coy, flirtatious one she used when she wanted me to use the crop on her ass. The last time had been just the night before. Her ass should still be smarting. I really didn’t care, but I could sense she was concerned. “I’d love another spanking before I leave, but I was thinking tomorrow.” Ah, she thought she could change my mind.

		“This ain’t playtime, Morgan, this is real punishment. Now get in the stall.”

		Now she looked worried seeing how serious I was.

		“But …”

		“Go!” I ordered, motioning with the strap in hand.

		“I’m sorry, Rory, please.”

		“You love it so much, I can’t see what the problem is. And unless you want to make it worse on yourself, you’d better get in that stall and pull your pants down. If I have to drag you there myself and tear your jeans off, I will.”

		My last comment raised enough fear in her to get her going. She scampered to the stall and her jeans were at her ankles by the time I got there. Not only that, she was poised over a bale of straw, ready and waiting for the strap to do its business.

		Even as angry as I was with her, the sight of Morgan’s round bottom thrilled me to my core. Maybe I too was on edge because she was going to leave. I sure would miss this wondrous view. For all my admiration of her fine derriere, however, I was still pissed and I didn’t waste any time, letting her have that strap right where it would do the most good. I pelted her briskly with hard, biting strikes, and she was crying for mercy in a matter of seconds.

		This being punishment, I didn’t stop to play our teasing game, something I’m sure she hoped for. No, I simply laid on the leather again and again, one blow over top the one before, taking the strikes from high on her ass to the top of her thighs. She shrieked like hell when I let her have it in one place for a good dozen straight. Then, with a little compassion, I eased off and started in again giving it to her in another spot, until that was screaming hot with pain.

		Overall, I suppose I punished her for fifteen minutes straight with hardly a break at all, leaving her sobbing in tears and wiggling like mad the entire time. When I finally stopped to catch my breath, not sure if I was going to begin again, Morgan stopped her crying and waited for some clue from me.

		“You know, Morgan, you’re just upset because you’re leaving tomorrow,” I said.

		She didn’t say a word, but remained motionless and submissive in her position over the bale of straw. Every few seconds she jerked, as though a fly had landed on her ass and she wanted to shake it off. Since that wasn’t so, I imagine coming down from the bracing punishment, her ass twitched just from an occasional breath of air that would tickle her hot cheeks as they cooled.

		Seeing how beautifully red, and raw and lovely she was, I had two opposing desires: the first, to lay the strap on her ass again—I certainly believed she deserved it; the second to take her in my arms and make love. I opted for the first desire, my own fury not quite dispelled. And too, there was a good deal of agonizing on my own part. I knew this might be the last time I had the joy of seeing a woman’s ass so beautifully bared, reddened and submissive to my whims.

		When I reared back again, she was looking over her shoulder at me the moment the strap struck. I could see almost see the same desire and grief on her face that I was experiencing myself. She shuddered when the strap hit, but she didn’t cry this time. I suppose that these strikes might have been less vigorous, though they were certainly delivered with as much passion as the ones before. The red blush had faded some, but it all came back in seconds, looking more hot and burning than it had before. I laid into her at least two dozen times, long, broad strokes, the strap connecting with those sore cheeks as she wriggled and squirmed. After a time, her soft moans turned back into shrieks and she was crying. Then, I finally backed away for good.

		Appraising her limp body, my desire was as rich as ever, but I came to an important conclusion, sad as it was. “Since you’re leaving, I don’t think it would be a good idea to have sex anymore. It’s only going to make us more edgy and unhappy. I rather not have anymore wars with you, Morgan. I think we should end things here.” I let the words sink in for a few seconds then turned and started toward the stable door. Only as I reached it, did I hear her begin to rustle against the straw as she rose.

		“Rory,” she called to me.

		I turned around, watching as she buttoned her pants.

		“Does this mean you don’t want me around anymore?”

		“That’s not the point, is it?” I said. “You have another job waiting for you and I have a ranch to run.” I wanted to say more, or listened to her say something, but she just gazed at me silently, a little baffled.

		For the rest of the day and into the next, she was thoroughly businesslike. And though not unfriendly, she resumed the curt air of professionalism that marked my first days with her. That was just as well, what was there to gain by getting entangled? She had her life and I had mine, and it was clear that the two really didn’t have much in common. I let one of the ranch hands take her to the airport that next afternoon, figuring that saying goodbye was just one awkward moment neither of us needed.

		

		While I felt Morgan’s absence immediately, I spent my time riding into the far reaches of my ranch, supposedly to inspect the cattle grazing there. It took a good week to survey my holdings, a task I rarely did with such complete relish and all at once. With Morgan around, I was reluctant for many reasons to leave for any length of time. Now, with her gone, it was better easing back into my old life if I didn’t have to look at all the places I remembered her being, thinking any moment she’d be turning the corner, or I’d find her sitting a my desk, or I’d hear the sound of her laughter.

		When I returned to the house one afternoon, about five thirty, I caught a whiff of her perfume in the air, something that happened, perhaps too often, but nonetheless, it was a pleasant experience. I smiled thinking of that blonde hair and delicious voice. Inside my office, I hung up my hat as I always did that time of day, and was about to leave when I spotted something on the desk. Morgan’s riding crop. I know it hadn’t been there in the morning. In fact, I knew she’d taken it with her. After all, it was hers and I assumed she’d be out finding another lover to interest in her spanking passions. But here? Now? It made no sense. At least not until I heard a sound behind me, boots clicking on the hardwood floor. I turned around.

		“I thought perhaps I needed a session in the shed.” There she was, Morgan with a smile and golden hair and shimmering blue eyes.

		“And why is that?” I asked, trying to get over the shock of her unexpected appearance.

		“I’ve been awfully foolish, thinking I could leave this place and you,” she said.

		“Oh?”

		“Yeah, it’s all I’ve been thinking about since I left. Your books are going to need constant attention if you hope to keep this place running. And I’m worried that you’re not handling it. I mean, you’re hardly out of the woods and I hate to see you go under just after I get things all straightened out.”

		“I see. So, you’ve been negligent in your duties, perhaps?”

		“Absolutely,” she replied.

		“And you need to be punished for that, I suppose?”

		“Most assuredly. I never should have left this in your hands,” she pointed to the ledgers still sitting where she left them on my desk. “It looks as though you haven’t touched them?”

		“You’re right about that,” I agreed, peering at the desk. “And so, you think you’d better stay on?”

		“Only if I’m a welcome addition to your staff. I wouldn’t want to encroach where I’m not wanted, but I do think you’ll need at least a part-time accountant and there’s no one more suited for the job.”

		I nodded my head and flashed her a smile, then picked up the riding crop feeling a warm rush of energy begin to pour into the shoulder and arm that relished drawing back the implement and letting it fly across her dimpled ass cheeks.

		“Well, then, Ms. Morgan Rice,” I said. “I think you’d better get to the shed so we can get this over with and on to other matters. I do believe that justice should always be meted out promptly.”

		“I couldn’t agree with you more,” she replied with a quivering smile, as she sexily pushed a lock of her hair back with her hand.

		And with that, we were off, knowing how the hour would end, and the day, and likely a lot more days down the road.

		

		

		Incident In The Cellar

		

		The wind howled about the moonless night, sending dead leaves in rustling waves along the dry grass, to settle again until the next gust sent them in another direction. Ella pushed her way against the elements, holding her tattered sweater against her shoulders as she fought one current of cold air after another. When she came to the door of the angular mansion on the hill she was out of breath, and before knocking, sagged wearily against the thick door frame. A broken gargoyle scowled, looking as though it would jump from its concrete cloak and bury its beastly paws into her flesh. The image of blood spilling down the entrance stairs, and the fright behind it, gave her the impetus to bang on the door for entrance. It had been three years since she’d last felt the hard surfaces of that aging door, or had rested her eyes on the towering mansion, or had caught the old scent that permeated its walls with fear.

		The knocker banged against the brass plate, the noise of it filling her ears with memories. Yes, it had been three years, but when the door swung wide, Bigsby greeted her as though she’d never left. His officious manner hardly warmed her, though she was nonetheless heartened by the sight of his familiar face.

		“Ella, you’re quite cold,” he said as she stepped into the entry way, her eyes immediately glancing upward toward the intricate hunting scenes carved into the rising canopy that was the ceiling “Would you like a sip of brandy while you wait for Master Clive?” The dutiful servant ushered her into the small drawing room off the entrance—Clive’s personal sitting room.

		“That would be fine,” she answered. She still hugged her shoulders. The mansion was always drafty.

		She took a seat in the small leather chair in front of the fireplace and drew a wool afghan over her slight form. Bigsby poured her a sifter of brandy. Once it was in her hands he clicked his heels, gave her a respectful nod and started toward the door. “I’ll tell Master of your arrival.”

		“I would be just as happy if you didn’t let him know I’m here, not yet, anyway.” She started to rise with anxiety suddenly catching her in the throat, remembering Clive.

		“I’m afraid the Master would be most distressed to have your return kept from him. If I can be so bold as to say this,” he added, “some things are best handled straight-away as letting them linger.”

		Ella stared at him thoughtfully. This was wise counsel, but not one she welcomed. “I’m sure you’re right,” she finally said sighing. Returning to the warmth of the chair, Bigsby continued with his mission.

		Waiting for Clive, Ella rested her head back against the seat and closed her eyes. For just a moment, she could feel a sea breeze on her cheeks, and imagine her face toward the sky, the bright ball of flame hotly baking her skin with its fierce warmth. Just one small vision, it flit through mind and then was gone. Her thoughts returned to the drawing room, and the dankness of its spirit that surrounded her. If it weren’t for the fire in the grate, she’d be bathed in a coldness that would sink deep into her bones. Even with her eyes closed, Ella could feel her surroundings keenly: the mahogany paneling, the shelves of the leather bound histories, the rich oriental carpet and the purple velvet drapes across the windows—the kind so thick you could hide within their folds and not be seen. She’d done that as a child.

		If only the picture of the seashore would return, just one last glimpse of its gentle beauties—perhaps it would take away the gloom of this horrifying return to the place of her childhood. And yet, just minutes steeped inside its walls, she was captured by the gothic aura of Faltz House, once again enveloped in its charms and mysteries and its terror. It would be some time before the peaceful pictures of her excursion away from this chilling house would return.

		Hearing the door open, Ella’s eyes jerked open. Clive had entered. She knew that without turning toward the door, his essence went before him like a herald.

		“So, I see you’ve finally given up your maverick jaunt,” he said, his voice sweeping her with its chill.

		“Yes, sir,” she said. She automatically rose from the chair and faced him. Perhaps if she was obedient from the outset, he’d have some pity on her. If she submitted without a fight perhaps he wouldn’t remember how she’d left in a defiant panic three years before.

		“And you’re ready to yield?”

		“I am.” She looked him squarely in the eye, hardly meek, yet still compliant. Her first gaze into his face, she could see he’d hardly changed. Perhaps his inky black hair was a bit longer, now a beautiful mane of ebony he brushed back off his imposing shoulders. His eyes were as icy as she remembered them, but beautiful in their coldness. He’d been dressed for bed, she imagined, and had donned these clothes hastily when Bigsby informed him of her appearance. Dusty jeans—perhaps he’d been riding that day, a loose white collarless shirt tucked inside them, and his riding boots—he was never without them. If he’d come to her in stocking feet, she might have earned a reprieve from her inevitable fate, but then that wouldn’t be like him to put necessary business aside for any reason.

		Clive Faltz was in his late thirties, yet he had an ageless mien. He was the perfect replica of his father before him, with his gothic masterpiece mansion and his old-world taste for women, justice and beauty. Indeed, given his age, Clive might be more startling that Victor Faltz. To have developed this fierce style so young was unexpected. But then, Clive was an unusual man. Like his father, he was an anomaly amidst the vast ranchlands of Montana. These renegade expanses suited his temperament well—rigorous, often forbidding and always willing to allow a man to live as he chose—though Clive seemed more like an English nobleman than a rough cattle baron. In spite of the fact that he worked his ranch with the lust of any cowboy, he remained a gentleman’s gentleman, reeking with good breeding.

		“Perhaps the wider world has been ungracious to a flower as sweet as you,” Clive opened the encounter with the withering, weathered beauty. The wayward woman looked gaunt and tired. Her locks of pale red hair were plastered to her head with rain, and were only now drying, hinting how they could shine lustrously. She was slight of build, her body like a bending willow, her breasts delicate handfuls of translucent whiteness, her waist slim, and her rounded hips providing an alluring swell to an otherwise unremarkable appearance. Her jeans were a size too big and her sweater was baggy as if it came from some goodwill bag. Where once Ella had been the fairest bloom in the county, her face was now colorless, and her hazel eye seemed devoid of light. Staring into her pitiable expression, Clive was moved, knowing instantly what was required to restore her. All the gloom would go away and her mood would brighten as soon as he’d removed the great burdens from her conscience.

		“For a while I was happier than I’ve ever been,” she told him almost proudly. Then her eyes looked down at her feet tucked into the small pink flats. “But it didn’t last,” she added. The admission was one filled with heaviness.

		“You should never have attempted a cause so feeble,” he told her as though that truth was self-evident.

		Staring into his cold eyes it was hard to admit he was right, but time, distance and three brutal three years between this and their last confrontation, convinced her he was right. Then too, Clive was never wrong. Oh, how things might have been different if she hadn’t been so doggedly stubborn that night. In a quarrelsome fit she fled the mansion, and had since paid dearly for that blunder. Thinking that she could live without Faltz House and the master of that manor was a error in judgment she’d come to regret after just six months on her own.

		“I made a mistake,” she told him. “And I’m here to take my due.” Though she looked tired and vanquished, her voice did not waver as she spoke.

		He nodded in acknowledgment, turned his back to ponder for a second and then turned back.

		“I’ll chastise you in the cellar as I promised,” he said in a flat monotone. “I hadn’t expected your return, so I’ll need to prepare, but I’m sure I can make do.”

		“You’ll be using birches as you swore?” she asked.

		“Of course, my dear, I never break my word. Though I suspect that I’ll begin with something else, perhaps warming you with the bite of wood.”

		She shuddered. There was not a nerve ending in her body that wasn’t lit with fear and heat. Yet the more she stared into Clive’s face, the more she witnessed what drew her back to him after a vow to never lay eyes on him again.

		“In the cellar,” he said.

		Turning, he opened the drawing room door and motioned her to exit with him. Winding her way through the downstairs hallway, they came to a door just outside the kitchen and she opened it gingerly. Descending the stairs, the chill that had begun to relent with the brandy and fire returned to her body, settling into her heart. Her loins, in contrast, were on fire, the flame from them would not die—not until this ritual had reached its end.

		Clive lit the oil lamps along the dark staircase, though there was little illumination; this was a dark so black it swallowed light like food to feast on. The smoke and fumes rising into the dank air brought memories Ella would not forget—those other times. Hitting the cellar floor, the two turned left moving into a chamber where there was nothing but a small stool for her to sit on and a three foot long bench.

		“Give me your wrists,” he said, reaching for the two slight hands that were now callused from some hard labor, the red nail polish chipped.

		His command quickened every atom in her body.

		Offering herself, she watched as his deft hands worked a rope around her slim wrists several times so they were immovably bound. Pleased with his handiwork, he next removed her pants, yanking the garment to her feet, taking panties and all in one swift move. Pulling the pile out from under her feet she stood before him bared and humbled though he had one more task to perform before he was ready.

		“Sit, I’ll return shortly,” he said, and though anxious to leave, he waited while she complied. The low stool required her to bend low and land ungraciously on the hard surface. The height of the stool made her bent knees a good bit higher than her ass, so her thighs naturally parted into an ungracious pose. Resting her bound hands between them, Ella watched Clive vanish as if by magic.

		

		The walls leapt out at her with the shadows and ghosts and memories of her visits to this punishment chamber. She remembered the stone, the cracked mortar and the loneliness that crept in round her. The silence was deafening. She knew that any moment, Clive would suddenly sweep into the room, his gritty determination preceding him, his powerful aura pouring from him with haughty arrogance and command. Ella had been a child and youth and woman that needed to be bridled and constrained and Clive was an expert in that task—one of the many skills that had been handed down to him by his father. She’d been a homeless waif when Victor Faltz rescued her from sure destruction. Over the years, he’d championed her, disciplined her spirit and brutally dealt with her misdeeds. But it was to his son, Clive, that Ella owed her allegiance and her affections, even if Clive was often as brutal to her as his father. Even though she’d banished herself from Faltz House for three years, the facts of their relationship would never be altered. She would greet the next hour trembling in terror though she would endure knowing the satisfaction that would flow once she’d paid for her crimes.

		

		By the time Clive finally returned to the cellar, Ella’s legs ached and her ass end felt numb. Perhaps that would be in her favor considering the plans Clive had to punish her. A second fierce shudder raced through her when she saw what he brought with him: in one hand the paddle he’d used on her many times before, in the other hand, a bundle of fresh-cut switches from one of the trees in the woods some twenty yards from the house.

		Seeing the random assortment of slender branches tied together, she gasped quietly. “They’ll rip me to shreds.”

		“Then so they shall,” he returned, pulling her to her feet. Her legs had become weak, and she was hardly able to stand.

		“Clive, I …” she began to stammer.

		“Hush, my darling. You knew when you left the price you’d pay if you returned. I trust that you’ve thought this through clearly?”

		Returning was all she thought about since the day she left. Even when she was living a life on her own without the men of Faltz House, she could not dislodge them from her mind. They remained with her, both fixed and fluid images. Fixed in their heartless resolve and yet fluid in the way the picture of them would follow the moods she’d see on their faces: resilient, stern, compassionate, unrelenting and, at times, utterly kind.

		“Your treachery and disobedience are as fresh now as they ever were, Ella. Don’t do yourself a disservice and try to negate the impetuous recklessness that drove you from this house.”

		“I would never do that,” she replied. “I was only hoping that I could do this without the bonds at my wrists, that I could come to you freely without the need for this to cloud my willingness.”

		“I understand your willingness, and appreciate that ready compliance—even though it’s been so long in coming. Still, you will be bound. Let the ropes remind you of how you are bound to me irrevocably. Perhaps the marks they leave will make an imprint that will not easily fade from your foolish mind.”

		Clive turned Ella around and shoved her toward a rough-hewn bench. Pushing her to her knees, she straddled the end like a saddle, a leg on either side of the foot wide seat. The sharp edges of the boards cut into the flesh of her inner thighs. Her body rested along the length of the board, and her roped hands were drawn in front of her, fastened down buy a leather cord that was looped between them and tied securely.

		Letting her cheek lay against the wood, she waited.

		The punishment proceed with the paddle, just as she knew it would. The flat surface of the well-oiled implement landed briskly several dozen times to warm her flesh and make it glow brightly. Clive laid it on with an even stroke, being patient, thorough and unwavering, despite the mounting protest the penitent woman waged. She had no way to bodily revolt as securely as she’d been immobilized, but within her confinement she churned as she could for the pain mounted steadily. Most of the paddling was aimed at the center of her ass cheeks, but he also strayed lower and higher to more tender flesh where the burn was vicious instantly.

		When Ella’s behind had turned the proper shade of red, and her cries were at level of anguish he knew well in her, he abruptly halted. With the finish, the room became utterly silent, just the sound of the two breathing heavily—Ella from her anguish, Clive from the energy he’d just expended delivering the paddling.

		As she lay impassively, the pain turned to warmth, invading her limbs, her loins and her churning belly. The air around her tickled the raw skin. She might have giggled under different circumstances. Not now certainly, she had a good deal to dread with this chastisement only half over.

		Gathering himself, Clive moved away and picked up the bundle of birches, whisking the seven thin branches though the thick cellar air with an awesome sizzle. Another swish through the air, and Ella was certain that this next would strike her ass, but again they hit the empty space around her without striking a thing.

		

		Now, ready to begin the heart of her atonement, Clive stepped to her ass once more, noting that the lustrous crimson on her cheeks was beginning to wane.

		“I didn’t get a chance to soak these in brine,” he said, “that would have been most suitable for the occasion, but perhaps this hastily made concoction will do as well.” That said, Ella felt a sudden sting on her bare behind. Clive had sprayed some homemade brew about her bottom and the instant the potion hit, she jerked feeling a vile sting. Though he’d not broken the skin, the roughed up places were singed with a biting sensation, one that only promised to become more agonizing once he began with the birches.

		“Clive …” she uttered quietly, a gasp, a plea, a trace of hope in her voice.

		But Clive was beyond that. What he heard from her in woe did not move him. Rearing back, his powerful arm came downward toward her naked derriere and delivered the first of many incisive strikes.

		“Ahhhhhhh…” her voice was quiet, but the sentiment fused with terror and pain.

		Another and another, the strikes landed in a vehement succession, and did not stop until the burn on her buttocks was far greater than it had been before and there were tiny lines where the thin branches made welts.

		“Gawwwwww! Pleeessssse!” she wailed.

		He struck another and the air was hot with sound. Another and she was begging him to stop.

		“Nooooooo, please!”

		He struck again and again, a dozen times over, her ass laced with lines, dozens appearing, at first distinct and then becoming one enormous rash of red welts. When he had enough of her ass, he moved lower to the tops of her thighs and repeated the angry treatment until she screamed for him to stop. Returning to her ass, he punished her more, in just seconds having her at another anxious and frenetic peak that seemed wholly unmanageable to the contrite Ella. And then, not to appease her, but so that he could reasonably continue laying it on for some minutes more, he settled into a slower pace, giving her some seconds to recover from one strike before the next one landed.

		Clive said nothing the entire time. His thoughts were spoken from the birches, his resonating feelings coming from the fierce treatment he’d sentenced her to. He was grateful that she maintained her penitent spirit, and though she shrieked and cried, she did willingly accept. This allowed him to complete the task much sooner than he might have. In the past, Ella had been less docile, her wit and temper getting the better of her—they’d always been to her detriment. Perhaps her negligent life had brought about this change. Perhaps three years of exile had taught her to value what she’d so easily cast away. Perhaps she was at last ready to take her place beside him, the humble yet intensely lustrous soul that she was. This was his fondest hope.

		After the blows stopped, Clive threw the bedraggled bundle of horror into the corner, then splashed Ella’s roughed behind with more stinging brine.

		“Ah, noooo,” she whimpered while there were still tears streaming from her eyes. The stinging intensified for a time, but then dwindled away. The warmth remained.

		Undoing the tether at her hands, Clive lifted her to her feet, holding her carefully lest her legs weaken underneath her.

		“And now, wife, I see you’re weary,” he said kindly. He ran his hand along her cheek to brush away a tear. “Go to our wedding chamber and wait for me. I’ll be there shortly to do what should have been done a long time ago.”

		He was about to leave.

		“But what of my hands?” she asked sweetly as he was walking away. He turned back and eyed her head to toe.

		“I should like you to remain bound, Ella,” he replied. “Yes, bound this night, that suits you well and satisfies me.”

		Clive remained cool as he spoke, his eyes were as forbidding and cruel as she remembered them. Hearing his answer another frightful fear traversed her pain-ridden body. She could be certain that nothing had changed inside these fortress walls. While the rain pelted the ground outside and the raw winds made the night forbidding, it was all the more forbidding inside this haven from the storm. Her only hope was that the heat of her would warm his physical body, that his voice and eyes and disposition would eventually thaw inside her embrace. She looked at her husband longingly, waiting for more. The silence was as difficult to bear as the lashing from the birch. But then quite suddenly he spoke again, his voice no less severe, though the message was changed.

		“When you’ve paid for the crime of deserting me, Ella, then perhaps you can tell me of you, and where you’ve been. I should like to know.” A long remembered affection returned to his eyes. There might have been tears, but he was too hard a man for that.

		After one last glance, Clive left and Ella managed to dress despite her bound wrists. She had waited three years to sleep with her husband, she’d waste little time now making her way to their untouched bed.

		

		

		Dusty’s Revenge

		

		The wind was howling through the canyon as Ty Holbrook pulled up the stakes of his tent. He could sense this storm was a bad one blowing in and they’d be better off getting back to town before they were trapped with no way out of this high-walled valley. He had a tough time convincing his friends, Stuart, Jack and Deke, but they finally agreed as the sky darkened in the west, now nearly black.

		“You know I’d better check on Dusty Marin,” he shouted to Stuart, as he finished stuffing his bedroll inside his pack.

		“Why the hell would you want to do that?” Stu shouted back through the sound of the wind.

		“She may be a brat, but I sure as hell don’t want to see her dead if the water starts racing down this canyon.”

		“Suit yourself, but she’s one tough broad. Handles herself pretty damn well. Seen her put more than one guy on the floor in the middle of a bar fight.”

		“That may be true, but she’s also the best damned looking thing around this town, and I just as soon be able to look at her pretty face for a while to come.”

		Stuart nodded agreeing. The redheaded Dusty Marin was one hot babe, long, lanky built, voluptuous in all the right places. She wasn’t the kind of woman that ever looked at someone as mild-mannered as a Stuart Gracey; but Stu had always thought she and Ty Holbrook would make an interesting pair. They’d certainly look great together, his dark half-Indian physique, the manly swagger, like he really was the boss of everything. Yeah, he’d have a woman like Dusty, but then they probably wouldn’t last a month, the two both as stubborn and tough as mules. He chuckled under his breath as he watched Ty take off across the ravine to find the high-spirited brat.

		“Follow me over when you guys are finished packing up,” Ty called to him, “we’ll take the trail north out of here. He waved and was on his way.

		

		With the sky darkening, it was looking like night in the middle of the day. Negotiating the path across the rocky terrain was rough going when he could hardly see in front of him. Just above the ravine floor, he found Dusty’s campsite, though the redhead was no where to be found. He started calling for her, but he couldn’t rouse her. He wasn’t sure what to do, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to leave her here by herself. The rain was coming on fast and the sounds of thunder and lightning in the distance made him shiver. Just as he was about to take off north in search of her, he heard her voice.

		“So, what’s Ty Holbrook doing at my campsite?” she blared through the noise of the storm.

		He whipped around.

		“I think you should get out of the canyon,” he said. “We’re packing up and on our way out.”

		Dusty looked back over her shoulder at the sky. “It’s headed north,” she concluded. “I’ll stay here.”

		“No way, we’re right in its path,” he countered.

		“And what makes you think you’re so right?” she snickered at him.

		“You don’t want to be here to find out.”

		“I’ve camped this canyon in worse weather, Ty Holbrook.”

		“And I say you’re hiking out with us.”

		“You are a male chauvinist ass.”

		“And you are a stubborn ….” He started.

		“Ah, careful,” she interrupted, “you wouldn’t want to use words like that in front of a lady.”

		“Lady? That was hardly what I was thinking.”

		“Yeah, you were thinking “bitch”, weren’t you, you mad Indian?”

		“Get your stuff, Dusty.” His voice lowered and he used a tone of command he saved for only the most dire circumstances, those few times he had to discipline his younger brother and cousins. It usually worked well.

		She tried laughing in his face.

		“I’m not playing around, Dusty. This is the perfect time of year for a flash flood, the ground’s dry and you’re camped on low ground. I’d think you’d know better than this.”

		She bristled instantly. “You can show you’re concern, Ty, but I’ll leave this campsite when I damn well choose to.”

		“No, you’ll leave now, and if you don’t get your stuff packed, I’ll take you over my knee and blister your ass.”

		“I’d like to see you try that!” she snapped and then brusquely turned around.

		Challenged, Ty lunged for the hot-tempered Dusty, and whirled her back.

		“You get your gear together.”

		“I will not!” Her green eyes glowed like the devil and her freckled cheeks were flushed with anger.

		In one swift move, Ty drug her with him to a rock big enough to sit on, and tossing her over his lap, he tugged at her shorts and panties having them down to her ankles before she realized what was happening.

		“You fuckin’ bastard stop!” she roared, the voice echoing off the canyon walls even with the storm rumbling noisily.

		Ty, too furious to stop, began smacking her bared rear end as hard and fast as he could. He didn’t know when he’d met such an obstinate woman.

		“Get your hands off of me!” Dusty screamed. She jerked for all she was worth, but Ty, as muscled as this tough rancher was, had a hold on her so strong she thought she was caged in steel. She flailed but went no where.

		“Dammit, you ass!” she blared.

		His punishing hand kept coming down with sharp, steady smacks to her bouncing derriere. One of Dusty finer assets when encased in a pair of tight blue jeans, her bottom was even more delectable over his lap as he watched the two mounds of flesh redden with each strike. She jerked harder still, gritted her teeth and tried to buck off, but went no where. At the same time her ass end was heating up from the blistering punishment.

		While Dusty struggled and Ty kept up his rain of strikes, Stuart, Deke and Jack showed up, all three amazed by the wild sight of this fighting pair locked in a furious battle. Looking on, they had a wondrously shocking view of Dusty’s naked ass turning as crimson as a polished apple, her healthy cheeks bouncing and jiggling and looking stunning with the rose red hue.

		“You’re going to come with me without a fight!” they heard Ty tell the raging woman.

		“I will not!” she blared loud enough to wake the dead.

		“Stu, give me your belt,” Ty shouted to his watching friend.

		“What?”

		“Your belt, I want your belt.”

		“What the hell for?”

		“He’s going to use it on the brat’s behind, what do you think,” Jack said.

		“Oh, yeah …”

		“You will not!” Dusty shouted while she waged another futile attempt to get off Ty’s lap.

		“You coming with me without a fight?” he asked.

		“NO!” The roar was as fierce as ever.

		By then, Stuart had his belt free and was handing it to his angry friend. Hardly missing a beat, Ty had the black leather doubled in his fist and began using it on Dusty’s hot cheeks.

		“No, ouch, stop, goddammit!” she roared. The intensity of the spanking had risen a thousand degrees, so it seemed. The fire on her ass seemed to shoot right through her system, startling every atom in her enraged body beyond its ability to bear up to the pain.

		“Ty Holbrook stop!” she shouted in agony. This had to end soon.

		While the strikes continued, Ty sensed that Dusty was finally giving in. She had to be exhausted—he was. But then too, he couldn’t be sure. He’d never wrestled with a calf as bad and mean and belligerent as this fractious woman.

		When it finally became clear that he wasn’t going to stop until she gave in, she called a halt.

		“Stop! I’ll go!” she pleaded with him.

		The belt struck again.

		“You mean that?” He laid on another.

		“Ooo, ouch! Yes, yes!”

		“That’s a promise?” he asked.

		He smacked her hard again.

		“Ouch! Yes, I promise.”

		Ty let loose with two especially nasty strikes of the leather and handed the belt back to Stuart while he pushed Dusty to her feet. He rose with her, towering over her much smaller form.

		“Get your stuff packed, as you can see it’s starting to rain.”

		

		It seemed that the sky let loose as soon as the “rain” on Dusty’s ass was over. She looked into his eyes, with hers flashing fire. “I may be going with you, Ty Holbrook, but I swear, if it’s the last thing I do, I will get you back for this.”

		“Suit yourself, bitch, just get going.”

		Dusty stared from Ty to the gaping mouths of Stuart, Jack and Deke, realizing that she was standing in front of them with her shorts hugging her ankles. Quickly, turning around, she pulled them up over her ass, at the same time giving them one last view of her red-hot bottom as it disappeared inside the denim. Not saying a word to any of them, she had her things ready in five minutes and like a dutiful, though fuming pup, she trudged up the steep canyon hillsides while the rain drench them all until they were soaked to the skin.

		

		***

		

		If Dusty thought the incident with Ty Holbrook was over after she left the canyon that day, she was sadly mistaken.

		“Boy, did he have that cowgirl tamed!” was the first flippant remark she heard while she was eating breakfast at the diner the next morning. To accompany that, there were several snickers and sidelong glances that made her wonder just how many people knew about her spanking over Ty’s lap.

		“Is there something I don’t know going on here?” she asked Marge who waited on her at the breakfast counter.

		“You should know, you were there,” the waitress said.

		“About Ty and me?”

		“About your getting your ass cheeks reddened, yeah, I think everyone in town knows.”

		“Why that bastard!”

		“You really think he’d tell?” the gritty old woman chuckled. “Ty’s hardly the type to kiss and tell, or spank and tell, as the case may be. I think it’s more likely the peanut gallery that watched you getting your fanny blistered.”

		“I wish you wouldn’t use that word,” Dusty said, feeling as though she wanted to crawl under the counter and hide.

		

		The barbs and snickers were only worse when Dusty opened the general mercantile she owned and ran. It seemed every customer knew about the state of her derriere that afternoon before. Those that weren’t brave enough to mention it aloud, simply stared or glanced at her strangely and then chuckled to themselves. She even found a group of high-school girls looking at her, whispering. They finally burst with sassy giggles because they couldn’t hold their amusement.

		

		“I hate him!” she declared to her closest friend, Jerilyn, when they were having lunch in the back of the store.

		“I would to. This town hasn’t made anyone the butt of a joke, excuse the pun, since Doc Greely was running around here naked last year.” She sighed. “I mean he was really pathetic, his Alzheimer’s and everything. But you, hon, this is one everyone’s gonna laugh at and you can’t do anything to stop it. Your best defense is to hope that some catastrophe happens to get people charged up about something else.”

		“Oh, I hate him!” Dusty seethed again.

		“You could challenge him to a rematch,” Jerilyn suggested.

		“No, I need something besides that. I mean there’s no way I’m going to let that asshole win. I will get him if it’s the last thing I do.”

		“Better be careful, Dusty, that could backfire.”

		“Oh, it might take time, but I will find the right thing.”

		The conversation lagged for a few minutes. Dusty ate her tuna sandwich and Jerilyn chomped her apple.

		“I suppose if you had an extra $50,000 you could buy that bottom land Ty’s been leasing to graze his cattle.”

		“Buy it?”

		“Yeah, someone said it’s up for sale and Ty would like to strike a deal with the new owner, though he just might buy it himself.”

		“Who owns it?”

		“Emmett Locey.”

		“Em, really?” Dusty’s eyes lit up. “I didn’t know that.”

		“You know him well?”

		My daddy and he were best friends.” She was jubilant, jumping from her seat. “Will you take care of the store for me a while?”

		“I have an appointment in a half hour,” Jerilyn called to her.

		“I should be back long before that,” Dusty exclaimed. She was much too excited to stop, and went flying out the door on her way to Emmett’s survey office two blocks down the street.

		A week after the under the table purchase, Dusty had her eviction notice ready, and served on Ty. She’d ordered his cattle moved to new grazing land by the end of the month, just three weeks away. It took the shocked rancher just twenty-four hours to reply to the cryptic letter from Dusty Marin.

		Striding into the general mercantile, his boots hit the wood with a distinctive clump, clump clump that made Dusty smile as she had her back to him, stocking selves with canned peaches. She could just see him from the corner of her eye.

		“What the hell do you think you’re doing!” he said, waving the letter in her face as she backed off the ladder.

		“I’m talking to some other cattle owners about that acreage and they’re willing to pay much more than your lease. I’m afraid you’ll have to have your cattle off.”

		“You can’t do that, we’ve been running cattle on Emmett’s land for twenty-five years.”

		“That’s been good for you, but you’ve been swindling Emmett out of a near fortune, what you and your daddy have made from that beef. I’m not as much an easy mark and not as nice as Em.”

		“Does he know what you’re doing?”

		“Yes, and I told him why. The old guy’s eyes lit up like the 4th of July when I suggested I could make a whole lot more than he had, and I’d be glad to pay him a percentage.”

		“What are you going to get from the other rancher, must be Jud Sparks,” Ty figured that much out himself.

		“Why, Ty,” Dusty droned with a fair amount of sass, “that’s a private business arrangement. Truth is, if he doesn’t sign the lease, I’ll probably let it go ungrazed. I was thinking about that anyway.”

		“Is all this because of that stupid incident in the canyon?”

		“I told you I’d get you back.”

		“You are one hateful bitch!” he seethed.

		“Oh, no,” she shook her head. “There were a lot of ways to get me out of that canyon and you chose the wrong one. You can pay now.”

		“I’m not paying anything,” he said. “I’ll take this to court. I’ll take it to Emmett. You won’t be getting away with it.”

		“Just try to stop me.” She smiled happily. “We’ll see who will be the laughing stock of the town now. Outsmarted by a foolish woman.”

		Ty’s eyes gleamed, that blackness seeming more black than midnight, or the ace of spades or a lump of coal. They made Dusty shiver, but not so Ty would notice. The truth was, up until their fateful incident in the canyon, she found Ty Holbrook one hot guy, with some redeeming possibilities compared to most of the men in their small community. It was really too bad that this whole mess had to happen, but she certainly wouldn’t be backing down, regardless of what her arousal was telling her.

		“All right, just tell me your price, Dusty.”

		“There is no price for you, Ty.”

		“Tell me your price,” he repeated. “You don’t need to tell me now, but I need to know. I need my cattle on that land and they will be there, if I have to hog-tie you and make you give me that lease.”

		“If you think your strong-armed tactics are going to work, you’re sadly mistaken. This is not the old west and I’m not some delicate flower who will cave in to your chauvinist ultimatums.”

		“You can sure say that again, you’re one hard-assed bitch!” he fumed, and he walked toward the door. “You haven’t heard the last from me.”

		Hearing his nasty retort, Dusty felt the oddest sensation of sadness sweep through her. Though it was only a momentary feeling, she could sense that Ty’s opinion of her was something she valued more than she thought. She’d certainly never wanted to have earned the name “hard-assed bitch.”

		

		Two weeks later, Dusty sat in John Zekeley’s office hearing the last new she wanted to hear.

		“I thought for sure you’d be able to buy me out with your inheritance money.”

		“I bought something else. I just never thought you’d want to sell your stake in the mercantile so soon.” She looked worried.

		“Dusty, I’m sorry, but I can’t take the rough winters this far north, I’m packing things up, moving lock stock and barrel to Phoenix.”

		She sighed.

		“Do you have to find a buyer for the store? Couldn’t you just wait it out a little longer.”

		“Truth is, Dusty, Martha’s not doing very well, her arthritis. I have to go and we need that money. Housing prices are higher there and I need to think about health insurance. It’s getting to be a complicated and expensive world. If I was staying here in Wyoming I’d say I have everything I need, but …”

		“I know, I understand. I wish I could buy you out, but I’m stretched to the wire, and perhaps for a very stupid reason.”

		“Want to tell me?” he asked kindly.

		“I’d rather not.” John seemed to be the one person in town that didn’t know about her war with Ty. She was trying to soft peddle the whole issue now, stand firm, without backing down, and still not look like the utter bitch that Ty accused her of being. She didn’t know if she was succeeding or not, but she was hoping that her image wasn’t too terribly tarnished. John Zekeley was one man she really didn’t want to look foolish to.

		“Suit yourself, Dusty.” He looked sheepish and so kind and a little whipped. Given his seventy-two years, she couldn’t blame him for wanting to leave. “I promise you this, I’ll sell to someone locally, someone that will value what you have there, that would be willing to be bought out once you have the cash again. We could even work our a first right of refusal arrangement.”

		“I’d be very grateful, John.” She shook her head. “I just can’t believe you and Martha will be going.”

		“I can’t either. But I can’t say I’m not looking forward to milder winters.”

		

		Dusty let the sale of the John’s fifty-two percent of the mercantile slip from her mind for two weeks. When she wasn’t running the store, she spent most of that time making sure that Ty’s cattle were off her land. Jud hadn’t signed the lease agreement and no other rancher was prepared to move his cattle to her land. But that didn’t matter. She had her revenge and it was the best she’d felt since Ty tanned her hide on that mountainside. For several days she was elated realizing the trauma she was causing him.

		The forthright rancher strode into the mercantile two days after his cattle had been moved. When Dusty saw him she assumed that this was another ploy—and a very direct one—to get the grazing rights back. He probably knew she didn’t have a new lease.

		Seeing Ty’s handsome and determined face, his imposing stance and the shock of black hair falling over his forehead, Dusty shuddered. For just a second she remembered how he took charge of her that day. She hadn’t been able to admit until weeks later, that while getting spanked was the most humiliating experience of her life, it was also one of the most electrifying she ever had. Not only that, as the days passed, she had the most bizarre erotic feelings arise when she thought of Ty Holbrook.

		Looking at him now the charge of desire that surged through her was remarkable, though something to keep in check. The fact was, she was ready for another fight if that’s what it took. She refused to back down. However, this time, she planned to make the battle more civil. Now that she handily won her revenge.

		As Ty approached the counter, he looked around the store like he was inspecting the place. He searched the shelves and lifted a few canisters that were sitting next to the cash register peering judgmentally at their contents. “Hummm …” his only comment.

		“May I help you?” she asked him.

		“If you don’t mind, Dusty, I’ll just have a look around.”

		“Suit yourself, is there anything in particular you want? Perhaps I could help you find it.”

		“No, not really. I just wanted to have a good look at my new acquisition.” With his comments dropping like petals into a spring breeze, he strolled away inspecting the store that had been Dusty’s life for the last seven years.

		Meanwhile Dusty was frozen in her shoes. With reality slowly sinking in, there was suddenly a noxious churning in her belly. She was about to run to the bathroom and throw up. John couldn’t have sold it to him! It was a disaster worse than death itself!

		Ty remained silent as he perused every corner of the store. He fingered a number of the items on the shelves, peered into the back room and then returned to her.

		“I think if we take down that back wall we can stock more hunting supplies. This place has never had all we need here in town. I’ve had to drive sixty miles to get what I want. And I was thinking about putting in some fishing tackle … over there …” He gestured to a spot in the back corner.

		“Ty Holbrook, would you just spit it out? What’s going on?”

		“John didn’t tell you?”

		“No, he didn’t tell me.”

		“Gee, I thought he would, even when I asked him not to.”

		“You asked him not to what?”

		“I told him I wanted to surprise you myself.”

		He was coy, almost cute, his face having the ability to grin in the most devious way that only made his dark Indian features even more curiously charming. She hated that right now, knowing he was mocking her, without an ounce of shame.

		“So, tell me, do you plan to make me suffer forever?”

		“I bought his share of the store, isn’t that obvious?”

		She took a deep breath, her worst fears confirmed. Now she was sure she was going to be sick. It took all her strength to keep her sandwich in her stomach and her knees from going out from under her. She hated fainting women and wouldn’t be one herself—even if fainting was exactly what she wanted to do.

		“You want the land,” she stated flatly.

		He spun around, leaned in on the counter, and stared at her. “No. I want this store. I’ve always wanted a piece of this store and now I have fifty-two percent—me and my partners that is. There are three of us, but I put up most of the cash. You wouldn’t believe the things I have planned.”

		“You’re not planning to run it too?” She tried not looking desperate.

		“No, even I’m not that stupid. I have a ranch to run. But as long as it’s mine, it’s going to have all the things that I always wished were here and aren’t. Yeah, there’ll be a few changes. I’ll be back tomorrow to discuss them. I thought maybe you’d like them on paper if that would help?”

		

		Dusty was almost in tears by the time Ty left. For all the revenge in her heart, there seemed none left now, just hurt, an incredible hurt that she knew she was partly responsible for. Her revenge had been damaging, not just to Ty, but herself. Her plan had been perfect until this, and like Jerilyn predicted, it backfired.

		For three days, Dusty watched as Ty came into the store with more of his changes in mind. Each day, she was more flustered and scared. This had always been her kingdom. No one, not even John, tampered with her sacred territory. It might not have been the perfect general mercantile, but it was hers to do with as she pleased. And everything Ty suggested was an indictment of her abilities, and a criticism of her choices. She felt like a pie had just been thrown in her face in front of a hundred witnesses. The gossip in town was almost as bad as it had been after she was been publicly spanked. Though she tried turning a deaf ear to the tattlers that babbled about her fortunes, she still knew what they were saying.

		By the fourth day of her “partnership” with Ty Holbrook, she had enough. There were carpenters measuring the aisles, two wholesalers asking her when she’d be placing her order for hunting supplies and plenty of whispers behind her back. Enough so it was time act. After closing the mercantile, Dusty took off her in her Jeep and headed for Ty’s Sundown Ranch ten miles north of town. Her grief would end tonight, if she had anything to say about it.

		

		“Okay, Holbrook,” Dusty declared, as the rancher himself answered his front door. “I think it’s time we traded.”

		Ty was hardly able to disguise his amusement, as he looked down at the saucy redhead’s determined face. “Why don’t you come in and get comfortable,” he said, opening wide the ranch house door. “Wanna beer?”

		Dusty nodded, and watched Ty disappear in the direction of the kitchen. At least she had a few moments to collect herself while she was storming Ty’s turf. It took some time to get used to his impressive surroundings. There were no words for the ranch house but substantial and frightening. The same sort of shiver that accompanied all her other associations with the man was charging right through her. She had to settle down.

		When Ty returned he handed her a cold beer and motioned to one of the leather sofas before the fireplace.

		“You say you want to exchange your bottom land for my share in the store?”

		“The price is nearly equal and since you have what I want and I own what you need, it seems like a fair trade.”

		He nodded in agreement. “So, you’re tired of my trespassing on your hallowed ground?” His smirk was brutal to face.

		“I’m tired of people rearranging my life.”

		“No different than you forcing me to rearrange mine,” he returned.

		“Touché. You’ve made your point.”

		“Have I?”

		“I wanted revenge, I got it, but I’m paying the price now. I hope that satisfies you.”

		“No, not really,” Ty answered shaking his head.

		She looked concerned and he noted her expression with a haughty one of his own.

		He’d crossed his leg, one ankle resting on a knee as he leaned back in his hefty leather chair. He looked like a king, or perhaps a land baron of old. The sensation of smallness made Dusty shudder. She wasn’t used to being intimidated in any surroundings, but these were awesome ones, it was hard to overcome. Ty used it all to his benefit. If she’d been smart she would never have come here in the first place. Now there was no way to maintain control, she’d lost the battle the moment she walked in his door.

		“Don’t worry, Dusty,” he said. “I’ll make your trade, but I have one more small price that you need to pay.”

		“What’s that?” she asked.

		He grinned first but then his expression turned somber. “I plan to take a razor strap and a cane to your behind. Teach you a lesson in humility you’ll not forget.”

		“Good lord, you don’t mean that?” She was stunned.

		“Oh, but I do. For just one half hour, Dusty Marin, I intend to make your life as miserable as you made mine the last few weeks.”

		“You’re crazy!” she declared. Rising to her feet she was about to leave.

		“It’s the only way you’re going to get control of the store,” he warned her, when she was almost at his front door.

		Turning back, she gazed at Ty still sitting in his master’s chair, triumph emblazoned on his face. He wasn’t kidding. She knew it for a fact. Ty was as stubborn, unyielding and willful as she was. In that, the two were unbelievably alike. This is exactly what she would have done if she had the chance.

		Dusty stood silently for a time, her balance shifting from one hip to the other, her eyes gazing anywhere but at Ty’s face. Her thoughts raced, as if her life depended on finding another solution to this debacle. Yet, Ty had all the cards in his hand, a royal ace- high flush. He knew she had her full house, that piece of prime bottom land, but she had nothing else. Her hand was down and she had nothing else to show. And what really mattered most to Dusty Marin was not the land, or even revenge, but her precious store. The bastard knew exactly what owned her heart.

		“If I let you use your strap and cane on me, will you promise me one thing?” she said.

		“What’s that?”

		“You won’t tell a soul.”

		“I didn’t tell a soul the last time, you just managed to pick a very public time to humiliate yourself.”

		“Don’t remind me.” She started back into the living room from the hall, approaching him slowly. “If I let this happen it’s just you and me. No one else, and not one word about it to anyone, ever.”

		He nodded, his eyes like two intense beams of heat boring into her. “That’s a promise,” he said. “No one else has earned the satisfaction, Dusty. This one’s mine to enjoy.” He said the words in a low gravelly voice, enunciating them clearly. Beyond his amusement and triumph, all playfulness aside, he was solemn and thoughtful. Like this was something she really owed him.

		“When?” Dusty asked. Her voice was breathless, muted to the point that Ty might have had to struggle to hear her speak, but he was listening very carefully with his whole attention focused on her.

		“Right now’s fine with me,” he said. “Might as well get it over with, don’t you think?”

		She nodded, feeling a pleasurable tingle on her bottom that reminded her of the erotic element of this nasty game. “Okay, right now,” she agreed. “But just one more thing.”

		“What’s that?” Ty asked as he rose from his chair.

		“I have a cabin going up on the ridge overlooking the bottom land. I’d like to keep building, it’s nearly half done. Of course it’s yours, I suppose, but I’d like the option to use it.”

		“On the high ridge? That’s a dangerous spot,” Ty commented.

		“Still, it’s been a dream of mine for some time, long before I owned the property.”

		“Sure, you can use it. I’ll even finish paying the bill. But in exchange for the right to it, I’ll keep five percent of the store.”

		“Three, that’s all it’s worth, Ty. It’s just a small cabin.”

		He eyed her mindfully, almost amused, but he kept his smile to himself. “Okay, three,” he agreed.

		“And you give up your say in how the store’s run, not a word, and keep your carpenter and salesmen out of there.”

		“Agreed.”

		They stared at each other for a minute, as though neither one was going to move.

		“So I guess I’d better get this over,” she finally said. She couldn’t help the odd shudder that engulfed her as she spoke.

		“Yes, I guess so. I’ll get the strap and cane. And perhaps, if you really want this private, you’ll step into the study just in case someone might mosey in.” He motioned to a door on the other side of the open hallway, and Dusty wandered in that direction while Ty took off in the other.

		

		There was a second fireplace in the study with embers still glowing. She supposed the morning was brisk and he lit the fire there to take the chill off the room. Now, there was little warmth coming from the remaining coals. Unlike the neat-as-a-pin greatroom, this study was a typical ranch office with papers stacked on his massive antique desk, and enough grit and grime clinging to the surfaces around the room to suggest that the cleaning lady was forbidden inside. It almost felt like home, like her daddy’s study. And reminiscent of that forbidding territory, it was where she took her whippings as a child—unless of course she did something really outrageous. Then her daddy took her to the barn where he thrashed her good with whatever length of long leather would make the best impression on her sorry ass end. She took those punishments bare-assed, as she was sure Ty would demand of her today.

		Maybe it was a small price to pay to have her peace of mind back and a sense of order returned to her life. She didn’t function well with salesmen she didn’t want, and carpenters, and apparently revenge. This was not a move she’d try again.

		

		Without the fire, Dusty could feel a draft coming in through the window, or maybe it was just her own cold chills at the prospect of having to submit to this handsome brute. She hugged her arms in front of her as she waited, staring from desk, to fireplace, to picture, to window around the room, becoming immersed in the essence of the man that demanded this submission. She wasn’t a submissive woman, and here she was yielding without a fight. What had she become? What did this say about who she was? Since the day on the mountain, the worst thing of all, worse that the gossip and sneers and the snide remarks and Ty’s scheming plot to out dazzle her with vengeful brilliance, was the way he turned her vision of herself upside down. Just as he upended her over his lap in the midst of a mountain storm, he was doing the same thing again. And in a more insidious way. This wasn’t a conflagration born out of rage, it wasn’t a furious battle in the middle of harsh circumstances. It was a quiet war of nerves, of substance and verve that required far more wits and focus than what happened in the canyon. Ty won this battle handily—that disturbed her most.

		“So, my reckless brat, are you ready?” His voice came out of the blue. She hadn’t heard him enter the room, and she jerked around startled.

		“I’m not yours,” she told him, the rejoinder coming out almost without thinking.

		“For the next half hour you’re mine, at least this ass end of yours is.”

		She looked down to his side and noted the two ghastly looking implements he carried in his left hand. He clutched the wide leather razor strap in the middle, the two sides dangling on either side so it appeared a good three feet long. Clutched along side the leather was a bamboo cane, polished and slightly frayed at the end, like it had been used a few times before. She’d endured the kiss of leather on her behind, plenty of times, but never something as vile and dangerous looking as the bamboo.

		“They make you shudder?” Ty asked, looking at her expression.

		“Not as much as you probably want them to,” she said, her voice quaking.

		He didn’t counter what she said, but they both knew she was scared as hell.

		“You want to take down your jeans, or shall I?” he asked.

		“I’ll do it myself, thank you,” she replied. At least this was some measure of control in this very humbling situation.

		Turning her back on Ty, she began to undo the snap at the waist of her jeans and push the denim over her hips. Kicking off her flats, she eased the pants over her legs and wiggled out of them altogether. Looking over her shoulder she waited for some sign from him.

		“I’ll take care of the panties,” he said, just as she was about to reach for them. “Over the chair.”

		The order was crisp and decisive, bold like Ty’s style, and sent a shiver deep so it resounded through her with a thunder that was as uncomfortable as it was rousing. She approached the chair cautiously. How convenient, the padded back was at hip height—perhaps a natural function of its design, this feature handy for a dominant sort of fellow like Ty. Dusty obliged the man, time to turn this regrettable affair in her life into a memory. Some day, it would be just a small wrinkle in her life, one that would ease out with a bit of distance. If only she were that far along and didn’t have to live with the pain and shame.

		Waiting was rough. She heard Ty’s boots on the wood floor. They’d kick up dust in this dusty room. But their clatter was a welcoming, soothing sound. Some days she wished for the warm sound of a man’s boots on wood, tapping in the night when they came in from working a ranch. It could be a nurturing sound, those heels clicking with their measured beat across her days, or even making an erratic music as they moved a stern man into an act of retribution.

		Feeling Ty’s hands at her waist, she shuddered. They were incredibly warm. As he slowly lifted the waistband of her panties, the shudder ran deeper still. Drawing the thin material over her bottom to bare her ass cheeks, he seemed to be creeping along in slow-motion. Though he’d spanked her bare-bottomed before, this unveiling was intensely deliberate and curiously erotic. Having bared his target, Ty let her panties drift down toward her knees where they settled. He stepped back.

		Closing her eyes, Dusty gritted her teeth, anticipating the sting of the leather. When it struck she squinted and wiggled her ass. The blows that followed came with a steady beat she could count on. And though the smacking noise rang in her ears, there was still the sound of his boots, moving him from spot to spot as he made sure he was getting her fair ass at all the right angles—making sure that the blush on her behind was one even shade of red.

		It hurt, the pain coming in surges. There were moments when the descending leather hit a hot spot that was already flaming. And moments when the strap hit new ground. She squealed and begged him to stop when he caught the top of her thighs with several nasty smacks.

		“Nooo, ouch, no, pleeeese,” she wailed with a plaintive cry when the pain got too hot not to protest. There were tears in her eyes and a sob in her heart, but she kept most of her anguish hushed. “Ty, nooooooooooooooo,” she cried, when the agony seemed beyond endurance.

		Once, she opened her eyes and peered back at the pitiless man. His expression was grim, determined, and very personal. Like he really cared about her, as though he had some vested interest in Dusty beyond her paying this debt to him, as if she was more to him than an annoying intrusion into the order of his life.

		Her eyes pleaded with him, but he wasn’t looking. His gaze was on her ass alone—sure to be bright now with all the flames he’d set to burning.

		Closing her eyes again she closed him out, yet the sight of his face didn’t disappear from her mind, nor did the feeling he aroused in her. With the pain increasing, she stepped up her natural reactions, clutching the chair more firmly, her ass clenching tightly, her feet dancing an erratic two-step as though that would alter the sensation. Nothing she tried made it any better and nothing would end her agony except Ty himself. She never felt this defenseless, never this exposed, like he could open her soul and peer right in and know what was there.

		When he finally stopped, she waited for a long time anticipating another blow that didn’t come.

		“I could go on,” he remarked.

		“Oh, Ty, no.”

		“No? You think you’ve had enough? You think you’ve been wounded enough, you think you’ve paid your due? Is that what you’re thinking?”

		“Ty, yes.” She looked back at him again, but saw nothing but the concrete cool resolve in his eyes—detachment, ferocity and steel that wouldn’t waver no matter how she pleaded.

		“I’m finished with the strap, Dusty, but I do like admiring the look of your ass. Gives me lots of inspiration as I think about where I’ll lay the cane.”

		“Oh, please, not that.” The heat of the strapping was just beginning to flow in an easy erotic warmth she welcomed. More pain, no.

		“How does it feel?” he asked. He’d come to her side and laid his hand on her ass. The feel of his fingers roused her more, his touch electrifying the sensations already spinning beyond her control. “Is it hot? Does it hurt?” He slapped her one cheek, the pain returning

		“Ah, noooo,” she purred even as she swayed like a seducing cat.

		“How does it feel being at my mercy? You want to rant at me more, you want to spit or kick me? You hate me now?”

		She surely did, but she couldn’t find words. The feel of this hand on her ass was all she could think of.

		“You want the cane, don’t you?”

		“No, Ty, please,” she moaned in agony, the effect of his massage contradicting her passionate pleas.

		“Oh, yeah, you want it. Just look at how you move on me.” He caught her swaying lewdly, so this intimate fondling dispelled even her doubts. “You’re not going to admit it to me, but I know that the cane is the only thing that will satisfy you right now. The pain means something to a woman as selfish and willful as you are. It means sometimes you don’t get to win, sometimes you like being taken by a man, sometimes you just want to feel small and used and lost. You may not ever admit that. But I know it’s true. This half-breed cowpoke doesn’t know too much about women, but I know this one thing about you. It’s so clear I wonder that other men don’t see it the way I do. I’m sure if they did, some guy would have swept you into his grasp a long time ago.” He shifted on his feet and pulled his hand back. “Yeah, I’m going to cane you, Dusty.”

		“Please, Ty. You don’t have to do this. You could stop right now and we’d both be satisfied.” She was almost completely turned around so she could look him in the eye as she spoke.

		He shook his head. “I don’t see it that way. There aren’t many men who would have the guts to put you in your place, and I’d wager if I stop now, you’d never have any respect for me.”

		“Ty, no.”

		He stared at her immovable. “I’m going to cane your ass and it’s going to hurt more than all the strappings you’ve ever had. It’s going to cut enough to leave some bruises, and you’re going to hate it when it happens.” His eyes twinkled nastily. “But you’re going to love every minute of it. Even if you never admit that to anyone else, admit it to yourself.”

		Stepping back still further, Ty picked up the cane and let the first cut tear the air, then tear at Dusty’s rough skin as it landed on the center of her ass cheeks.

		“Ahhhhhh,” she moaned, and bore down.

		The next struck harder, and the next was as vile, and the fourth made her scream and shoot up from her bent over position.

		Without missing a beat, the rancher shoved her heartlessly back in place and repeated the cuts of the cane with another four that whisked briskly through the air and boldly crisscrossed the previous ones.

		She howled, her body jerking out of control until the fire of the attack subsided enough for her to calm. “No, no more!” she finally found a voice for her protests.

		“You wouldn’t respect me if I stopped now,” he repeated his earlier refrain. He let the ninth cut fly so it sliced both cheeks with the a biting gash. An angry weal appeared, and then another as the tenth cut hit.

		Dusty howled unhappily and with that one, the tears she held back started to flow.

		The eleventh cut etched a brilliant wound across the top of her thighs, and then as if he had some degree of mercy, the final one sliced immediately thereafter leaving its imprint just below the scarred skin above it.

		Twelve. Thank God it was over.

		The silence that followed was broken when Ty spoke. “I’ll let you recover by yourself and I’ll see you outside when you’re ready.” He left Dusty to her sobs and the startling revelations she was so distressed to acknowledge about herself.

		

		When Dusty strode from Ty’s study into the greatroom she was careful not to let him know the pain she felt with every step she took. He was there, sitting in his chair reading a hunting magazine. Looking up at her, he was on his feet in seconds.

		“Our business is finished,” she said. “I’ll have my lawyer get a hold of you to draw up the papers?”

		“It’s no hurry for me, as long as the agreement’s as we discussed.”

		“I don’t plan on any changes. I’m just happy to have my store back.”

		He nodded.

		The awkward moment didn’t end even as they moved toward the front door. There, they stood painfully close, something brewing. Something that might have been ignored altogether, except that for just a moment their lips met. She was shocked by the tender touch and stood as though she was frozen, though there was heat flooding her everywhere.

		“I see there is a way to soften you, Dusty Marin,” Ty said as he stepped back.

		For the first time in her life, Dusty had nothing to say. Leaving was a lot easier than the alternatives, and those she didn’t want to consider.

		

		***

		

		The sky was wide and open, blue and clear from one horizon to the next. It was morning and she sat on the small porch of her cabin, gazing into the endless vista beyond her, doing nothing, not even thinking, if she could help it. She considered this a present to herself after all the anguish of the past two months, of Ty Holbrook and getting spanked in front of his luring cronies, and gossips and losing half her store and getting it back again after the nasty bout with his bamboo cane. She spent far too many hours thinking back on that last vile deed and even more on the kiss that seemed to end a most unpleasant detour in her life.

		Now though, she was floating on air, thinking she could touch the sky if she could just reach out far enough. And yet, she was feeling far too lazy to do even that. She planned to spend the next two days in the utter breathless silence of this brilliant mountain top. She didn’t care that she’d argued with Ty, once again, over the placement of the dwelling—his opinions were never hers. It was rock solid, rare for a mountain cabin. And even if the wind blew in hurricane blasts, she’d be safe. In fact, that great mountain wind was one of the refreshing parts of being lost and away from everything.

		Dusty spent the morning in the porch, the afternoon getting happily settled in the small space inside, and then the early evening until dark, making a pot of chili on her camp stove. The clear sky had given way to clouds, brewing like angry billows of smoke along the horizon. For a time, she could see lightning leap from cloud to cloud, but as it got closer, her desire to snuggle inside the cabin’s protection lured her within.

		Just as the storm was about to break free with rain, she heard a distinct rapping on her door. Then, without answering the knock, the door burst open and Ty stood before her.

		“You could have let me know,” she exclaimed seeing his handsome bearing. “I would have invited you for dinner.”

		“You’re coming with me,” he said.

		“My, this is all too familiar,” she said, recalling like deja vu that fateful moment in the canyon. “You didn’t bring your minions, did you?”

		“Storms predicted to be one of the worst in years. I’m not going to fool around with your arguing.”

		“I had this cabin built to withstand this kind of weather,” she retorted, not in the least fazed by Ty. She wasn’t going to let the man affect her the way he had that last time, so she remained serene.

		“So, I’ll evict you,” he said. He was calm but nonetheless adamant.

		“You can’t do that, we have notarized documents that give me the right to be here until I die.”

		“Yes, and they give me sole ownership of this cabin, and you mere squatter’s rights.”

		“Ty, it’s mine as I want to use it.”

		“Not if it’s a danger to your life,” he said.

		“Who says there’s any danger to my life?” Dusty could feel the heat of a battle beginning to well inside her, just as the wind outside was whipping the trees around the cabin. She could hear sticks hit the roof and windows. Looking outside into the near darkness, she was actually worried.

		“You coming?” Ty asked, encouraging her with his offered hand.

		“I think I’ll stay,” she gave it one last try.

		With that statement said in a very defiant voice, Ty was on her, taking her under his arm, smacking his hand against her behind with a fierce blast of spanks.

		“Ouch!” she cried, though it hardly hurt with the denim padding her butt.

		He kept on until it was clear that he wouldn’t stop until she gave in.

		“Okay, okay, I’ll go with you, just stop!” she finally blared.

		He let her go the instant she relented. Then letting her gather a few things in her knapsack, the two started down the mountain toward his Jeep.

		It was tough going, the craggy hillside rough to negotiate in the dusky light. The footing was slippery especially when it started to rain. Ty held on tightly, both of them realizing the panic that was wild in her, and even the fear he had himself, wondering how they’d get down safely. Thunder crashed and buckets of water flooded the trail, washing out their footing altogether. Finally, with no other choice, they slid to a broad ledge some seven feet beneath them and scurrying into a small cave under the embankment, just as lightning hit their side of the mountain with a brilliant burst of fire.

		Dusty clung to Ty’s arms, wincing as each bolt flashed. The storm was right over them, venting a rage she hadn’t seen in years. Above them on the mountain, they heard a sudden crack as though a tree had been hit. The sound of splintering wood was as noxious to her ears as the next bolt of lightning. Bits of dust, debris and fractured lumber barreled down the steep embankment in front of their eyes. Dusty knew it was more than a tree that had been shattered by the electric jolt.

		“Ty, I have to go back up,” she hollered at him through the chaos. Pulling from his side, she crawled out on the ledge only to have Ty haul her back inside, jerking her arm angrily.

		“You’re going nowhere,” he shouted.

		“Like hell, I won’t, I’m going back up.”

		“To do what? Get yourself killed?”

		She struggled with him for some minutes, but Ty held her back with an energy even more fierce that her own and certainly a muscle strength she couldn’t match. They wrestled angrily until all her strength seemed depleted. Outside, there was suddenly a deafening roar that matched the powerful storm itself, and more debris thundered down before their eyes. Dusty crouched low inside the cramped cave, frozen inside Ty’s arms. All her fight and fury seemed to have disappeared with these last pieces of her broken cabin sliding into oblivion. Ty, knowing her present agony, eased his grasp but not his tight hold. They waited not saying a word as the storm wore on, until they could sense it easing off, moving east to reek havoc elsewhere. Then, slowly emerging from the cave onto the ledge they looked up into the black night seeing nothing. The rain continued to fall softly, but not enough to prevent their careful descent to the road and Ty’s waiting Jeep.

		“Where did you park?” he asked her when they finally reached the vehicle.

		“I hiked the whole way,” she said.

		“You really are crazy,” he replied, and they rode back to town in silence.

		“Just as they were pulling into Dusty’s driveway, another torrential downpour broke loose. With a hundred yards to her front door, she was drenched by the time she reached the porch. Ty was at her heels all the way, making sure she got safely inside. Once beyond her door, she turned and looked at him dripping buckets off his clothes on to her wood floor.

		“Why’d you follow me in? Look at you, you’re soaked.”

		“About as much as you?”

		She looked down at herself, almost tempted to laugh, except the storm was a ready reminder of her lost cabin.

		“Well, you’re going to have to stay a while and get into some dry clothes,” she said as she ushered Ty toward the kitchen. She moved off expecting him to follow.

		Just as they reached the kitchen door, just before the light went on, she felt Ty’s hands on her shoulders. The warmth from them was as electrifying as the next bolt of lightning that brightened the kitchen into a gauzy looking palate of gray. In the dark, with her back to him, a sexual shudder raced up her spine, dispelling for an instant the chill of her wet clothes. Without a light to see by, just the feel of his hands, he began to strip her down, pulling away her soggy sweater and letting it drop to the linoleum. He pushed her jeans to her knees and she shook them off. And then, he peeled the wet layers of his own clothes away, while Dusty turned around and watched in the gray/black darkness that settled in around their bodies. One minute she could hardly see him, the next, his muscled flesh was illuminated by a flash of light.

		Their hands began tentatively, but their hesitation lasted only seconds. With a burst of energy, not unlike the storm outside, they dove joyfully into each other’s flesh, moving quickly toward the bedroom, soon to land in a wild heap in the middle of Dusty’s downy comforter.

		His cock thrust deep and his hands played at her ass like he owned it, reveling in skin he’d bruised and abused, spanked and strapped and now loved with an abandon he rarely used for a first fuck. Dusty returned his passion pawing at his hard body. For a time she pulled away from him to bring his erection inside her mouth. Then, with her body heat at a hopeless pinnacle, she maneuvered around again and let him in for the final thrust that exploded around them in a self-fulfilling shower of release.

		Afterwards, they slept, too dazed to say a word. But side by side inside her sheets, they were content enough to pass the night both as enemies and friends.

		

		The morning dawned with another brilliant blue sky, and the sun shining through the window.

		“Good gawd!” Dusty exclaimed as she bolted from bed, seeing the time. She almost forgot that she had company for the night until she found Ty Holbrook just finishing his shower in the bath.

		“Oh, my,” she backed away.

		“Bet you’re going to be late opening the store,” he said as a way to say good morning.

		“Yes, and I’d better get going.”

		He smirked jauntily as he watched her strip from her robe and move quickly into the bath. Even after having slept with the man and being spanked bare-bottomed over his lap, she felt a little self-conscious exposing herself to him in broad daylight. Thankfully, Ty didn’t stay for the whole ritual but left her by herself to get ready for work. Dusty rather hoped he would be long gone by the time she got out of the bathroom. But when she entered her living room, she was surprised to see him sitting casually on the sofa like he belonged there. He was fully dressed, while she remained in her robe.

		“I thought you’d be headed back to your ranch by now,” she said.

		“Just a last piece of business.”

		“Business?” she wondered aloud. “I didn’t think of last night as business.”

		“I didn’t either, but there is something unfinished between us. I am going to paddle your ass for that tizzy you raised last night.”

		“You will not!” she retorted as she started to turn away.

		“Oh, yes, I will.”

		She turned around with her eyes flashing, but she couldn’t think of a thing to say. All she could think of was what had happened between them the night before—everything from the harrowing moment on the mountain to the divine moment in bed.

		“Now, get over here, like a good girl,” Ty said, her dazed expression. “I think this should do to make my point.” He held up a wooden spoon he must have taken from her kitchen wall.

		“You wouldn’t.” She stared at the thing dumbfounded.

		“Oh, yes I would. You were recklessly stupid, almost costing both our lives, and if you think I’m going to let you get away with that …”

		Moving on her quickly he led her by the arm into the kitchen where he pulled out a chair, sat down and drew her over his lap.

		With just her bathrobe to cover her, it was quick business having her ass bared. And that done, he began with the three-inch wide spoon, letting the thick round end come down on her quivering ass cheeks with a firm hard smack. Alternating his aim, Ty began a staccato rhythm that picked up speed as he got going. Dusty tried to keep her complaints to herself, but the sting was instantly hot and nasty. The spoon was no soft piece of leather striking her skin, but hard and unforgiving.

		“Ouch, that hurts like hell!” she shouted.

		Smack! Another hit landed.

		“Ouch, no, ooo, please!” She squirmed for some kind of relief, though there was little to be had.

		“Ouch, ow, no, ooo, ouch!”

		“Oh, I’m glad it’s hurting!” Ty interrupted her protests. “If there was ever a woman that needed a good paddling, you’re it, Dusty Marin.”

		“Please, Ty, stop!”

		Smack! He answered her with a forthright hit right on the center of one cheek.

		“Ouch!” she protested, while Ty moved swiftly from one cheek the next in a cadence that seemed to have no end.

		“Ty! I’m sorry.”

		“You’re damn right, you’re sorry.”

		Smack!

		He let loose with another mean whack. Each time the wooden spoon landed, the dreadful burn increased.

		“No, no really, I was stupid about coming off the mountain … I was just …”

		Smack!

		“Ouch! Stop!”

		“Please, I know I was wrong this time, please just stop. Ouch!” Hot, biting, sharp, caustic … the heat felt like a torch at her ass. “Please, I can’t! I’m sorry.” She let out every plea she could muster with all the savage distress she was feeling. “Oh, no, ouch, goddammit ouch!” He’d struck her thighs several times and she bucked so hard, she practically escaped his grasp. Her legs were flailing wildly and her mouthy retorts became more impassioned.

		“You think can act like a sane human being!” Ty asked.

		“Yes, yes I can.”

		Smack!

		“Ouch!”

		He seemed to be slowing down, the strikes further apart, but with each landing on scalded skin, it was still agony.

		“I’m sorry, Ty, you have to believe me.”

		“I think I do,” he replied, though he added a few more whacks. These seemed more like swats, though to such injured skin they still hurt. Dusty could sense the end and nurtured that thought, becoming as relinquished as she’d ever been in a man’s arms.

		When he finally stopped and pushed her off his lap, the air between them jumped with electricity. She stood before him, neither one knowing what to say. It seemed that everything had been said, but they needed some way to ease out of what was becoming an awkward moment.

		“I was silly last night, Ty,” Dusty finally said. She pulled her robe around her and tied it tightly with the sash. “And I’m sorry. It’s just the cabin … it’s gone now.” The sad memory of that fact swept through her quickly and her body trembled, the reality gathering steam.

		“Yeah, I’m afraid it’s gone,” Ty agreed, joining her solemn grief. “You could rebuild on the lower rise, where it’s safer.”

		“You’d let me do that?”

		“Oh, there’d be a price.”

		“Yeah, I suppose you’d want to smack my ass any time you want to.”

		“Naw,” he shook his head. “But if you marry me, we can end all this hassle.”

		“What!” She looked as though her jaw was going to drop to the floor, then she sunk down in a chair opposite him, her legs too weak to hold her.

		“We can’t seem to extricate ourselves from each other. We’re kind of like a tangle of barbed wire stuck together, poking each other every time we move. It isn’t gonna end with this, Dusty. And maybe that’s because we don’t want it to.”

		“Ty Holbrook, I can’t imagine being your wife. You’d be getting mad at me everyday, hauling me over your lap, or whatever, blistering my ass.”

		“Would that be so bad, if it means times like last night?” His eyes had taken a tender turn that was hard not to feel.

		“That was a fluke,” she said.

		“Was it?”

		“But how can I marry you when you’re my worst enemy?” she exclaimed.

		“As easily as I can when you’re mine.” He reached out and touched her face with a gentle hand. “Maybe we can turn enemies into friends.”

		She knew as she sat near him trembling, that she was going to say yes, though she would never understand why.

		

		

		Spanking Novels from Lizbeth ...

		

		Off The Beaten Path

		A fiercely independent bush pilot, Ashley Bloom, meets her match in Jess Barrow at an out of the way research station in the midst of a South American jungle. Jess refuses to let the strong-willed woman ride roughshod over him, quick to take Ashley over his lap for a good sound paddling. In a story that takes them out of the jungle and back to civilization, their future seems perpetually "up in the air", but the taste of leather and a bare hand on Ashley's bottom keeps their relationship hot, happy and under control!

		

		Miranda’s Lessons

		Prima Donna Dancer & Her Dominating Instructor battle over form, grace and poise … the battleground, Miranda’s luscious bottom. Mario finds that punishing the rear ends of his headstrong dancers restores the discipline required for this exacting artform. Miranda poses a particularly interesting challenge when he finds himself falling in love with her. And to Miranda's amazement, getting spanked is more than just getting punished, when the sensations turn erotic. Lots of paddles, straps, canes and bare-handed spankings.

		

		Wild Roses

		When Hallie, and friends Sara and Deanna, burn Graham Reynolds’s shed to the ground, Hallie takes the rap, enduring three ruthless spankings. Vowing to avenge this ordeal, years later, the “reformed” Hallie and her friends strike a business deal with Graham, turning his estate into a B&B. The stories of these three lusty ladies are woven together with lots of spanking exploits. Submissive Deanna finds fulfillment surrendering to punishment from the older Graham. Feisty Sara loves spanking for the sexual thrills. And Hallie continues her spanking trials with her nemesis, Alex Lonnigan. For those who love spanking capers, rose red bottoms and delicious sexual thrills.
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