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		Chapter One

		

		Kyle’s pretty brunette bride stood in front of his desk with an adamant set to her finely curved jaw.

		“I’m not going!” Brett announced.

		She was so charming when her temper flared, Kyle thought with amusement. Her dark eyes brightened with an animalistic flurry, they would soften in an instant; though right now they could be intimidating to someone that didn’t know her.

		“I thought we had it all worked out,” Kyle answered back, smiling.

		“You know how I feel, Kyle, this is a personal matter,” she implored him.

		Of course their spanking fetish was a personal matter, but he also knew his wife and business partner very well.

		“It’s just your nerves, darling. These last two weeks have been harrowing; we both could use the break. Do we have to go through this again? I thought I’d heard all your arguments.”

		“But a spanking party?” Brett winced as she said it. “It seems so . . . so sleazy?”

		Kyle chuckled. “You’ve always wanted to go to one. How many times have we fantasized about having an audience? How many times have you implied that you’d like another man spanking your bottom while I watched? I can’t think of a safer and more exciting way to get everything you want. Besides, we’ve been over this, Phillip Heath’s parties are the best. Private, classy, away from it all. Perfectly discreet. Listen, I just talked to him today; he has quite an agenda lined up. We can participate in as much as we want, or as little. We can do nothing but watch if you want, see if it appeals to you.

		Kyle could tell by her expression that Brett was digging in for a full-fledged protest. He sometimes loved her like this—it added lots of sparks to their relationship—but it could also get exasperating.

		“Brett, we need a break, and this is just your cold feet getting in the way.”

		“You really think it’s what we want?” she continued to hedge.

		“Playful, fun, how can we miss? You know Phillip and Janice. Take a chance!”

		“A chance? I take chances every day of my life.” As private investigators, Brett’s statement was quite true. And the two had taken quite a few chances in the last two weeks.

		“A different kind, a safer kind,” he reminded her.

		“But. . . .” Brett’s face was still scrunched up in a petulant childish way, her voice beginning to rise into a whine.

		“If I didn’t know you so well, Brett,” Kyle said, “I could be accused of pushing you, but you know as well as I do that you want to go.”

		“But . . . .” she tried again.

		“Maybe you need a reminder,” he said sternly. “A few good smacks on your rear should help your memory.”

		“Oh not now! We have a client due in fifteen minutes.”

		“Just enough time,” Kyle announced. He’d made up his mind. “Go get the paddle.”

		Kyle kept a ping pong paddle at the office for just such occasions. It hung on the wall with other sports equipment: two wooden tennis rackets, a polo mallet, a baseball bat, all pleasant reminders for Kyle of his college days. As part of the innocuous decoration, the ping pong paddle took on a very different purpose when Kyle saw fit. Sometimes, when he didn’t have the opportunity to use the paddle on Brett’s rear because they were in the midst of business, he’d just lay the thing on her desk to remind her of what was going to happen when they got home.

		The tension in her now was horrendous. Brett wondered if a good spanking might serve a useful purpose, despite the fact that it came at a very inopportune time. Deciding to relent, Brett pulled the paddle off the wall. She hated the way it would sting her rear but she had to agree, her peevishness had certainly earned her the trip over his lap. Returning to her husband’s side, the brunette pouted nastily.

		“You’re too pent-up, I can see that,” Kyle advised her. He knew she’d be peaceful as a lamb when it was over, and for that she’d be grateful for this brief interlude.

		“Pants down,” he ordered.

		“That too?” she whined.

		“C’mon now, we got over that two years ago,” Kyle reminded her.

		The two had been into spanking games almost from the beginning of their remarkable relationship. In fact, spanking was what turned their business partnership into a romance. They had each inherited Longchamp Investigations from Kyle’s father. The assertive Brett Holland had worked for the elder Longchamp for several years when he suddenly died. To everyone’s surprise, he willed his business to his son, Kyle, who then lived three states away, and Brett: a fifty-fifty deal. The two had no idea what “dad” had in mind giving each half the agency since Kyle and Brett had never met, but they always suspected that there had been some matchmaking in the air.

		The trouble was, at the beginning, Kyle and Brett were like two bulls in a china shop, each stubborn, arrogant and self-serving, if you asked their opinion of the other.

		To Brett, Kyle was usurping her, descending on a business he knew nothing about, trying to pretend that she didn’t matter. To Kyle, Brett was too aggressive and far too pushy “for a woman.” That antiquated attitude incensed the savvy detective to the point she had to keep from spitting in her partner’s face. Dozens of times, she wished that Kyle would simply sell his part of the agency, or go away and let her do the work she was well-trained to do.

		After three months of trying to work together, Kyle had a problem: he was falling in love with Brett, and that irritated him to no end. And Brett’s problem was that for the first time in her life, she was fantasizing about a man, Kyle to be specific, that would love her, take charge of her, and send her loins surging at the sound of a command.

		It was quite a fluke one day, when in the middle of one hellava verbal war, Brett looked into Kyle’s flashing brown eyes, and saw something that made her almost jerk back with fear. There was a determination written in his expression that gave her a familiar, but very unwelcome, tingle. They were standing face to face and far too close for comfort. Brett could feel his domineering presence surround her with its imperious aura.

		“You know what you need?” Kyle roared.

		“What!” Brett shouted back.

		“A good spanking!”

		“What?” she roared back.

		“You heard me!” he answered immediately.

		“You boorish, chauvinistic, backward, infantile, arrogant ass!” she charged, realizing what he was really suggesting.

		Kyle merely smiled at the litany, his anger seemed to have suddenly vanished as he became very calm. Once having made his decision, he had no need to be angry anymore. Taking Brett by the wrist, he shoved her over the edge of his desk, picked up a ruler that was conveniently sitting there, and gave her bottom a dozen spirited whacks.

		Brett had been too dumbfounded to say a word, though by the second dozen whacks, as Kyle appeared to be getting into a real rhythm, Brett regained her senses and was protesting madly. Yet, for a fiercely independent woman, who could, without much struggle, overcome a man Kyle’s size, she didn’t pitch an all-out battle to get away. By the time Kyle laid on the third round, Brett was subdued. The flurry of spanks then diminished, though their passions were still soaring.

		They had sex right on top of Kyle’s desk that afternoon, and were from that moment, much more than sparring business partners. Their spirited disagreements did not stop that day, though often they ended just like this one had, with an enthusiastic adventure in corporal discipline.

		Now pushing her pants to her knees, Brett presented a naked bottom to her husband, and his ping pong paddle.

		Sometimes he took her over his lap, other times he enjoyed the moment having her bend over a chair; for this occasion it was over his desk, reminiscent of their first time. Too bad they wouldn’t have time for their favorite activity afterwards. Nonetheless, Kyle decided that this was the best thing for both of them.

		“Please, don’t make it hurt too much,” Brett pleaded.

		“Oh, c’mon now, that’s the point. A good burn on your butt will do you lots of good.” The ping pong paddle came down on her bottom with one firm smack.

		As much as she wanted to cry out, Brett knew she had to remain somewhat discreet in their office—the sound of the paddle against her bottom was bad enough.

		Another smack on the other rear cheek and Brett could hardly stand the instantaneous sting. In what had to be one of the quickest flourishes—time was of the essence—Kyle ripped off a good two dozen more, each firm, hard and blush raising.

		“Oh gawd!” she moaned. The burn was fierce.

		“You need to remember how much you love this, my darling,” Kyle said.

		“No, I don’t,” Brett instantly retorted.

		“You will afterwards.” The paddle continued, steadily and evenly.

		“Then let’s stop now,” she grunted, accepting another two.

		“Oh, you want to quit too soon.” He laid one right on the very middle of her bottom.

		“Gawd, Kyle, I can’t stand this,” She squirmed as if she was going to get away.

		“You’ve stood much more,” he reminded her.

		“But our clients,” she moaned in a none-too-quiet whisper.

		“Oh, wouldn’t that be fun, let them know you’ve been a “bad” girl.” Her bottom was glowing red. Kyle smiled seeing Brett’s lovely round cheeks as bright as the blush on her flushed face.

		“Kyle please!” she spoke sharply, trying a direct demand.

		Just like that first time Kyle spanked her, Brett could have wriggled away, but that was never part of the game—she always remained in her place no matter how hard the spanking got.

		“Ouch! Damn! Stop! “ Her cries were becoming bolder, despite her desire to contain the noise.

		“That should do you for a while,” Kyle said at last. “But I am going to spank you more tonight,” he advised her. He laid the paddle on the desk and moved in against his wife’s backside, slowly grinding his groin against her fiery ass.

		“Sure did get you aroused,” Brett said, noticing the hardness in Kyle’s pants. Her warmed bottom was making her hot.

		“Always does, honeybun,” he purred, kissing her along her neck. “So, what about the party?”

		“Oh, let’s go,” she replied, moving with him in an erotic tango. “You don’t suppose we would have time to…”

		Her question was interrupted by the sound of the outer office door opening and closing.

		They groaned together. “Guess not,” Kyle said, reluctantly pulling himself away from his wife.

		“You’d better cover your ass,” he suggested. “I’ll go meet the clients.”

		He winked at her as he left the room, watching Brett struggle to make herself presentable again.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		“My god, this weather is bad,” Brett said, watching Kyle attempt to negotiate their way through a driving rainstorm.

		“It’s not much further,” he replied, focusing on the blurry road in front of him.

		“I didn’t realize that Heath lived so far out,” Brett said.

		“He’s had this estate for a gazillion years,” Kyle said. “He likes it because it’s so remote—suits his parties well.”

		“You’ve been to one before?” Brett asked. She hadn’t heard about it if he had.

		“Not one out here, but Phillip’s sure talked about them a lot. They sound like very unique occasions. We’ll just see what delectable fantasies we can act out this weekend.”

		“You say you haven’t been to a party here, you’ve been to others?” Brett wasn’t yet comfortable discussing with Kyle the “other” rear ends he’d spanked, though maybe it was finally time to discuss the matter a little more openly.

		“I went to one in town. One of Phillip’s parties at his condo. Actually the place is practically a mansion in itself. That was a wild one, believe me. It was just an evening. Featured an auction. There must have been a couple dozen sassy submissives in the crowd, all willing to have their rear ends paddled to a blushing red. What a fine time.” Kyle was obviously relishing the memory.

		“You sound as if you enjoyed it,” Brett observed.

		“Who wouldn’t?” he smiled and looked at his wife. Thankfully, the rain was letting up a little and it was easier to concentrate on the conversation. “But,” he pondered aloud, “it’s not the same just playing around like that with willing bottoms. I like it when you protest, and it’s for real, makes the conquest all the more exciting.”

		“You really are a throwback to another time,” Brett exclaimed.

		“Ah, but so are you,” Kyle retorted.

		Brett sighed. “I’ll just be glad to get away,” she said. “This has been quite a last six months.”

		“Well, you can take your mind off of everything: business, cases, all the mystery. Concentrate on flaming bottoms.”

		“And getting mine flaming hot. Maybe there will be some other handsome man I’ll want to spank me,” Brett said, teasing her husband.

		“Wouldn’t bother me in the slightest,” Kyle smiled.

		“I’ve never seen anyone get spanked before,” Brett admitted. “You know that excites me almost as much as the thought of getting my own paddling.”

		“I’m sure you’ll get the chance to see a lot of things,” Kyle assured her. “Phillip is a very inventive man, and Janice matches him with her sassy demeanor.

		“Like me?” she said.

		“Like you,” he agreed. He reached over and affectionately squeezed her thigh.

		

		***

		

		Brett felt like an old wet hound dripping all over Phillip Heath’s lovely oriental rug as she stood in the grand foyer of his house.

		“Glad to see you,” Phillip announced, giving Kyle a pleasant pat on the back. Phillip was an ebullient red-faced man, nearly six-feet tall. Dressed in very dapper tweeds, he was every bit the gracious country gentleman. The “sassy” wife Janice was much more demure than her husband, but Brett could see she was indeed fiery. Her eyes had a mischievous flash as she offered Brett her warm, outstretched hand.

		“Kathryn, take the Longchamp’s coats,” Phillip asked his sulking daughter. The willowy young woman grudgingly rose from a chair in the corner of the foyer and grabbed Brett and Kyle’s sopping wet coats.

		“My stepdaughter is all upset,” Janice explained. “Phillip insisted that she not go out with the weather like it is. She was planning on a hundred mile drive north tonight, can you imagine that? Phillip refused to let her go. As it is, she thinks she’s marooned and is going to die here.”

		“I am,” Kathryn pouted. “I suppose this means that I’ve got to be gracious all weekend?”

		“You’ll behave yourself, that’s for sure,” Janice reminded the girl. Turning once again to the Longchamp’s, she said, “She’s been a little edgy since she graduated from the university last month. No job yet, at least not one she would take. Now she’s moping around here like a lost puppy.

		“Oh, she’ll survive,” Phillip said, as a stern look crossed his face, meant explicitly for his still brooding daughter.

		“Did I tell you, Kathryn, Steven Wells called this afternoon,” Janice said.

		The young woman’s eyes lit up just a little. “He’s coming to the party?” she asked.

		“I think so, so you’d better behave yourself.”

		“I always behave myself,” Kathryn said haughtily, as if she was offended by the very idea.

		Phillip turned back to the Longchamp’s, trying to show a more hospitable side of his family. “It looks as if we’ll have quite a cozy group. A few people I expected called to say they didn’t want to chance it this weekend. But believe me, we’ll have a fine hot time.” His eyes twinkled again merrily.

		Brett watched the three as Kathryn “humphed” so everyone could see, then marched off with the coats in hand.

		“She’s your daughter,” Janice reminded Phillip.

		“Oh yes, and she’ll know it before this evening is over,” Phillip vowed. Their host caught a glimpse of a woman crossing the other end of the foyer. “Cassandra,” he called out, getting the woman’s attention. A bright voluptuous blonde dressed in a skin-tight red lycra dress turned, smiled broadly, and then came their way.

		“Hi!”

		Phillip introduced the three. “I’ve been trying to get Kyle here for years,” Phillip told the blonde woman.

		“At least two,” Kyle answered taking the woman’s hand. “Now that I’m married and have Brett to bring, it makes it more interesting.”

		“Well, I’m sorry I didn’t get to you before,” Cassandra purred. Her comment was strictly sexual, and Kyle liked the attention.

		“Say, Cass,” Phillip interjected, “they’re in the room between yours and Victor’s. Why don’t you show them the way?”

		“Sure,” she replied.

		Kyle and Brett followed Cassandra’s lovely swaying rear up the sweeping staircase to the second floor.

		“Phillip’s parties are always the best,” the woman gushed. “This one will be a little small, but oh so intimate,” she said giggling. She showed them to a beautifully furnished bedroom that was highlighted by a four poster bed amidst the lush burgundy and rose furnishings.

		“Of course there’s Victor, but we ignore him,” she went on, suddenly looking very dour. She spoke with a whisper pointing to the room next door. “That’s his room. Victor is Phillip’s brother, nothing like him though. I feel so sorry for Patricia, his wife. She’ll try to enjoy the party, that is if Victor will let her. She could be a real doll. That marriage was a mistake if I ever saw one.

		Brett and Kyle nodded as they listened to the gossipy charmer.

		“So, who else will be here?” Kyle asked. He was finding this hostess quite a delightful diversion; a fact which Brett readily noticed. She figured that just the sight of Cassandra’s lovely round rear bobbing noticeably was enough to send any dominant man’s punishment hand tingling, and crotch crawling with desire. She wasn’t sure how she felt about Kyle spanking another woman. Brett always considered herself the focal point of their spanking episodes. She wasn’t sure how well she would do sharing her husband this weekend.

		“Oh, let’s see,” Cassandra began. “Niles and Jenny Callender will be here. Niles is a judge, Jenny is his new wife, much, much younger.” She raised her eyebrows with a knowing look. “No one’s met her yet, but there’s lots of babble about her being from a much different world than the Judge. “Divine hale Tramp” I think one fellow described her. But I guess she’s got quite a penchant for begin spanked, which would certainly please the Judge. He’s quite a dominant, if you know what I mean.” Cassandra was like a gossipy old lady whispering her yarn. “And let’s see, there’s also George Adams, he’s quite the spanker, and Steven Wells. George is my absolute favorite though, but don’t tell him I said so. I’ve got a few special things in mind for the man this time,” Cassandra said with devious glimmer in her eye. “But listen, you don’t want to miss his hand on your butt, believe me,” she advised Brett.

		“I’ll remember that,” Brett replied amused.

		“Steven, well, he’s a dream. I’ve kind of had my eyes on him, but he’s young. I think he might be after Kathryn’s bottom, and her heart,” She sighed meaningfully.

		“She into spanking like her parents?”

		“Yeah, had a real “coming out” party last time. Her dad’s been spanking her since she was little, never really did stop until she went off to college. Then at the party six months ago, you should have seen her over Steven’s lap, she was smitten with spanking, and with him. I think something else just might happen this time.

		“Sounds like we could have a very interesting party,” Kyle said.

		“Absolutely,” Cassandra said, looking at the handsome Kyle Longchamp from head to toe. “I bet he’s got a fine lap for a spanking,” she said to Brett winking.

		“Sure does,” Brett replied, winking back.

		“Hey, I should let you two get settled and all. Dinner’s at 7:00, get acquainted time.” She looked at her watch. “Just an hour.”

		Cassandra left the room swishing her rear end.

		“She’s quite a package,” Kyle remarked, watching until she disappeared behind the closing door.

		“I’d bet you’d like to have her too,” Brett said.

		“Oh, not as much as I want you,” he replied, pulling his wife into his arms. He looked up at the four poster bed. “Think I should tie you up to this?” he said with a grin. “Inspires lots of fun thoughts.”

		“Kyle,” Brett groaned.

		“No?” he joked.

		“I don’t think so, but I imagine we’ll have some fun here,” she conceded.

		They were feeling very amorous, kissing, beginning an earnest groping when they were startled by voices in the adjoining room. Victor’s and Patricia’s, or so they surmised.

		“I told you I didn’t want you flirting with him!” a man’s voice rang out.

		“What am I suppose to do at these parties? I thought that was what this was all about,” the woman replied.

		“You know my rules. I’m not going to change because we go to my brother’s parties. It’s about time you learned that.” It must have been Victor.

		“Then why do we come?” his wife answered, her soft voice passionate and pleading.

		“Because, like my brother, I appreciate the sight of female flesh getting its due. I don’t approve of all the antics here but it is the one place where we can express ourselves.” Without ever seeing his face, it was obvious that Victor Heath was a very haughty man. “I think the strap would be appropriate right now,” he abruptly changed the conversation.

		“Not now, it’s almost dinner time,” his wife protested.

		“There’s plenty of time. It would please me to have you sitting on a freshly punished bottom during your meal. Maybe then you’d remember who you belong to.

		“Can you believe how thin these walls are?” Brett whispered to her husband.

		He grinned. “So much the better.”

		The two detectives listened enthralled by the fiery scene. It didn’t sound altogether different than an argument he and Brett would have, except Kyle would never spank his wife for flirting with another man. He wasn’t the jealous type.

		“How about just over your lap?” they heard Patricia offer.

		Her voice this time was almost too quiet to hear but with just a little hint of shame, Kyle and Brett jumped on their own bed and listened attentively for the voices from the other room.

		“No. I want you to lay over the bed while I strap you,” Victor retorted.

		The two detectives imagined Patricia Heath assuming the desired position; and in just minutes, they heard the first crack of Victor’s strap, the remarkable sharp sound quite piercing to the ear. Several more cracks and they heard the punished wife begin to moan. A few more fierce smacks and she began to sob. With each new crack, a more enthusiastic sob escaped her lips.

		“Please, no more,” Patricia finally pleaded.

		“Silence! You know the rules.”

		The woman could hardly contain herself, but the strap continued to land.

		“Maybe next time, you’ll behave yourself like the lady I want you to be,” Victor advised her.

		“God, what an ass!” Brett said, hearing Victor’s nasty sounding comment. It wasn’t just what he said, it was the arrogant tone of his voice. She wondered if Kyle would sound that way to other people if they were listening in on one of their moments. She didn’t think so.

		The strap came down a few more times and stopped. Patricia’s sobs went on for a few moments, then died away. The detectives half expected to hear the sound of a sexual interlude follow, as it would in their case, but nothing like that happened.

		“Will I get to play at all?” Patricia asked, in a penitent voice.

		“Perhaps,” Victor replied. “But I’ll choose the time, and the person to discipline you. Perhaps the Judge. Regardless, Patricia, I’d suggest you behave yourself or you’re going to find your bottom will not stop hurting all weekend. You needn’t worry, I’m perfectly capable of giving you all the punishment you need.”

		Kyle and Brett heard the bedroom door close.

		“You think he’s gone?” Brett asked, turning to her husband.

		“She’s still crying a little,” Kyle said.

		“He’s perfectly horrible,” Brett said.

		“Not my type. I think he’s missing out on the best part,” Kyle said with a sensuous tease. Forgetting the scene next door, the two were in each other’s arms on the bed, enjoying a pleasant groping interlude.

		“Ouch!” Brett gasped when Kyle squeezed her bottom.

		“Just reminding you,” Kyle said.

		She gave him a wet kiss, then pulled away. “You know, I don’t really care about anyone else this weekend, I just care about being with you,” Brett said.

		“Thank you, my love, but have some fun too, okay?”

		“I’ll try,” she murmured as she snuggled in his arms. “And I guess we’d better get dressed, it’s almost time for dinner.”

		“I suppose so, though staying here and screwing you sounds like more fun,” Kyle said.

		“Just think what further stimulation there is to come,” Brett answered gaily. “What do you think I should wear?” she asked, jumping from the bed.

		“Oh?” he considered. “How about something sexy and short.” Kyle was no doubt thinking of Cassandra’s lovely bottom encased in the skin-tight lycra, thinking his wife’s would be as charming so attired.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Brett clung to Kyle’s arm as she and her husband walked into the sumptuous dining room of Heath manor, the whole place glittering with the Heath collection of crystal. The chandeliers gleamed and the silver shone as if it was a fancy dress ball. The guests however were dressed for a more informal affair, comfortable and casual. Kyle wore Khakis and an open-collared sport shirt; Brett chose a clinging black dress. Not quite as tight as Cassandra’s, it was nonetheless very sexy. It was short enough to show that underneath Brett had been bold enough to wear her garter belt and stockings, the tops of the stockings occasionally showing when she moved. It was the kind of tease Kyle appreciated. He was pleased to see the others turn their heads to watch his wife enter the room.

		“Sit down, we’re just getting started,” Phillip said graciously showing them to their seats. This is Victor and Patricia,” he introduced the detectives to his brother and sister-in-law. “And this is Steven Wells and George Adams. Jenny and Niles will be here a little later. They just arrived and needed a bit more time to get settled. I think you’ve met the rest.” Kyle saw some familiar faces and nodded. As they took their seats, Brett tried to get the other players straight.

		Phillip sat down at the head of the table and the meal began with a jovial light-hearted conversation, liberally peppered with spanking talk. It seemed strange to the newcomers being so blunt about a topic that was snickered at in polite conversation.

		“I never hand spank,” Victor suddenly interjected in his grim gravelly voice while the group was discussing the use of various implements and the effect they had on a woman’s posterior. Victor was indeed a grim man. Unlike his brother’s charming demeanor, Victor looked like death itself, his sport coat, shirt and even his tie all in matching black. His hair was a tousled mop of black curls, strangely unruly for his otherwise somber and controlled exterior. He appeared to be holding his wife’s hand firmly in his, as if he was clutching the woman to him, making sure she went nowhere.

		Patricia Heath, like her husband, had a bouncy head of curls, though hers were red, a fiery dark auburn. She was not dressed in black, but wore a plain gray long-sleeved sweater that had a demure white Peter Pan collar. She looked more like a young school girl than a woman of twenty-five. Brett figured that she also wore a long wool skirt though she couldn’t tell from where she sat. Except for a red stone pendant hanging from her neck, there was not one single thing about Patricia that would call attention to her.

		Poor woman, Brett thought to herself, she could be quite attractive if she was allowed to be a little more showy with her looks. A little lipstick and rouge perhaps, it didn’t take but seconds for Brett to have the woman looking like a knockout in her mind.

		When they were nearly finished with the meal, Phillip rose to speak. “I’m so glad you could all be here; we have a wonderful weekend planned. There will be some surprises for you...”

		“Yes, like some finely spanked rears,” George Adams interjected. He was a dashing rugged man of nearly forty. Blond hair, startling blue eyes, he had a Robert Redford look to him that could charm any woman over his lap. Most women had no problem agreeing to his special brand of discipline. He was an enthusiastic spanker, and even better lover. At least that’s what most women figured.

		“George, I don’t think ruby red bottoms are going to be any surprise,” Phillip answered. “I’m sure our willing submissive ladies will have the time of their lives.”

		“Of course, that’s if you can catch us,” Cassandra exclaimed.

		“I’ll have your ass tonight,” George vowed sternly, though there was an affectionate smirk on his face.

		“Oh, George, you can always have my ass, so long as you can get your hands on it,” she shot back.

		“Let’s not get too anxious, folks, there will be plenty of time,” Phillip interrupted. “For now, I plan to begin the festivities myself, with a little surprise.”

		Phillip’s guests looked at him expectantly.

		“Actually, there’s a little old business that needs attending to, if you know what I mean? A real punishment.”

		There were eyebrows raised around the room.

		“You have some particular lady in mind?” Cassandra asked, obviously willing, even if it was punishment.

		“He usually does,” Victor said, wryly.

		“No, what I have in mind is something a little more traditional, but nonetheless perfectly suited to the occasion. A little domestic discipline.” Phillip nodded, not at his wife, but at Kathryn. “Kathy’s peeved with me because I wouldn’t let her take off on this horrible weekend.”

		Kathryn Heath blushed wildly, the red climbing to her ears so that everyone saw. The other women at the table could easily appreciate the way a hot blush feels.

		“I think a public admonishment might be exactly what my daughter needs.”

		“Daddy,” Kathy moaned. “You don’t mean this?”

		Phillip didn’t have to answer, he was already pulling his dinner chair away from the table, his intentions for his daughter completely clear.

		“It’s not that you haven’t been spanked in front of an audience before,” Phillip reminded her. Kathryn had been on the fringes of her parents’ spanking world since she’d come of age; she was now twenty-two. Her public spanking the year before was much to her parents’ shock. Though they were willing to accept that, growing up with a hairbrush readily applied to her naughty rear end, their daughter might end up with the same fascination for the sport as they had, even though Phillip’s punishment of his daughter’s rear was strictly disciplinary.

		“But, Daddy,” Kathryn tried again. “I thought you and I were done with this.”

		“No, Kathryn, you’ve earned this one and you know it. I’d be paddling you behind closed doors anyway for the brat you’ve been the past few days. I don’t see any reason to hide this from our guests. Maybe you’ll get my message.

		Phillip sat down in the chair, settling himself to await his daughter’s arrival at his side. All eyes were on the young brunette, a familiar rush traversed them all at the thought of seeing the daughter get her due.

		“Do we need to tell the whole room why you’re being punished. All the reasons?” Phillip asked, when Kathryn hesitated to get up.

		“I think so,” Victor chimed in readily. He cast a surly glance at his niece.

		“NO!” Kathryn shot back quickly. “Daddy, please don’t tell them everything.” The lovely Kathryn looked totally forlorn. Apparently she had something to hide; and with the threat of even further exposure, she rose from her chair.

		“The hairbrush?” Phillip said, as if she should have known to bring it.

		“Yes, sir.” She padded to a built-in sideboard and opening a drawer pulled out what looked to be a well-used hairbrush. The wood backside was glossy, though the finish was now wearing away. One would wonder if being used for punishment over many years hadn’t worn it down.

		Handing the implement to her father, Kathryn Heath’s humiliation mounted with each second. This was not some “fun” excursion across a man’s lap, not a “party” spanking at all; this was real punishment, something she hadn’t had in a long time, but something she remembered well. Knowing her father it would be severe, not to mention the shame of doing this with a whole audience watching!

		Kathryn’s pleading look was hard to miss, drawing on the heart strings of the bottom-squirming women in the room; while giving the handful of dominant men at the dinner table reason to sit a little taller in their seats, as they were themselves preparing for the sight of a rosy red rear.

		“Punishment is always difficult, my dear, but well-earned. You know very well, Kathryn, you’ll benefit from it.”

		“Yes, sir,” Kathryn reluctantly admitted. She was not ordinarily a meek woman, a sassy brat much of the time, she followed in her bratty stepmother’s footsteps. Somehow getting spanked all her life didn’t really help her behave all that much. Though once her father had decided to punish her, she knew better than to act too haughty with him. He had no problem using a fierce cane, or taking her for a more severe discipline over the saw horse in the barn, if her behavior warranted it.

		Looking typically stern, Phillip looked into his daughter’s teary eyes. For the moment, as far as the two were concerned, there was no one else in the room. This was indeed no game they were playing and they both knew it.

		Drawing Kathryn over his lap, Phillip held her firmly in place with his left arm while he reached to the bottom of Kathryn’s navy wool skirt and pulled it up over her bottom. Underneath the skirt, she wore a pink garter belt and a pale pink pair of cotton panties. Phillip lifted elastic waistband carefully and pulled his daughter’s panties down, baring her creamy white bottom. The two rear cheeks were clearly spankable, broad, full, and now quivering nervously as they awaited their hot fate.

		While Phillip Heath had made this discipline a public spectacle, this was clearly a father-daughter moment. Phillips expression was quite determined as he eyed the familiar target. It was easy to see that the dominant father was convinced his daughter needed a thorough chastisement.

		He began in earnest, laying a swift dozen swats of the hairbrush on Kathryn’s behind. Alternating sides, he was quick to raise a pink blush on the youthful derriere.

		As was Kathryn’s custom, she endured the first smacks determined not to reveal how much they stung. A grunt was all that escaped her lips.

		Smack! Smack! The hairbrush peppered the pink bottom again and again. “You’ll not question my rules, will you?” Phillip said, once he’d established his steady rhythm. Smack!

		“No, sir,” she answered. Smack, smack!

		“You’ll conduct yourself with dignity, won’t you?”

		Smack, Smack!

		“Answer me!” Phillip ordered, when his daughter didn’t reply.

		Smack!

		“Yes, sir!” she blared. She was wiggling madly, trying to get away from the sting, impossible as that was. Her legs were beginning to kick, a sure sign that her bottom was getting very sore.

		Smack, smack!

		“Now, I can expect you’ll apologize to those you offended?”

		Smack!

		“No, sir!” the young woman declared defiantly, giving a particularly nasty kick of her legs.

		“What was that?” Phillip’s scowled. “You will apologize.”

		Smack, smack. The paddle came down with blistering speed.

		Kathryn was crying woefully distraught as this cadence of smacks and questions continued. And now, the intensity of the spanking increased, especially because the young woman refused to answer as Phillip wanted. Apparently, her father’s demand was more than she wanted to give, but Phillip was not about to give in.

		“You will apologize,” her father repeated.

		With the stunning crack of the hairbrush on Kathryn’s jiggling hot bottom, she had no choice but to answer affirmatively; the garbled “yes, sir,” finally exclaimed between impassioned sobs.

		“You won’t be embarrassing me again with your bratty tongue?” Phillip continued.

		Smack!

		“No, sir!”

		Smack, smack.

		Another dozen swats landed and Kathryn’s bottom was absolutely crimson. A few more particularly hard swats and Phillip was finished. Placing the hairbrush on the side board next to him, he held his daughter on his lap for a second.

		Only then, mindful of his guests, Phillip looked up to see all eyes staring intently at the scene in front of them.

		“Thank you for witnessing this punishment. I don’t feel at liberty to divulge the nature of Kathryn’s errors, but you can be certain that her flagrant misbehavior warranted this. Frankly, I was probably a little light on her. But considering the added humiliation of your interested eyes, perhaps she’s had enough.”

		Certainly, Kathryn thought so, the way she was still whimpering beneath his hand.

		Turning back to his daughter, Phillip quickly dispensed with the panties that had managed to remain at her ankles during the entire episode.

		“In the corner, my dear,” he ordered, pushing his daughter to her feet.

		“Daddy, no!” she protested. The very idea was horrifying; but there was little she could do to counter the man and she knew it. Her only hope was to enlist the sympathy of the guests; but only half of them would find her plight appalling, since the men would see her further punishment as perfectly reasonable. It was clear who would win this battle.

		Seeing a no-nonsense “you’d better skedaddle right now, or else” look in her father’s eye, Kathryn retreated to the corner of the room. Her skirt already tucked in for her, she assumed the position with her face childishly facing the corner, her raw red bottom on display, at least until the glowing hue faded away.

		For a few awkward minutes, the company of Phillip’s guests gazed at the remarkable sight—the women shivering, thinking of themselves in Kathryn’s place, the men simply content to stare.

		Brett, looking around the table at the other faces was particularly struck by one Steven Wells. His gaze at the lovely brunette brat was remarkable in itself for the degree of affection and longing that she sensed from the young man. Perhaps Cassandra was right: there was something special between these two young people.

		“Now my friends,” Phillip said, turning his attention to his house guests with a gracious smile. He was a chameleon of sorts, as most spanking dominants are: pleasing and kind one moment, stern and demanding the next. “Do we have any bratty ladies who would like to join Kathryn in her humble pose? We have three more corners of this room that could use a red bottom on display.” There was a twinkle in Phillip’s eye. “The hairbrush is already warmed-up and ready.” Phillip nodded to his wife Janice.

		“Thank you no, Phillip,” she said. “I think I can wait.”

		The other women sat meekly in their seats and for a moment everyone assumed it was still a little too soon to start what would eventually become a spirited play.

		That is, until George stood up.

		“Frankly, I’ve been eyeing Patricia’s bottom for a long time, Victor. I wondered if you’d mind my kicking things off in fine style.. . with your wife?”

		Victor was shocked by the proposal. Patricia squirmed in her chair though a tiny smile graced her lips as she eyed the handsome George Adams.

		“Well, I don’t know,” Victor responded. “She just had one paddling this afternoon, another might make for a very sore bottom. Though very likely she deserves it.”

		“May I?” George asked, now looking directly at Patricia.

		Rarely was the shy woman a choice of the men. Now, with the proposition on the table, she sat a little taller, and the smile she’d begun seemed to flower, her face lighting up for just an instant. So much of the time she seemed more like Victor’s property than an independent wife. No one had the courage to suggest taking her across their lap, not with Victor’s stern expression glowering at them. Realizing that she had permission now to “party” as it were, Patricia was ready to jump from her seat onto George Adam’s lap.

		However, just as the young wife was about to rise from her seat, the whole arrangement was forgotten with the appearance of another couple in the doorway of the dining room.

		“Jenny! Niles! Come in, come in,” Phillip Heath welcomed the two warmly.

		Jenny and Niles were indeed a fascinating couple. Judge Niles Callender was a graying man of fifty, with a distinguished air that spoke volumes of his stature. He had cunning dark eyes that likely discerned the truth in any situation he would be called on to judge. He sent a shock wave of fear in all the women in the room, seeing the look of authority on his face.

		On Niles’ arm was his stunning wife Jenny. The instant her smiling face appeared, there was a noticeable gasp throughout the room. Jenny was a sight to behold, the voluptuous woman was a feast for the eyes, with a generous bosom, a small waist and wide glorious hips that no doubt showed off a fine round rear behind.

		At her appearance, Kyle heard a particularly curious sound just across the table from him. He looked to see what little blood was left appear to drain from Victor Heath’s face. It was an instantaneous response from which the man quickly recuperated, though it was curious to Kyle why Victor was so shocked at the sight of the newly arrived guests. In like fashion, Brett noticed a wave of displeasure crossing Jenny’s face when she looked at Victor Heath and his wife. Her broad smile faded for just an instant.

		“We were just about to adjourn to the living room where I thought we could all get acquainted?” Phillip announced, forgetting George and Patricia altogether. “Would you join us?” Phillip asked the newcomers.

		“Certainly,” Niles replied.

		While the others were getting up from their seats, Victor called to George. “How about discussing your suggestion?” Victor said to the man.

		“Of course,” George replied, looking surprised that Victor was still considering his proposal. “In the living room?”

		“No, I’d prefer a little privacy,” Victor said. He escorted his wife to a far door, and was followed dutifully by George Adams as the other guests moved into the adjacent living room.

		“Did you see the expression on Victor’s face when Jenny and Niles walked in?” Kyle whispered to his wife.

		“No, but did you see Jenny’s face?” Brett said.

		“An unexpected recognition?” Kyle surmised.

		“Say, I thought we were supposed to be forgetting investigations,” Brett reminded him.

		“But isn’t it strange?” Kyle remarked. “Victor was certainly quick to leave the room,” he added. “I suspect there might be some real surprises here.”

		The two detectives followed the other guests into the main living room while their thoughts were on the three absent partygoers, no doubt already in the midst of a spirited spanking.

		***

		

		In the back of the house, George, Victor and Patricia entered a small drawing room well away from the others.

		“Frankly, I much prefer this,” Victor said, seemingly pleased. “All of Phillips antics tend to take away from the event, don’t you think?”

		“I like Phillip’s antics,” George countered. “After all, if it’s not fun, why bother? I certainly can’t see punishing a woman’s bottom for punishment’s sake alone,” he said.

		“On the contrary, I think effective corporal punishment is a useful tool,” Victor countered back.

		“Perhaps in a parent-child relationship,” George suggested. “But I hardly think it’s appropriate in these modern times to make a woman some subservient piece of chattel.”

		“I certainly don’t view Patricia that way,” Victor said. “But we do have a clear understanding about what her place is in our marriage.”

		From George’s point of view, Patricia Heath was indeed Victor’s chattel, both figuratively and literally. “I suppose we’ll have to agree to disagree, George said. “Though philosophical differences shouldn’t have any bearing on our enjoying this moment.”

		Victor was willing to agree to that. With his wife and George still waiting to begin, he finally relinquished her to the other man.

		“I do hope you’ll not toy with her. She’s used to a hearty punishment and I wouldn’t want her to have anything less.”

		“My reputation should precede me,” George reminded him.

		The two men knew each other only because they had both been at Phillip’s parties for a number of years. It was clear that they didn’t particularly like each other; the differences between them were as obvious as Victor’s gloom and George’s charm.

		“I’m only allowing this because Patricia has been whining at me insufferably about joining in the festivities.” He looked as if he’d choke on the word “festivities.”

		“I’m glad I could be the recipient of your generosity,” George said.

		George had been wanting to get to Patricia Heath for some time. He recognized in her a vibrant woman waiting to be discovered. This ridiculous practice of keeping the woman in sackcloth and ashes had to end some time. Though he had little hope of ever changing Victor, he hoped he might make an impression on Patricia. He knew the crabby man despised him, and even as he was beginning a little spanking with the man’s wife, George wondered at the turn of events that made Victor consent to this proposal.

		While the parlor was small, it was perfectly suited to a punishment with two straight-backed chairs, a stool and a sturdy table available to assist in a discipline. George had one thing and only one thing in mind for Patricia. The idea for this had begun nearly a year before when he first fantasized about spanking the lovely redhead’s bottom. Patricia had been the center attraction of a little spanking fiasco at a previous party, Victor having given Phillip’s other guests the surprising pleasure of witnessing a ruthless, “well-deserved” punishment, so Victor vowed. Doing it in front of everyone was to add to the poor woman’s woes, compounding the pain with embarrassment. George had felt sorry for her while recognizing how lovely she was. Now, having his fantasy realized, he knew exactly what he’d do.

		Pulling a chair away from the wall, George sat down where he d have plenty of room to accommodate Patricia over his lap.

		The lady of the hour stood across the room shaking like a leaf, though it was far more from excitement than fear. The plain faced red-head had imagined this moment too, many times. George Adams was easily her favorite of the men at Phillips parties. She’d watched at least half dozen women go over his lap. And though tears often flowed before the spanking was over, none were disappointed. All happily rose from George’s lap with a smile on their face. There was clearly something about the quality of George’s discipline far different than what she knew from Victor.

		Stepping forward gingerly, Patricia was shaking so badly she was afraid her legs wouldn’t carry her the six steps to George’s side. He held out his arm for her as a sweet gesture of welcome. She could have easily melted in that lovely smile, collapsed into his arms and been warmly hugged. As it was, she was delighted to be spanked by the man.

		Taking her hand, George looked up at the wistful soft face. He couldn’t imagine a man demanding his wife be so purposefully dowdy, especially when she could have looked so pretty. If only but that was not his place. George shoved a host of thoughts out of his mind that didn’t belong. “You’ve never done this before, have you?” he whispered to her kindly.

		She nodded no.

		“Then I won’t be too hard on you, no matter what Victor says.” With a firm and definite gesture, George pulled the diminutive woman over his lap. Focusing intently on his submissive, he carefully reached down to raise the skirt to her waist. He was pleased and a little surprised to see that Patricia was naked underneath. Victor’s edict? Or her own impish rebellion? George looked up to see Victor flinch just slightly, not expecting his wife so scantily attired, even if it was under a long wool skirt. George was afraid the young wife would pay again this night, and he almost regretted the impetuous offer but it was too late to do anything about it. His only hope was to show Patricia Heath another side to the ruthless spanking world she knew.

		Eyeing Patricia’s pale white cheeks, George noticed that there were a couple of tiny bruises remaining. He wondered if her bottom was still sore from the afternoon. Feeling sorry for the lovely redhead so cruelly preyed upon by her husband, this bare-bottomed spanking would be a gift she would long remember.

		Ignoring the hairbrush Victor had laid next to him, George used his hand, beginning a spirited paddling that could be described as nothing but affectionate. He began easily, almost tenderly, laying one soft smack atop the next. His generous sized hand was a perfect sparing hand, strong, full and capable of transmitting a degree of warmth with each smack that went beyond the painful sting.

		Patricia didn’t cry, she hardly moaned or squirmed at all. She responded little on the outside, though inside, she was feeling a remarkable thrill of pleasure move gently through her. Spanking had never been like this—never. The eroticism of it was astonishing, she could go on like this forever.

		George continued the earnest paddling, for an instant glancing up at Victor’s impassive face as he looked on at his wife. Knowing that he was being too easy for Victor’s tastes, he increased the intensity of the spanking so that he was giving the woman a decent burn to match the erotic warming. Patricia’s bottom started out as a soft pink, and gradually the hue became more vivid, as pink turned to red, and then darker still.

		The increase in fervor did not seem to bother Patricia. If anything she was becoming more and more aroused, more and more pleasured, the longer George continued. She and her dominant seemed to be moving in a remarkable unison, as if tacitly George knew exactly when to give her a sharper smack, and when to back off, even if it was only for a brief instant.

		Patricia’s moans turned into soft cries, indistinguishable words suggested that she didn’t want to give away her desires. The truth was, her whole body was clearly communicating to George what the young wife wanted. The way she squirmed, the way she moaned and cried, the way he could feel her body heat change. So astute, George hoped that Victor’s eyes would not catch the subtleties that he felt. He wondered if the man was capable of understanding a woman at all.

		One thing George did notice in Victor’s expression, the man looked as if he wished he hadn’t consented to this spanking. Regardless of any pleasure Victor had seeing his wife’s round pert ass cheeks redden with each smack, he’d been suspicious at the beginning, and was even more suspicious now. For the first time ever, George wondered if he could stop the spanking. Stopping meant this gorgeous creature would rise from his lap, smile sheepishly at him, and then leave. He didn’t like the idea at all. He had the distinct impression that left on their own, the two might just both orgasm together in a wild spontaneous fervor.

		And yet, George had no choice but to end it, and end it quickly. He couldn’t afford to transmit his feelings to the watching Victor. No doubt they were already clear to the softly squirming Patricia.

		When George finally stopped, the room was completely silent; a quiet intimacy remained for just a second. Then with a smile and soft pat on the redhead’s bottom, George pulled her skirt back over her crimson cheeks and she was padding nervously back to her husband, blushing madly.

		“It’s been a delight, my dear,” George said. “I hope you enjoyed it too,” he said to Victor.

		“Interesting, he replied. “Your technique is soft, but quite steady. I’m sure Patricia will be feeling the effects for sometime.”

		“I hope she will,” George said, as he read a very longing look in Patricia Heath’s green eyes.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		“So how are you doing, Mrs. Longchamp?” Phillip asked his guest.

		Brett blushed, something she was not accustomed to.

		“I’m afraid your festivities have taken me a little off guard. I’m not used to such blatant talk.”

		“Ah,” he said with understanding, “you’ll get used to it.”

		“I think I’m beginning to relax,” Brett added. “Really your hospitality is wonderful.”

		“Well, I hope you won t relax too much,” Phillip said. “I like to have you on pins and needles.” He winked at her. “Say, I caught Judge Callender looking at you, Brett. Perhaps he’ll tear himself away from Jenny long enough to have a little fun with you?”

		A small tidal wave washed through Brett at the thought of the Judge taking her over his lap. She loved Kyle’s generous discipline but there was something about the Judge that went deeper, to some place in her that longed for an even more stern administrator. She was surprised by the feelings that claimed her, not sure if she was ready to admit this strange feeling to anyone. She assumed that it was the man’s position of authority that inspired her longing—no different than it might be especially exciting to be spanked by a policeman, or some tough Marine. She blushed to herself, thinking this all a little silly.

		“We’ll just have to see about that,” Kyle said with a smirk. “I’d certainly live out one of my fantasies. I can’t wait to see another man spank her bottom.” With that he gave Brett a good sound crack of his hand.

		“Ouch, you little demon.”

		Kyle snickered, delighted.

		Just as the three were laughing, staring in the Judge’s direction, they watched as Jenny and Niles walked out of the room; and then only moments later when Victor, Patricia and George returned.

		Brett noticed immediately the soft muted smile on Patricia’s face. Her eyes looked more lively than anyone had seen them in a long time.

		“Looks like George might have done my sister-in-law some good,” Phillip observed.

		“Victor is a rather dour man. He seems to be getting more sour each year,” Kyle said.

		“You’ve noticed?” Phillip asked.

		“It’s been a long time since I’ve seen him but I would say, yes, there’s a change.”

		The three watched as Victor and Patricia stood off to one side of the room, away from the rest of the guests, while George moved on to join the group at the far side, joking lightly with Cassandra, Kathryn, and Steven Wells. They were all listening to Cassandra’s monologue about the most humiliating spanking she’d ever had. She told the story as if it were a “tall tale”, her face assuming a variety of comic expressions.

		“Shall we see what Cassandra’s gossiping about now?” Phillip asked. Their little group meandered across the room, trying to pick up Cassandra’s tale.

		A few minutes later, Brett noticed Jenny and Niles returning to the room and while she half listened to Cassandra’s story, she could not stop looking at the handsome Judge and the way he deliberately guided his wife around the room. Quite unlike Victor, there was a definite change to Niles’ dominant demeanor, something earned and deserved, not a mannerism haughtily assumed the way Victor’s appeared to be.

		Kyle could be like that but only when he was about ready to spank her. Brett assumed Niles’ manner never changed, and she was quivering happily when she suddenly realized that Niles and Jenny were coining their way.

		“I don’t believe we’ve met,” the Judge said, reaching Brett’s side.

		The detective let herself succumb to the older man’s aura. At the same time she observed a distinctively bratty woman in Niles’ wife. The lusty temptress looked as if she would be as comfortable on the streets as she was in Phillip’s elegant house. Brett liked her casual style, but she couldn’t help but wonder how the two got together in the first place—they seemed to be from such different worlds.

		“Since you’re new to our gatherings, and Jenny is too, perhaps a trade might be in order,” Niles suggested to both Kyle and Brett.

		Brett was tingling between her legs thinking of the possibilities of this man smacking her rear end. It was all a very delicious thought that the four were enjoying when suddenly Patricia Heath screamed.

		“My necklace. It’s gone!”

		All eyes turned to her.

		Kyle and Brett looked to see that the lovely ruby pendant that had brightened her otherwise austere appearance was indeed missing.

		“Perhaps in the parlor,” George said, immediately taken away from his conversation with Kathryn and Steven.

		“Perhaps we should see,” Phillip said, moving toward the door followed by his wife, then closely followed by Victor, George and Patricia, who nervously fingered her throat. The rest of the guests combed the floor of the living room for the missing jewelry.

		Minutes later the little troupe returned.

		“It’s gone, it’s nowhere,” Patricia said nearly in tears.

		Victor suddenly turned to George with an angry scowl on his face. “You took it!” he blared pointing at the man.

		“I beg your pardon? I may not be as wealthy as you but I don’t need to pilfer a lady’s jewelry,” George replied, indignantly.

		“I want the whole place searched!” Victor demanded.

		“Of course, Vic,” Phillip said, trying to keep the man calm. “Things like this don’t just get up and walk away, now do they?” He maintained a smile on his face, but he was clearly worried.

		“I suggest you start with George,” his brother insisted.

		“Victor, stop it,” Phillip said sharply, though his tone of voice did not work with the man the way it would work with a submissive lady.

		“What are you going to do about it?” Victor inquired, his voice seemed to rise into a very squeaky tone.

		“I say, let’s fan out and be sure we hunt in each place where Patricia has been since dinner,” Kyle suggested. “We know she had the pendant on then.”

		“Great idea,” Phillip replied. “You’re the detectives, perhaps you can organize the search.”

		Try as Kyle might however, Phillip couldn’t help taking charge of things, just the way he took charge of everything else in his world. However, an hour later, Patricia was still without her pendant, Victor was still accusing George of the crime, and Phillip Heath’s other guests were trooping reluctantly off to bed, a little more anxious than they planned to be at this hour. For himself, the gracious host was wondering how he let things get so out of control

		“You think someone took it?” Brett asked Kyle, when they were at last in their room alone.

		“I’d bet on it, either that or it’s still in that parlor.”

		“Yes, but we searched under everything. You and I did that personally.”

		“So, someone took it,” Kyle said.

		The two stared at each other for a few minutes.

		“Can’t get away from it, can we?” Brett said.

		Kyle chuckled. “Hey, she’ll probably find it in the morning, and it will all blow over.

		“Let’s hope so,” Brett groaned. “But I have a funny feeling….” She let the rest of her statement go unspoken. She didn’t need to say more, Kyle knew what she was thinking.

		After a brief, though disquieting lovemaking, the two detectives finally fell asleep to the sounds of some fair rear end getting a good sound paddling.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		A long night of rain gave way to the white morning moon against a crystal blue sunny sky. The grounds of the estate looked sparkling.

		Brett looked out the bedroom window to a lawn that seemed to go on forever, at least to the cliffs that dropped down to the ocean. Between those cliffs and the house there was a manicured garden, flanked by rows of perfectly shaped trees. Rosebushes lined a long stone walk that led to a bright blue swimming pool, partially blocked from sight by an enormous hedge. Watching from the pleasant perch of the window, she saw Jenny, the Judge’s wife, skip along the stone path, and disappear behind the thick green foliage near the pool.

		“Anyone see you?” Victor asked the breathless Jenny, when she entered the small alcove defined by the manicured shrubs that surrounded it. The secluded place was a garden all its own, with roses and pansies, and a sumptuous green vine that climbed over the mossy bricks on the garden floor. A lover’s bench sat in the middle, waiting for lovers.

		“You could have simply talked to me in a corner of the house instead of leading me out here,” Jenny replied.

		“The walls of that house have ears,” he said. “We can’t risk our being discovered.”

		“So, your wife doesn’t know about our affair?” Jenny said, with eyebrows effectively raised, and the tone of her voice judgmental enough to remind Victor of his flagrant duplicity.

		“You think I’d tell her?” he asked, as if she should know the answer. “You haven’t told Niles, have you?”

		“Niles knows enough about my past. I’m hardly ashamed of it, the way you appear to be. Besides, I didn’t play around with you while I was married. I was very unattached.”

		“Well, all that’s beside the point. Let’s get on to important things.”

		“And what’s that?” Jenny asked. Looking at Victor was like looking into her personal history, to a time that for all its oddity wasn’t all that unpleasant. He had this wicked coldness about him that always made her jolt with desire. He was particularly good for her when she was in a morbid kind of mood, or when she needed to be punished really hard. Victor was good for paying off her penance, she thought. Right this instant, he was looking even more serious than he usually looked.

		“I want the pendant,” he said.

		“Oh, you want the pendant,” Jenny said, realizing that the nature of their tête-à-tête was not social at all

		“Yes. You have it. Just hand it over.”

		Jenny struck a smug pose, would have tapped her foot in exasperation, if the very thought of Victor’s accusation hadn’t pissed her off so much. “In the first place, asshole,” Jenny began, “the pendant is mine, in case you forgot, Victor Heath.”

		“So you did take it,” Victor charged.

		“No, I didn’t say I took it,” she corrected him.

		“But you did,” he insisted.

		“I wish I had. You stole it from me in the first place. I should have it back, but I didn’t take it!

		“What the hell do you mean I stole it from you?” Victor snapped. “I gave it to you.”

		“Exactly. And then, you decided to take it back.”

		“And so you’ve decided to pilfer it,” Victor retorted. “Perhaps I should tell the Judge a few things about his dear Jenny, including your talent for thievery, not to mention your reckless wanton behavior.”

		“I don’t think so,” Jenny charged back. “You say one word to Niles, and I’ll tell Patricia everything.”

		“She’s submissive. What would it matter?” Victor said.

		“Oh, I think you’re hanging on to that dear girl by a thread. I think she’d bolt in a second if she knew what a deceitful bastard you are.

		“She’s in love with me.”

		“She’s afraid of you,” Jenny said.

		“I want the pendant,” Victor returned the conversation to the subject most important to him.

		“I wouldn’t give it back if I had it. But as it is, I don’t have it. So you’ll just have to accuse someone else.”

		“There’s no need to accuse anyone else because I know who the culprit is, seeing your penchant for the seamier side of life.”

		“Don’t make me laugh,” Jenny said.

		“Maybe taking a switch to your bottom would improve your memory,” Victor suggested.

		Jenny didn’t let the suggestion phase her. In fact, she almost found it pleasant in a rather strange way. Even so, she looked at the man defiantly. He wasn’t going to have her ass easily. She didn’t have to give it to him at all, but then maybe, for old dines sake, and the feel of a switch on her bottom.

		“If you switch my bottom it will be because I want you to, not because I deserve it. Besides, my memory is perfectly all right.”

		Victor watched Jenny’s eyes dance with that mocking, daring light that always put a fire in his pants, and a twitch in his punishment hand.

		“Shall I?” Victor said, just following where he thought Jenny’s own mind might be going.

		“Maybe,” she said, with a haughty twist, even as the prospect of the punishment was seducing her. She hated Victor Heath, though there was something about his cruel style that appealed to her at certain moments. Niles was exceptionally methodical, even predictable. He was extremely civil about corporal punishment, and she liked that too; but she also liked the uncertainty of Victor’s curious wrath. Their torrid three month affair came at a vulnerable moment in her life; just when she was rethinking a lifestyle that took her into dangerous waters too many times. Victor hadn’t helped though he’d never really hurt her. In fact, he was a lot more safe than some men. She knew he was married. If it became necessary, she could always hold that over him.

		She wasn’t sure why Victor had sought her services, except that now, meeting Patricia Heath, Jenny suspected that he’d clamped down so hard on his wife that she wasn’t much fun anymore.

		She and Victor had met through her “Dominants Wanted” advertisement in a spanking magazine. Like her other friends in the spanking community, Victor had done all the usual things, bought her dinner and a little wine, and talked to her in great detail of what he’d like to do to her generous rear mounds. Yet, when he abruptly ended their first meeting without the expected spanking session, she was shocked. It turned out that he was a lot more creative than she expected him to be. Instead of taking her for the obligatory hotel room scene, he left her with a card, and an address, and an invitation to join him for her punishment at a busy downtown office complex.

		She almost decided not to meet him. For some reason the arrangement seemed less safe than a hotel room, but the intrigue of it excited her, that and Victor’s morose countenance, which suggested he wouldn’t be easy on her. Too often her clients were too gentle for her tastes, especially on a first meeting.

		When Jenny arrived at the office building, there was a whole new rush of feeling surging through her. Unlike scenes that put her in some executive’s office for a rather traditional bare-bottomed excursion across a lap or desk, she was instructed to meet Victor in an empty office, for a strangely anonymous encounter.

		There were a thousand reasons to walk away from the session, but none were strong enough to keep her from going through with it. All her research on Victor had proved he was nothing more than a successful banker and a doting husband. The thought of a ruthless psychotic had passed through her head, but she quickly put that aside. Victor was too obvious. He was a darling nasty demon but he was also very much defined by a clear cut set of rules that would keep this moment together as safe as any she’d arranged.

		Once in the empty office, Victor took her over his lap, giving her bottom a terrific bare-bottomed paddling with a very conventional hairbrush. Insisting that she wear “school girl” type garb, it turned into a rather normal over-the-knee fantasy, except that Victor had a way with the hairbrush that gave her a phenomenal rush. He was quick, heartless, and completely in control, refusing to allow her any “safe” word. He said it would make the session a horrible lie if he gave her an easy way out. If she was a real submissive, she should know that. He departed rather abruptly after the punishment was over, leaving her with a hotly burning bottom, and a command to return regularly each Tuesday lunch hour for a repeat performance.

		When Victor left, he dropped some cash unceremoniously on the desk, and Jenny remained, quivering to the core for some sexual release.

		The sessions repeated for three months, Victor with the same brusque manner every time except that by the fourth one, he decided to finish the deed with sex—something Jenny found impossible to deny him. The man was fierce, his dominance appalling. His mastery of the implement he used on her bottom was expert. He had the ability to lead her to the edge of “too much”, back off, and then lead her back again.

		Once she agreed to sex, the scenes changed. She was disciplined in the back of heavy metal nightclubs, in his car, in deserted buildings. There seemed no end to the scenes that Victor created, his wealth of imagination had few limits. He was always completely in control and because he was paying for her time, he didn’t seem to care whether she was satisfied or not. A part of her liked that crude feeling, but it wasn’t a long lasting one. The lack of anything other than their wild games, harsh punishment, and quick sex turned her nasty in the end. They fought, broke up, and decided that they despised each other.

		The pendant had turned up just after the sex began, some kind of talisman she was always to wear when they were together. At one bitter moment, the thing disappeared. Jenny figured that Victor had lifted it but because she was so pissed off at him, she decided she wouldn’t pursue the thing. She did consider it hers, the way he’d given it to her, the unctuous words he’d used, the vile kind of light in his eyes when he put it around her neck. It became a symbol of his “ownership” of her.

		Once the relationship was over, and the pendant was lost, Jenny saw it in a more practical light. The ruby was worth several hundred dollars that she considered hers.

		The shock of seeing the pendant around Patricia’s neck the night before made her livid in an instant, even though she had to suppress her anger. After all, she was now a Judge’s wife.

		“Shall I try the switch on your rear?” Victor offered again, as it appeared the two had been locked in a mutual stare, each remembering well the passion that had once soared between them. The wicked gleam in his eye was so well-remembered.

		“Just don’t leave any major marks. Niles is sure to notice,” Jenny said. She knew this was a stupid move, but she couldn’t help herself.

		“Oh, you can be inventive, Jenny. Surely Niles would only paddle you again if you show up with a bruised bottom. This is a spanking party. What does he expect?”

		“He expects to watch me, I know that,” she said.

		Niles was already tugging at a cherry branch, trying to remove a perfect switch.

		“Then I’ll just have to demonstrate my technique, if he gets too upset. I’m sure a second round on your bottom will only excite him all the more.

		Jenny shivered. Niles had never used a switch on her, just his hand and half dozen of the paddles in his vast collection. Just the thought of the way the thing would sting was making her bottom bum.

		“Let me see your ass,” Victor said, when he had his switch free of leaves and twigs. There were still nubs along the otherwise smooth surface that made Jenny think the thin branch might leave the marks she was afraid of.

		Nonetheless, she bent over the stone bench and put her palms on the cold surface. It was still wet with morning dew. Victor lifted the summery shift, uncovering her lovely rounded cheeks, thinking how it would be to punish these again. He ran a hand over them gently.

		“Not that!” Jenny snapped, and shook him off.

		“Become a respectable woman?” Victor mocked her.

		“You’re sure as hell NOT a respectable man.” It was sort of silly thing to say, just before she was about to be punished. But then why not incite his wrath. If he was going to do this to her, she might as well not miss any of the perverse pleasure.

		“It’s going to bite,” Victor warned her.

		She knew it would. Victor was so uncivilized in such a civilized way. She missed that uncivilized moment wrecked across her ass end. There were few things she missed from the old days, and this was one.

		Victor measured his stroke before he began, touching Jenny’s bottom lightly with the switch, drawing it back, and then again bringing it forward to gauge the placement of the cut.

		Swish!

		Practice over, the vile thing suddenly landed with a nasty cut right across both trembling white cheeks.

		“Ouch, OOoo,” she purred softly, churning her bottom lustily for him.

		Jenny had a perfect punishment bottom in Victor’s mind. Patricia’s was a little too thin, he often thought; but then it was always available to him. Jenny’s was generous, as were all her physical assets, from her voluptuous full breasts, to her wide hips and the mounds of punishable flesh that went with them. The little dimples on her ass cheeks quivered before a cut, and then shimmied after. He watched the red line appear before he made another cut.

		Swish! Another landed, just below the first one.

		“Yeaaaawwwww!” she cried softly followed by an “Ooooo yes,” as the instant burn yielded to a pleasurable warm sting.

		“This is what I like about you, Jenny. I don’t have to think about stopping before I begin.”

		Swish! Victor laid the switch on six times in a row, no pause, no wait, just swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish!

		“Yeeawwwww! Victor no!” She shouted a whisper into the damp morning air.

		“Ah, Jen, you love it, just like I do.”

		Another cut landed, this appearing to crisscross the others, threatening to make tiny cuts on her bottom, though as yet, the skin was not broken.

		Still, with several seconds of reprieve, Jenny’s bottom swayed lewdly for him. He could see her pussy between her legs, moist and no doubt pungent to the smell and taste. He would have liked to have plunged his cock between her cheeks, even rammed himself in the dark tight burn hole. But he assumed the best fruits were forbidden to him, at least for the moment.

		Another swish, swish, and Jenny’s taunting ass was almost unbearable for Victor to watch without moving on her sexually. The pain was becoming unbearable for her, she wasn’t used to such cuts and the tremendous zeal combined. But all that only added to the seductive appeal.

		Jenny slumped down on the granite bench.

		“Too much, my dear?” Victor mocked her. “Old age, and an old husband must be slowing you down.

		“Enough!” Jenny replied.

		“Hope Niles won’t punish you too badly on top of this for seeking me out.”

		“I didn’t seek you out,” Jenny reminded him. She stood up, turned around and made sure her ailing bottom was covered again. “You approached me. Just remember, I granted you this favor. You keep your mouth shut with Niles, I’ll keep mine shut too, and things won’t get ugly.”

		“That would all work out well, but there is still a missing pendant that you have,” he told her.

		“I said, I don’t have it!” she enunciated her words carefully.

		“And I should believe you?” he asked.

		“Don’t do it, Victor—you ruin me and I’ll be certain to ruin you!” she charged.

		She meant it.

		“Oh my, you have me shaking in my boots,” he laughed. “Here, here’s a souvenir.” He tossed the switch at her, along with his best smug smile and retreated from their secluded alcove, returning briskly to the house.

		In spite of the fine burn she felt, Jenny still hated the man. It disturbed her how unpredictable he was. She couldn’t afford for Niles to find out about her past. They’d met through the spanking personals, and she’d never needed to mention her professional life as long as she lived a normal life with him. The change was exactly what she wanted, and so far, nothing was discovered to disturb her well-earned peace.

		Yet, being a prestigious Judge, Jenny knew her husband was already reluctant to be at this party. But he had such faith in Phillip Heath and his guests that he had finally agreed to go. With the possibility of some messy discovery looming nastily before her, she had every reason to be worried. With Victor thinking that she had the necklace, he could tell Niles everything and her whole life would be ruined.

		“Damn him anyway!” she said aloud.

		Jenny sat down on the bench, her brain working furiously to find some solution to this mess. Maybe she should just leave, play sick and have Niles take her away. The thought was very tempting.

		

		Brett looked back at Kyle from her perch at the bedroom window.

		“Isn’t that strange?” she commented. “I saw Jenny a half hour ago dash toward the back of the garden, behind that hedge. Now, I see Victor dashing back to the house. You don’t suppose?”

		“Suppose someone’s bottom just got spanked?” Kyle speculated. “Looks obvious to me. The two kicking up their heels sounds very plausible, but a little odd, don’t you think? I mean Victor and Jenny? There couldn’t be two more opposite than those two.”

		“Stranger things have happened. Maybe all those interesting looks last night suggest they once had something together,” Brett said.

		“I don’t know, but I’d be willing to guess that Niles and Patricia don’t know anything about this,” Kyle offered.

		“Sounds like a good bet to me,” Brett agreed.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Hey you two! Just who I wanted to see,” Phillip Heath caught up with Kyle and Brett in the foyer, just as they were on their way to breakfast.

		“Good morning,” Kyle greeted their host, and shook his hand.

		“This place is gorgeous,” Brett said, thinking back to the picture out her bedroom window.

		“I’m glad you like it, glad you made it here this weekend, after all the pushing I’ve done, ol’ boy.” He elbowed Kyle, his eyes twinkling sassily. “Say, could you two join me in my study for a few minutes?” He was pushing them toward the opposite side of the foyer from the dining room, so they had little choice but to go along with him.

		Once inside the tobacco smelling gentlemen’s study, he closed the door and proceeded to his desk.

		“Think this is best discussed in private,” he began, lowering his voice. “Bad business last night.” He shook his head. “Shame, real shame, poor Patricia Sometimes seems jinxed, don’t you think?”

		“Don’t really know the woman well,” Kyle reminded his host. “But I’d say your brother might be quite a man to live with.”

		“Yes,” Phillip agreed without needing to say anything more.

		“She was certainly distraught last night,” Brett said.

		“This business with the necklace,” Phillip said. “Still missing and Patricia’s very upset. I know you're trying to take a vacation, but perhaps you could use a little professional skill and see if you can figure out anything on this. I hate to point fingers at anyone, but it would appear that someone’s lifted the blasted thing, and that concerns me.”

		“You have any idea who might have taken the necklace?” Kyle asked.

		“Been wracking my brain all night long, can’t figure. Was not all that remarkable a piece. I don’t understand what’s to be gained by it. But Patricia does seem to favor it above her other jewelry. Every time I’ve seen her in the last few months, she’s been wearing it. But monetary value? Not all that much.”

		“If I remember it,” Kyle said, “the simple stone would be easily removed and might bring a decent price.”

		“But these people here. We’re all well-heeled. I think this might be something personal, though I can’t for the life of me figure any intrigue here that would generate such a swipe.”

		“Maybe you don’t know your guests as well as you thought,” Brett suggested.

		“I’d bet I know them very well,” Phillip countered. “Please, just snoop a little like you do, nothing obvious. I don’t want this incident to mar our good time.”

		“We’ll see what we can do for you, Phillip,” Kyle said. “You know, it still may be hiding innocently in some corner of this house.” He offered the thought knowing full well that none of the three believed that suggestion was plausible.

		

		***

		

		Brett hoped that the trio’s appearance didn’t look too obvious when she, Kyle and Phillip trouped into breakfast together. However the other guests seated at the table seemed to be engaged in a spirited conversation, which the newcomers readily joined.

		“So are you ready for a good walloping, Mrs. Longchamp?” the Judge asked Brett, while he took a sip of his steaming coffee.

		“Is that what you’re planning to do?” Brett replied, a dash of imp in her eye. She liked the looks of the Judge.

		“I see a woman who needs a good sound correction in you. You’re the strong independent type, but you also want a strong man to submit to.

		“See, darling,” Kyle said. “He sees in you exactly what I do.”

		Brett tweaked her husband’s thigh.

		“My wife could use another man’s affections on her bottom, Judge. And I can think of nothing I’d rather see.” Kyle was beaming, while Brett began an uncharacteristic blush. “You would be content to trade the favor, I hope?”

		“Jen?” Niles turned to his wife.

		“By all means,” Jenny replied. She was thinking that Kyle’s spanking her might be a better idea than her own husband, less suspicions raised over what were small, but clearly distinguish-able marks on her bottom. She’d seen them in the mirror when she slipped back into their bedroom. If she didn’t have to tell Niles anything about her foray with Victor, she’d be happier. She was already regretting the moment’s lust, but there was nothing she could do about it now.

		“Then, we’ll retire to Phillip’s drawing room, that is unless you want to make this a public spectacle?” the Judge suggested.

		“NO!” Brett exclaimed immediately.

		“Ah, Mrs. Longchamp,” Niles admonished her. “Perhaps you’ll want to watch your tongue. A sassy one does not bode well for a woman’s bottom. Not at a spanking party.” The man was quite full of himself, much to the chagrin of the women.

		All Brett could think was how serious he seemed. And strange she was feeling rather good about that fact, even as she wondered why. The trips across Kyle’s lap were all erotically ignited. Even if Kyle told her that it was punishment, she never believed him completely, because it was always sexual afterwards. She was sure the session with the Judge would be different, and she was looking forward to it.

		

		After they had finished their breakfast, the two couples retreated to Phillip’s small drawing room behind his study. Yet another play room that seemed in ample supply in this rambling house. For an instant Brett wondered if the walls of this room were as thin as their bedroom walls. Would there be someone listening on the other side of the door? She remembered seeing Steven and Kathryn skip off together after breakfast. Victor was taking Patricia upstairs for what everyone expected would be a long session with his strap. And George, Cassandra, Janice and Phillip were all going off to the stables to ride horseback, something she figured might lead to more than just the pleasure of a good morning ride along the shoreline. Likely, her punishment would be heard by no one but the four in the room.

		

		“Perhaps you’ve never been treated to the kind of paddling you’ll get from me today, Mrs. Longchamp, if Niles said, as Brett was settling into the reality of what was about to happen to her.

		“I won’t know, sir, until you start though, will I?” she replied, with a measured amount of sarcasm.

		“You find her rather flip, don’t you, Kyle?” Niles said turning to Brett’s husband.

		“We’ve always enjoyed a rather sparring partnership,” Kyle said dryly.

		“I imagine she’s a hard woman to keep in line,” Niles added. “Her trips across your lap “her” idea?

		Kyle nodded, agreeing. “Sometimes she has trouble being submissive.”

		“Kyle,” Brett groaned. She was not happy the way these two were talking about her. Jenny eyed her with amusement, as if she’d gone through this many times herself.

		“You’ll get used to it, Brett,” the vivacious Jenny told her.

		“You mind your manners, my darling. Don’t forget, you’re going to have a well-reddened tinny too before this morning’s over!” the Judge reminded his wife.

		He turned back to Kyle. “I think your wife needs to understand a good wife’s place” His eyes might be twinkling, but he was nonetheless serious.

		Brett shrunk back a little more with each word he spoke.

		“This one’s been left to her own temperamental designs, I can see that clearly. if He had a most judicious twist to his comments, that both repelled and charmed her. “Young woman, you come right here and look at me,” he ordered Brett, as he sat down in a convenient chair.

		Trembling like a school girl, Brett complied. She never would have submitted to this from Kyle. With him it would seem so silly; but with the Judge, she was going far back in time, to a father that took discipline very seriously.

		“So, what have you to say for yourself?” the Judge asked her.

		“Sir?” She wasn’t sure what he wanted.

		“You may be an independent and aggressive woman, but it’s obvious to me that you need some curbs to your intractable attitude. Some regular discipline, not just this spur of the moment sex play would do you, and your marriage, a world of good.”

		“How dare you comment on the nature of my marriage?” Brett snapped, though she didn’t snap as nastily as she might, with the Judge looking up at her with his steely eyes. This dressing down was not something she expected.

		“Is it not true?” the man asked.

		The quality of his sincerity made it impossible for Brett not to be honest with him.

		“Yes, I suppose,” she answered, still hedging just a bit. Niles raised his eyebrows and fixed her with his steady stare. “Yeah, I control things a lot, but there have been a lot of years as a single woman. I’m not really used to this relationship.”

		“But you will be,” Niles assured her. “It’s in your nature. I hope after this weekend, your husband can expect a better behaved wife.”

		There was a little piece of Brett that wanted to laugh, it all seemed so absurd but looking at Kyle’s face, he was as serious as Niles. Even the bubbly Jenny looked much more subdued than she had earlier.

		“Yes, sir,” Brett replied with halting agreement.

		“Then, let’s take care of the business end of this. Jenny, get my paddle.”

		A wooden paddle suddenly appeared in Jenny’s hand, and was quickly presented to the Judge. The man eyed his wife carefully as she followed orders, no doubt he was thinking of her punishment that would follow this one.

		Brett shivered, realizing how this was provoking the most amazing feelings in her. She was surprised and a little confused at the interesting twist this once innocent session was taking.

		Niles positioned himself in the chair so his thighs made a perfect lap on which to hold a submissive. Brett was in spanking position in seconds, feeling her skirt being raised moments later. Never in a million years had she guessed that this would happen; that any man would be taking the same liberties with her that she had reluctantly allowed her husband.

		Yet, thinking of the Judge’s lecture, she wondered if this really was an apt balance to her often bratty domineering disposition. Perhaps, the idea that she had limits to her behavior made her feel safe? Could that really be?

		With her skirt raised, Niles, Jenny and Kyle could see Brett’s quaking bottom. The lovely round mounds noticeably shivered under the thin nylon panties. They were beautifully framed by lacy white garters and lace top stockings.

		“You say you’ve been punishing her firmly?” Niles asked Kyle.

		“When the opportunity presents itself,” Kyle replied.

		“Sometimes you need to make your opportunities,” the Judge recommended.

		Niles returned his attention to Brett, carefully lifting the waistband of her underwear and lowering it quite slowly. His deliberate manner only accentuated the trauma of waiting.

		“I like nothing better than taking a sassy woman like Brett and laying down the law.”

		Every word he spoke seemed to drive Brett’s imagination farther back in time. She was almost thinking she really deserved this treatment—the hold the man had on her was so strong.

		Smack!

		The paddle landed on the center of her bottom.

		“Ouch!” she cried, feeling the fierce sting.

		The Judge let the paddle fly again and again, as it came down in the same stinging place over and over. He was deliberate and methodical with the smacks, each one seemed to be timed to strike just when she was feeling some instant of relief.

		Smack! Smack! The more the paddle flew, the more intense the burn, the more she wanted to wiggle away from this horrid feeling. Yet she was compelled to stay. There was something in the Judge’s manner that challenged her to see this spanking through, without the ranting and raving that she normally gave Kyle.

		There was no doubt, the Judge was a thorough spanker. The dreaded paddle quickly made the center of her bottom burn brightly. Then, he aimed for the soft flesh at the very bottom of her ass cheeks, then he moved on to each tender side. Finally, he returned to the middle of her bottom, Niles delivering another several dozen smacks before he finally finished.

		By the end of the paddling, Brett was exhausted, not because she had been flailing like some childish brat, but because she contained herself so well. She was proud that she took it so submissively, thinking she had something to prove to Niles and her husband.

		“There, my dear,” Niles said, as he helped her back to her feet. “Perhaps this is a lesson learned.”

		Brett wasn’t sure what she had learned. She was confused, thrilled, duly admonished and strangely feeling betrayed by Kyle. What had started out as a pleasant vacation escapade into this curious fetish they shared was turning out to be something quite different. But Brett had little time to consider her quandary, since all eyes turned to Jenny, who happened to be cowering in the corner of the room.

		“My dear,” Niles spoke to her sharply, “you didn’t think you were going to hide away from us, did you?”

		“Oh no!” she said, even though she shirked, feeling much more reluctant to go over a man’s lap than she usually did.

		“Then quit sulking and give Kyle a good treat, will you?” He was being very kind to her, obviously he had no real ax to grind at the moment, just wanted to give his partner in spanking lust a treat of her own.

		Jenny gave Kyle a coy look. “I bet you can be quite the dom,” she purred at him. Her eyes were teasing him shamelessly, seeing the spanking as just a naughty game to play. “You want the paddle, too?” she asked.

		“No,” Kyle replied. “I think I’ll use my hand on you. A little flesh to flesh, if that’s all right?”

		“She’ll submit to anything asked of her, that’s why I love her so much,” Niles told him.

		Kyle took his place in a straight backed chair, and beckoned the voluptuous beauty to his side. She shivered nervously, then finally allowed Kyle to pull her over his lap. Jenny had on a simple dress, so that baring her bottom was as easy as lifting her dress up over her hips. The sight was sheer perfection, so Kyle thought, as he got his first glimpse of her large jiggling ass cheeks. To his surprise however, his hand was not the first punishment on her bottom that day. If he wasn’t mistaken, the red marks he saw were fresh and still very tender.

		“You wear your punishments well,” Kyle remarked, admiring some other man’s handiwork. “It looks like Niles has already gotten to you today.”

		“Not me,” Niles replied, as he too looked at his wife’s naked bottom.

		Jenny, with her head practically at the floor, mumbled something unintelligible.

		“Jennifer!” the Judge admonished her sharply. “You have something to confess?” It was not a question, but a demand.

		“I was out walking,” the vulnerable young woman answered immediately. “I met Victor, in the garden. He thought a switch on my bottom would suit him, and I let him. It was really very innocent.” She was gasping for breath even as she spoke, upside down on Kyle’s lap.

		“How interesting,” Niles responded. “I imagine it was quite a show.” It was hard to tell how Niles really felt about Jenny’s revelation, but he didn’t seem too upset. “Perhaps I can get Victor to put some more marks there while I watch.”

		“I’m sorry, Niles, I should have told you,” Jenny said, trying to turn around in her awkward position, though she was afraid to see the expression on her husband’s face.

		“It’s just fine, my dear, just fine. It will give Kyle all the more reason to let you have it!” The Judge’s eyes flashed darkly. Don’t be easy on her,” he told Kyle. “And if you want to change your mind and use something besides your hand, I’ll be happy to accommodate.”

		Kyle turned his attention back to the task as he gazed on the lovely rear that was draped over his lap. Raising his hand he brought it down with a forceful smack, right on the center of her right rear cheek. He watched for the red imprint to show, then laid another smack on the other lovely mound.

		Kyle spanked her slowly, something he didn’t often do with Brett. But he liked the feel of her flesh, and the red splash of color that rose on her bottom, and the whimpering cries that issued from her—not that it was more than Jenny could bear. She seemed to be enjoying it. Jenny didn’t have the mixed feelings about spanking that Brett did.

		As Kyle watched Jenny’s sensuous body churn on his lap, the slapping of his hand and the movement of her body were one highly charged turn on.

		“The paddle,” he announced all of a sudden, as he turned to Niles for the implement. Kyle couldn’t go on any longer with the tempting feast. His desires were getting the best of him, not to mention the fact that Brett was right there in the room watching.

		With the paddle in hand, Kyle was more comfortable, and he used it liberally across Jenny’s already red and marked ass cheeks. He gave her one enthusiastic smack after another, her bottom soon glowing from top to bottom with the finest fire.

		

		For Jenny, this was hardly more than a typical spanking, except that she rather liked Kyle. At one time she would have considered him a real classy spanker. A “keeper”, she would call him in her own black book of dominants. But now, she had too much on her mind to enjoy the spanking the way she should.

		Jenny knew why Kyle stopped spanking her with his hand. She could feel his cock getting hard under her body. It was a natural thing, but not the most desired when his wife was in the room looking on. With things already a little strained between Mr. and Mrs. Longchamp, she understood Kyle’s choice of the paddle. Jenny knew spanking men pretty well, and Kyle was no different.

		When the paddle really began to burn, Jenny appealed for mercy, a state any good dominant ignores. But Kyle finished off shortly after with a spirited burst of smacks right in the center of the well-reddened mounds.

		Wasting little time, Jenny popped up seconds later, and gave Kyle a charming smile. “My, you are a good one,” she said.

		“I give only what my submissive deserves,” Kyle informed her. “Although, I think your spanking session is just beginning, Mrs. Callender.” He was teasing her, but very earnest, as he nodded toward Jenny’s waiting husband.

		The young woman blushed.

		“Thank you, Niles, for a most illuminating event,” Kyle said, with a tone of authority all his own. “And now Brett, suppose we leave these two alone?”

		Brett nodded. She had no reason to stay. She wanted to retreat from the room as quickly as Kyle did, though for very different reasons.

		

		***

		

		“You going to tell me what the hell was going on in there?” Brett asked, when they were well away from the drawing room.

		“What’s that supposed to mean?” Kyle said.

		“That was hardly what I bargained for,” Brett said.

		“Surprised me too,” Kyle admitted.

		“You mean to say you had nothing to do with the way the Judge was talking to me?” She was more than a little incensed.

		“Maybe, Brett, he’s just a good judge of character. Wouldn’t you expect that, his being a Judge?”

		“You mean you agree with him?”

		“Do I agree that sometimes you’re a bit of a bitch? Yes. And believe me, it was certainly worth the price of admission seeing your ass cheeks glowing the way they did.”

		“I thought this was supposed to be fun and games!”

		“I suppose it depends on what you think of as fun,” Kyle said.

		A haughty cool had replaced his normally good-natured manner.

		Brett had never known him to be quite so distant. This was not a sudden attack of righteous indignation, a flare of anger, or any of his typically pissed off moods that ended with her across his lap. This seemed much more serious, and it scared her.

		The two strolled out to the patio, finding the day still as glorious as it had been earlier that morning. Though her bottom ached, Brett decided to sit for a while and enjoy the day from a quiet corner of the lovely terraced patio. She found a comfortable lounge chair, the perfect spot where she could repair from the last appalling hour. And she was already deep in thought, when Kyle, ignoring his wife’s choice, strolled out to the gardens. Watching her husband amble slowly away, Brett was almost happy to see him leave her side. There was certainly nothing more for her to say to him, at least not until she regrouped. And that could be a major afternoon’s endeavor.

		

		Brett mulled the quandary of her relationship with Kyle for some time, but was suddenly pulled from her reverie by the sound of anxious whispering voices just inside the house. An open window and her secluded alcove made it the perfect spot for eavesdropping. Jenny and Victor’s voices were readily distinguishable.

		“He noticed the marks on my ass, Vic,” Jenny told him.

		“Oh really?” Victor sounded almost pleased. “I guess I should feel flattered.”

		“I don’t care what you feel, you just need to back me up with Niles, and not suggest anything but a perfectly innocent switching. You understand?”

		“You sound worried.”

		“I’ll spill what I know,” Jenny warned him.

		“A little desperate?” Niles toyed with her.

		“Not as desperate as you’ll be. Shush! Niles is coming.”

		“You just return the pendant, everything will be fine,” Victor snapped.

		“Why don’t you look in another direction for that blasted pendant? You keep looking in mine, you’ll be making a serious mistake.”

		For a sweet carefree woman, the threat from her lips was surprisingly vicious.

		Brett wished she could see the expression on Victor’s face hearing Jenny’s vow. Here, without even trying, Brett was picking up clues, stumbling into quite a bit of “spankingland” intrigue.

		With the sting of her own spanking subsiding, her energy renewed, and her faculties in the midst of an interesting mystery, Brett set off to find her disappeared husband. Perhaps what they really needed was this good mystery to bring them back together.

		

		***

		

		It was nearly four o’clock when Kyle finally came back to the room, and found Brett sitting by the window looking out.

		“Well, where have you been?” she said, knowing the tone of her voice was far too snotty, even if she was annoyed that he’d disappeared most of the afternoon.

		“Sounds like you want an argument?” Kyle said, observing his wife’s face.

		Brett noticed that the same cool demeanor he had earlier still characterized Kyle’s expression.

		“No. Not at all. I just couldn’t find you.”

		Kyle looked at his wife through different eyes, seeing her vivacious beauty, headstrong disposition as things he loved most about her, even when she pissed him off with her controlling demands.

		“Say, we haven’t talked about our investigation,” Brett said, trying to sound pleasant, and changing the subject.

		Kyle looked at her warily, then came to. “The investigation?” he said.

		“Yes. I mean the marks on Jenny’s bottom were obviously put there by Victor, and I think there’s much more to that meeting of theirs than Jenny was letting on.

		“I sensed that too,” Kyle agreed.

		“In fact,” Brett went on excited, “I overheard an interesting conversation between the two. Apparently Victor thinks Jenny has the pendant, and there are some secrets neither one of them wants to get out.”

		Kyle looked intrigued. “You did stumble onto something there. I did a little investigating on my own. It seems that Kathryn has been having a few monetary problems. Generous Phillip is not so generous with his daughter anymore. And judging by the spanking last night, the two are not seeing eye to eye on much of anything. It would give her a motive to take the pendant, if daddy isn’t handing over the cash the way he used to.”

		“Hummmmm,” Brett thought, “all bares looking into.”

		“Just keep your eyes peeled and your radar on tonight, might learn a few more things,” Kyle suggested.

		“Tonight?”

		“Yes, the big doings really get started tonight.”

		“Do we have to?” Brett asked.

		“What do you mean, do we have to?” He sounded annoyed.

		Brett got up and sidled up to her husband, pressing her body against his, and rubbing him seductively. “I thought we might have some fun right here.” She kissed him very softly. “You could even spank me.”

		“Nothing doing, Brett.” He backed away. “We’re not going to miss a thing. Besides, Phillip has some great game planned, and you’re going to play.”

		“You obviously want to play too. I saw that look on your face when you were spanking Jenny.”

		“She is a voluptuous little tart, isn’t she?”

		Brett was slightly irritated by her husband’s fascination for the woman, but she took care not to look upset. She didn’t want to risk him turning cold and distant again. “You sure about this?” Brett ventured. “We really could have quite a time right here.”

		“We’re going, Brett, and that’s enough. Unless of course, you’d like a taste of the paddle right now, before we go downstairs.” His eyes narrowed dangerously, and she got his message.

		“Okay, okay, we’re going,” she agreed.

		

		“My gentle lady friends,” Phillip Heath said, once he’d called the unruly crowd of houseguests to attention. They were sitting around the living room, all eyeing their host with baited breath. “It’s time we began our game. Some of you will remember this one.”

		“Spanking in the dark?” George asked.

		“No. I had too many complaints from men who ended up over female laps,” Phillip joked.

		“Whatever it is, you can count Patricia out,” Victor announced.

		“Only if we can count you out too, George laughed.

		Victor shot darts in the jovial George’s direction. “That’s okay with me,” Victor issued a droll reply. “I think we’ve had enough shenanigans for awhile.”

		“Oh, blow it out your ass,” Cassandra exclaimed. “You’ve never been anything but a spoil sport.”

		“You’ve got one bratty ass I’d dearly love to strap,” Victor said.

		“But you never will,” Cassandra informed him.

		“Who says? If I play and you choose me, I’ll have your ass burning like the fires of hell. You’ll think twice before you kid with me again.”

		“Oh, Victor, you’re so boring,” Cassandra said, rolling her eyes.

		“I thought you had some real submissives here?” Victor complained to his brother.

		“If you treated them with some respect, I think you’d have more fun,” Phillip barked back.

		“Yes, then who’s dominating who?” Victor said sarcastically.

		“Enough, Vic,” George said. “let’s get on with it. And for the record, I’d be more than happy to take Cassandra.” There was a gentle twinkle in his eye.

		“It’s the luck of the draw,” Phillip reminded his guest. “So who’s in? It’s our “mystery” game tonight.”

		There were a few happy Ooooos around the room, for those remembering previous games.

		“What we do,” Phillip explained to all, “is put all the doms names in a hat, along with the names of instruments, and rooms in this house. Our ladies pick their poison, so to speak. However they only get to know the instrument and the room. They won’t know the man until they go to their respective rooms for their punishment.

		“What if the lady doesn’t like the arrangement?” Kathryn asked.

		Phillip gave his daughter a warning stare. “The choice is made when the dom confronts his submissive. No one gets coerced into anything, though it’s rather fun to have a open mined woman that throws caution to the wind. No “safe words”, no balking.”

		“Sounds dangerous to me,” Janice said. “I’d never do that, I might pick Victor.”

		“Remember, dear, Victor isn’t playing,” Phillip told his wife.

		“Maybe I will,” Victor reconsidered.

		“Only if Patricia plays,” Phillip stated.

		“Then no. We’ll go to our room and let you all have your fun. We can have plenty of our own.” Victor rose from his seat, and brusquely pulled his wife to her feet as the rest of Phillip’s guests watched the couple leave the room. Poor Patricia was looking terribly disappointed.

		“My God, your brother’s an ass, Janice whispered under her breath, though everyone heard the remark.

		“Shall we begin?” Phillip said, as his wife began to put the slips of paper in the hat.

		

		***

		

		The room looked dark as he entered. He wondered if Janice Heath would actually be there for him. He was delighted when he’d picked her name from the hat, and he wondered if she would be as delighted to find him her dominant for the evening. Kyle had admired Janice since he’d first met her a few years back, though she clung to her husband so closely, he wondered that Phillip would let her play these spanking games with other men. Like his brother Victor, Phillip had a difficult time letting go of his wife. Yet Janice was hardly shy. She just needed Phillip for a little comfort. All that possessiveness in Phillip vanished when Janice finally decided to stretch her wings.

		Spanking Jenny had been a surprisingly arousing experience for Kyle, but it was Janice he really wanted. Perhaps he wanted her because she reminded him so much of Brett. With things a little rocky with his wife, taking Janice might be called an opportunity to test some spanking theories.

		Kyle stood in the dim light of the doorway, inspecting the darkened conservatory. He looked for some movement amid the thick growth of plants that hung from the ceiling, covered the walls and made the room a jungle of vegetative madness. Re was wary, and unsure where to find the brown-haired woman with the fiery eyes.

		“Is that you, Kyle?” He heard his name spoken in tones that almost caressed him, coming seductively out of the dark beyond him.

		“It is, but you have me at a disadvantage, Mrs. Heath.”

		Janice stepped from the shadows, looking very lovely in a long cream colored evening gown that clung to every curve of her shapely form. She didn’t have a remarkable body in any knockout way, but what was there had a knockout look to it, the way it all flowed together so beautifully.

		“Here I thought you might not show,” he said.

		“Oh, I was so curious.”

		“But yet you hid in the shadows. Who were you afraid it might be?”

		She looked as if she might be blushing, though it was hard to tell.

		“I’m just cautious. I would have had a problem with Steven perhaps, he’s so very young and really meant for Kathryn, and you know,” she giggled just a hale, “I was afraid it might be Phillip. That would have disappointed me. I mean, this is for fun, and I have him for fun all the time.”

		Kyle smiled as he watched her move closer.

		“So, I suppose we have our choice,” Kyle said. “We could do this in the dark, or we could try it right here.”

		“It’s your choice, I have no rules, no safe words with you. My only problem will be holding off my lust until I can get back to Phillip.”

		Kyle was ready to explode already, his lust had climbed as high as the vines on the window pane walls that surrounded them.

		“You like being the sassy brat, don’t you?” he said. “You really like to tease.”

		“You noticed.” The coy grin was hard to resist.

		“You’re shameless,” Kyle remarked.

		“I am, aren’t I? I think it’s why Phillip likes me so much.”

		“So what implement did you choose,” Kyle asked.

		Janice was blushing again as she withdrew from behind her back a leather spanking paddle. “It’s a vicious looking thing, isn’t it?”

		“Should really make your ass hum, I suppose.

		“I suppose it will.” As she looked at him with the most seductive smile, he wondered if his host’s wife was really wooing him. If she was, he was certainly caught in the web she was weaving around him.

		Succumbing to the woman’s charms, Kyle was almost done in, though he recovered enough to firmly lead his “date” to the back of the conservatory, near windows that were not vine-covered, that allowed the full moon to shine into the small place where they stood.

		“I think I can see enough here,” Kyle said. And guiding Janice with sure steady hands, he bent the sensuous woman over a small chair.

		Stepping away, he eyed the woman’s backside, from the bottom of her low cut backless gown, to the hem that skirted her ankles. He ran a hand over her ass end, hoping she wouldn’t balk at his forwardness, and she didn’t. He wasn’t reading her wrong. In fact he had the distinct feeling that Mrs. Phillip Heath could be had for more than just a spanking this night. He knew that fidelity wasn’t an imperative with spanking couples; though he wasn’t sure if Brett would understand. She was already pretty well stretched to the limit. And he took just an instant to wonder what she was doing now.

		

		***

		

		The lights were on in Phillip’s exercise room as Brett waited for her evening’s entertainment to present himself. She was scared and excited and wondering just what man she’d chosen. What would it be like to have yet another man, and another personality giving her bottom the pleasure she loved and hated so much? Niles had been quite an experience, but she really hoped for someone else, though there was just Steven, and George, and Phillip as possibilities. Of the three she had her preference.

		Would she be so lucky?

		Brett strolled about the room, fingering the equipment in Phillip’s fully furnished exercise room. There were some pieces here that could really inflame the imagination of a dedicated spanking buff. She wondered if her dominant man would be creative enough to use the amenities of the room.

		“Sorry to take so long, Brett.” She heard a male’s breathless voice from behind her. It was George. Drawing her from her contemplation, she turned to see the man dashing through the door. “I had a little personal business to attend to, then again, you’re a patient woman, aren’t you?” He flashed Brett a enchanting grin.

		“Patient? Me? You should ask Kyle. Or maybe he’s already told you.”

		“Frankly, I’ve not had the pleasure of knowing your husband, and certainly not the delight in knowing you.”

		“My, George, you are a charmer.”

		“It gets me what I want,” he answered honestly. “Though, all I had to do was be lucky to have you.

		“Thank you for the flattery,” Brett said.

		George eyed the lovely brunette detective for a moment, finding her a confusing blend of strong-willed and submissive. “You’re sounding a little brusque, Mrs. Longchamp. Something wrong, perhaps?”

		“Brusque, really?” she replied. “I’m really rather glad it was you assigned to me.”

		“You make it sound like some horrible sentence.”

		“Oh, to be truthful, I wasn’t really excited about this game,” Brett insisted.

		George looked at her, not sure what to believe about Brett. She was undoubtedly an independent woman, now caught up in this strange fetish. It was no wonder that she was balking a little. Nonetheless, he planned to have his way with her behind, and expected her to enjoy it.

		“Come here,” he said as he calmly sat down on a plain leather-covered bench. “Let’s see if I can interest you a little more.

		“You going to spank me now?” she asked.

		“That’s the idea, isn’t it? Suppose you tell me what implement that I get to use,” he said. There was a commanding authority in his voice that made it impossible for her not comply with his orders. So gently rendered, and so different than either the Judge or Kyle.

		“I have to admit, I almost refused this scenario because of this,” Brett said, referring to the implement she’d concealed behind her. Pulling it out, she showed George a small cane. Just touching it made her shiver. “I really don’t know if I can go through with it...

		George took the implement from her hand and inspected it thoroughly. He whisked it through the air giving her a taste of the nasty sound of it made when it split the space between them.

		He smiled. “There’s no punishment tool that cannot be applied to please both dominant and submissive. It’s all in the technique. Believe me, Brett. I’ll have you wanting more.”

		Brett wanted to believe every word he said. She could be in love with him, with way his eyes shown, the way his smile made her tingle between her legs, the way he seemed to be weaving her in some exotic dream. If she were to throw over her marriage vows and have another man, it could certainly be this one.

		As Brett stood next to him, she looked down into his soft blue eyes. He reached out and stroked her face very lightly and smiled. “This is a vicious thing, but we’ll begin with my hand paddling your bottom, and when the cane finally lands, you’ll be nearly orgasmic.” She wanted to believe every word he said.

		

		***

		

		Kyle bent down and lifted the soft silky fabric of Janice’s dress, pulling it ever so slowly up over her legs. When he reached her upper thighs, he paused just to admire the fine form of her perfectly carved legs, like some sculpture’s model. Pulling the dress the rest of the way up, Kyle uncovered her bottom, discovering the beautiful sensuous mounds of flesh that would be all his that night.

		“I’m glad I didn’t miss this treat,” he said aloud, though he didn’t dare say everything that he was thinking.

		“I’m glad you like the look,” she purred softly, and she let herself rest her palms on the chair, her head drape down as an expression of her acquiescence.

		The only thing separating Kyle from Janice’s naked bottom was a thin pair of panties.

		“I’ll have to really smack your bottom hard so I can see the red in this light,” Kyle observed.

		She softly hummed her reply, as Kyle pulled down the panties to view the two round buns and the perfect crease of her ass. These luscious mounds were as delicious as anything he’d seen. He couldn’t wait to see the effect the leather paddle would have on them.

		A quick flurry of strikes, and Janice was wiggling madly. The broad business end did an excellent job of covering a good deal of female flesh with each stroke. He kept up a steady pace, watching, as he began to see the red blush rising before his eyes.

		The more he worked her ass end, the more she purred delighted. He was sure that she was enjoying every one of his well-measured strokes, though he wasn’t sure if she would enjoy the ruthless finish that he had planned.

		

		***

		

		While Brett stared into George’s eyes, his strong determined hands took her body in them, and guided her over his waiting lap.

		“I’m not sure about this cane,” Brett reminded him.

		“That’s not your worry, my dear,” George said. He was pushing up her dress to find what was waiting underneath.

		But if I can’t stand it?” she asked, terribly worried about the caning.

		“You get through it and love it,” George assured her. He gazed longingly at the readied waiting ass cheeks. Brett had been daring enough not to wear panties, and there was nothing but jiggling flesh to greet his gaze.

		“You’re very lovely, Mrs. Longchamp. I’m going to have lots of fun here.”

		He wasted no further time, delivering a dozen quick smacks of his hand on Brett’s rear end. With a slow methodical pace, he covered every inch of her already sore behind. The spanking of her morning was still very much with her, and it wasn’t long before Brett’s bottom was aching madly.

		Strangely, however, Brett didn’t find herself barking all the nasty protests she often used with her husband. Perhaps there was no ax to grind, no argument the way it might be with Kyle, or matter of principle, the way it was with the Judge. This was just a spanking for the raw thrill, the experience of being submissive to a charming man, and the challenge of seeing how much she could enjoy one very exquisite moment over this sexy man’s lap.

		His hand came down over and over and over again, and Brett groaned her replies, with a lusty mix of encouragement and disapproval. George didn’t acknowledge her cries. Instead, he watched the lovely rear become redder and redder, thinking only of how much more delightful it would look with the stripes of the cane that would follow.

		When he finally pushed Brett off his lap, she stood looking at him again, a little puzzled and clearly aroused.

		“Warm-up over, hon,” George announced. “Let’s try your cane.”

		

		***

		

		The last of Kyle’s strikes were heartless, so any exhausted submissive would think, and certainly Janice did. She cried a bit, and moaned, and definitely wiggled her crimson rear. Kyle let the paddle fly time and again, each strike seemed to pleasure them both so much he didn’t really want to stop.

		“Oh, my God, Kyle please!” he finally heard her cry.

		He struck her another few times, the leather paddle landing squarely on the center of her red hot cheeks. Janice was groaning madly, panting, crying. Kyle wasn’t sure if she loved or hated it, though he suspected both were true. He loved that duplicity that was so like his own wife.

		When he finally stopped, the well-spanked woman sighed through the few tears that were forming in her eyes. She almost looked as if she was sad the punishment was over. Kyle certainly was.

		Reaching out, Kyle felt her burning flesh with a soft and tender touch. Then he pulled her up and held her as his hand gently caressed her aching rear. Her body was so warm, like butter melting beneath his fingers. One hand reached around her, and placed on her belly, he felt a burning there to match the one on her flaming rear end.

		“You’re quite a spanker,” she complimented him in a soft sweet voice as she moved closer against him.

		“And you’re quite a submissive,” Kyle returned. He was close enough to smell the perfume on her neck, and the hint of a minty tang on her breath.

		

		***

		

		Brett bent over the padded bench while George stood behind her with the cane in his hand. Her well-warmed rear moved in a sultry motion, Brett hoping to woo him away from too much fierce pain. George found it indescribable pleasure.

		He let the cane swish though the air, and with the proper flick of his wrist, it landed across both ass cheeks.

		“Oh gawd!” she gasped.

		Another laid on, it was just as ruthless, and greeted with the same gasping roar of displeasure.

		George thought she was good, very good, for all her uncertainty. He was being hard on her, and she was taking it well. Kyle certainly had a delicious tart to punish. He wished he had one so interesting for his own designs.

		There would be six cuts, George decided, as he watched the first two produce clear red stripes on her twitching bottom.

		The third landed with a practiced skill, just a hairsbreadth below the first two.

		“Gawd, Nooooo!” she roared, the pain was getting worse.

		The fourth landed just a hairsbreadth above the three. Brett squirmed violently, but still remained for the last two.

		Swish, thwack! What a horrible noise, but not so horrible as the pain unleashed on her when the cane hit right at the top of her thighs.

		“Like that one?” George asked.

		“Please, no,” Brett managed to gasp. “Please, no.” She was crying, even as the last cut lit into her, right across the others.

		Dropping the instrument to the floor, George was at Brett’s side.

		“You liked it, didn’t you?” he said, as he comforted her with an arm around her waist. He pulled her to her feet, and she let herself rest in the warm welcoming grasp that fondled her well-punished rear. She relished the kisses to her eyes that seemed to take her tears away.

		“Yes,” she finally admitted, surprised that George was so right.

		

		***

		

		Brett met Kyle on the stairs. It was nearly one a.m..

		“You look calm and collected,” Kyle observed, with a cautious smile on his face.

		“Do I? I wonder why?” she said. “But then you look pretty happy yourself. I take it you liked Phillip’s spanking game?” she ventured.

		“I did. And you?” he asked.

		“It was divine,” she answered vaguely.

		They walked together to their room, saying nothing until the door closed behind them.

		“Who did you spank?” Brett asked.

		“Janice Heath,” Kyle answered. “And who spanked you?”

		“George.”

		Kyle nodded.

		“And . . . did you two make love?” Brett finally asked the question that was burning in her mind, as much as her bottom was still burning from the cane.

		Kyle smiled. “I would have liked to, but no,” he answered. “And you?” he asked, just a little anxious about the reply. George’s reputation was well-known to him.

		She smiled a wicked, gleaming smile, and shook her head no. “I wanted to too, but not as much as I want to fuck you.”

		The two readily descended on each other. His cock was hard, her cunt was wet, and every piece of their bodies was aroused far too much to wait. They were instantly rollicking all over the bed, not caring for an instant that poor Patricia and the dour Victor just might hear the sound of two happy lovers making love next door.

		

		***

		

		“I don’t suppose you gathered any clues tonight,” Kyle asked his wife, as they lay in bed. The wee hours of the night were upon them.

		“Actually I did. After it was clear to George that we’d spend the evening exploring a platonic spanking friendship, he rather spilled some interesting beans about our Judge’s wife.”

		“And what’s that?” Kyle asked.

		“Seems that Jenny was a submissive spanking pro, selling her services to anyone that paid well. He didn’t seem to think that the Judge was privy to this fact. I would guess that Mrs. Callender might have lots to hide from her husband.”

		“Perhaps it’s catching up with her?” Kyle suggested.

		“I wonder if the pendant has anything to do with this?” Brett pondered.

		“Interesting thought,” Kyle said.

		“Let’s just hope it’s a little harmless blackmail going on, and not something a whole lot worse,” Brett said.

		Brett and Kyle were thinking of the case even as they fell asleep. Secrets could destroy a relationship, and they hoped there was nothing hidden between them that might come back to haunt their own tenuous peace.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“Ah! I caught you! George happily announced as he pounced on Cassandra from the shadows while she was skirting the perimeter of the garden.

		“George, stop!” she half cried, half purred in her typical sassy tongued retort that always had a delicious erotic edge.

		“You’re not going to get away from me this time, dear. I’ve been waiting far too long.”

		“So, I think you should wait longer,” Cassandra sassed back pleasantly.

		“I can’t see why you’ve been making us both wait, my darling, but I think you’ve played your games long enough.”

		“Ah, if only it was really me you wanted,” Cassandra said with a sad smile. “But George, I know who you have your eyes on.”

		“Oh?”

		“Why, of course, I saw you last might,” she purred. Cassandra only wished she could be the one that really made George’s eyes twinkle.

		“Ah yes, but she’s married,” George reminded her.

		“When has that stopped you?” Cassandra shot back.

		The two were walking briskly, Cassandra skipping along with her seductive tease, as they made their way to the back of the Heath property.

		“It means I have to handle things more delicately,” he replied.

		“But you’ll get into her pants as well, since you’ve already brought them down?” she hinted.

		“Likely. I just need you, my love, for inspiration.”

		“Like your muse?” she retorted.

		“Like my muse,” he agreed, as his arms went about Cassandra’s delightfully voluptuous body. “Besides, I have lots to spank you for, if you remember.”

		“Remember?” The blonde looked totally nonplused, even as she was pulling George into the pool house.

		“You made promises to me,” he reminded her. “Last year, Phillip’s party? I think it’s time to make you live up to them.”

		She backed away from him. “I don’t know what it is with you, George. You’re so gorgeous, you spank like the devil, but I keep wanting something more from you,” Cassandra teased.

		“I can give you lots more,” he hinted with a sexy twinkle in his already lusty eyes.

		“I’m not sure you know what I mean,” Cassandra teased.

		“Then suppose you tell me?” he asked.

		Cassandra, for a brave brash woman was finding herself decidedly coy and blushing. She loved George as the wonderful friend he was. Spanking partner, lusty bedmates, sparring cohorts, they had just about had it all together. In fact, there were many in their cloistered fetish world that thought the two were well-suited for each other. They were a bit younger version of Janice and Phillip. But as far as George was concerned, they were much too alike to have anything more than laughs, fun and a few serious trips to the woodshed. Cassandra’s feeling were not quite so clear.

		“Well ... “ Cassandra hedged.

		“Come on, out with it. I can see something churning in that hot head of yours,” George insisted.

		“Everyone treats me like a silly kid. You know, I get a lot of sassy talk, like we’ve been doing, and I get all the fun and games stuff. But you know what I really want?”

		“What’s that?” George asked. His interest was certainly piqued, especially if he could do something out of the ordinary with the tempting young woman.

		“I want a real honest to god punishment,” she blurted out. She said the word “punishment” with a nasty bit of darkness in her voice that George was unaccustomed to hearing from the light-hearted woman. “I want real fireworks, a real righteously indignant man to really let me have it.”

		George was impressed. “Do you have something in particular to be punished for?” he asked.

		“What if I said I took that necklace of Patricia’s?” Cassandra posed.

		“Did you?” George suddenly took quite an interest in her.

		“No,” she admitted, almost despondently. “But what if I did? What if I did something really bad, really stupid or naughty or foolish?”

		“How would I punish you?” George asked.

		“Yeah, how would you?”

		“You really want to know?”

		“Yeah, if I did something to make you really mad. You do get mad, don’t you, George?” Cassandra had never seen her friend really angry. Oh, he could fake it easily, but he was much too good-natured, and truly uninvolved on a serious level to have any real grievance with a woman.

		“I could,” he conjectured, as he contemplated how that might feel.

		“I mean, what if I told someone that you have designs on their wife?”

		“What?” George looked at her carefully. Was she kidding this time, or not?

		“Suppose I spilled the beans about a few cozy things I’d seen?” she asked.

		“What have you done, Cassandra?” George asked, just a little worried.

		Cassandra could see him getting piqued, just a little; and the excitement in her was welling beautifully.

		“I didn’t say anything directly, but I might have hinted a few things, to a likely jealous husband.”

		George was getting angry, angrier by the minute. He knew exactly the kind of things that Cassandra might be eluding to; she could be a blabber mouth at times, and she was notorious for her often blatant, though usually harmless innuendo.

		“What did you say?” he asked her directly.

		She was smiling, reveling in the emotion she could feel welling in him. It had been years since she’d really had a good dose of righteous male wrath fueling her loins. And after all, this was really the kind of thing she loved the most, this prickly wicked, vile kind of battle, beginning with a good war of words. It had started with her father, and she’d never forgotten the delicious feelings that it generated, even though she’d long since stopped warring with him.

		“I just told him that I’d seen some rather interesting moves on your part, and that I’d seen them returned by a very fascinated and longing wife.”

		“You didn’t!” George said.

		“Oh, but I did!”

		“You conniving little wench!” George exclaimed. “You’d better be kidding me about this.”

		“But I’m not, George. I want to get in trouble. I want to create a scene. And frankly, you were the one I want to wreak my havoc on. I thought it would be great theatre to see you get really angry, you “Mr. Perfectly Amiable” all the time. I mean it would be no fun with half the men in that house, they’re so dour all the time, but look at you, your eyes are flashing.” Cassandra was so excited she could hardly contain herself.

		“I can’t believe you!” George was seething. “You vicious little brat, you audacious meddler, you deceiving little slut!”

		“Hey, you’re getting a little harsh, aren’t you?”

		“You wanted me mad, didn’t you? Well you got it. I have a mind NOT to spank you just because you want it so much.”

		“Oh, c’mon, George, don’t be a bore.”

		The man looked at the woman with new eyes. He’d never known her to be so scheming, so purposefully mischievous. This wasn’t a joking matter, though Cassandra seemed to think so.

		“Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” he asked. “You could destroy people, putting ideas in their heads that aren’t true. I haven’t done anything untoward here. I’ve thought about it, but a man can hardly be called into account for his private thoughts. You, on the other hand, do deserve a righteous strapping!”

		Cassandra shivered all the way to her toes. Her bottom tingled more than it had ever done, in all her spanking episodes.

		George looked around the pool house, not seeing what he wanted. He rummaged for a few moments in the cabinets, still not finding the implement he desired; though he knew exactly where to find the perfect tool to punish this brat’s naughty bottom.

		“Come with me, I think it’s woodshed time,” he asserted, and with his anger still flaring right at the surface, he grabbed Cassandra’s hand and led her to the barns.

		

		***

		

		Brett was mounting the stairway and just turning the corner into the hallway when she caught sight of Jenny darting towards Victor Heath’s bedroom door. She pulled back out of sight, but was certain that Jenny had entered the room. Hearing the door close, she quickly returned to her own room and listened at the wall for the sound of voices.

		“What the hell are you doing here?” she heard Victor ask. Brett knew the man had been alone in his bedroom. When Brett returned to her room after breakfast, she’d seen Patricia in the parlor deep into a quiet conversation with her sister-in-law.

		“You tell me?” Jenny whispered loudly. “This note.”

		“I’m simply giving you an option,” Victor said.

		“You’re threatening me. I told you not to do that.”

		“You’d better get out of here,” Victor warned her. “No telling when Patricia will be coming back.”

		“I don’t really care. I want to know what you’re trying to pull.”

		“I think it’s simply stated. I plan to go to your husband, and we’ll take care of the matter of the necklace once and for all. I’ll tell him about you in the process, and you won’t be able to deny it.”

		“Why are you doing this?” she asked.

		“I guess I’m just mean,” Victor said, mockingly. Brett could just see the expression on the man’s face, as he said it. At least he was right in his self analysis—he was a very mean man.

		“Besides,” he continued. “I don’t like the lies.”

		“But you have no problem with your lies to Patricia.”

		“I can handle Patricia.”

		“Well then, the gloves are off,” Jenny said.

		“You’re a conniving fool,” Victor tried to assure her.

		“And maybe you’ll be a dead man,” Jenny said. Brett could imagine the flash in her lovely eyes, but what was worse, she could hear the desperation in her voice.

		“You don’t have the guts, Jenny Callender,” Victor mocked her.

		“You just try me!” she was almost shouting.

		“Give me back the pendant, and I’ll say nothing.”

		“I can’t give you what I don’t have,” she said, and Brett heard the door close. She assumed that Victor was alone again.

		“Brett,” she suddenly heard her husband call her name sharply, and she turned to see him standing in the doorway with the oddest look on his face.

		“My god, Kyle, do I have something to tell you!” she exclaimed excitedly.

		“Oh? Well, I certainly have something to tell you!” he replied, with a most extraordinary look on his normally affable face.

		

		***

		

		Except for the horses, the barn was empty. The stable boy was nowhere to be found, which gave George all the impetus he needed to complete his task on the spot. He’d considered taking her to the shed at the back of the property for some privacy, but he was too angry to bother with more preparations. Too bad if someone found out.

		It had been some time since he’d worked up a righteous anger at a woman he was going to spank. All the fun and games were just that; real punishment seemed way out of line most of the time, especially because most of the women he’d really like to take over his lap were not spanker friendly. The spanker friendly ones like Cass normally just satisfied a desire that was often more manufactured in his mind than something real.

		Now, putting the two together would be the ultimate pleasure, and he intended to enjoy every delicious moment.

		Taking an old-fashioned razor strap hanging on the wall of Phillip’s office, he hauled Cassandra to an empty stable where there was a convenient bale of straw the perfect height for a punishment. He debated whether to take her over his lap, or throw her over the straw, both pictures seemed equally appropriate. However, noting the length of the strap, nearly three feet long, he decided the more formal rear end presentation would be the best. So, Cassandra was quickly flung against the prickly straw while he stood back the perfect distance for a good solid whack.

		“You’re going to do this here, like this?” she asked, looking up at him submissively.

		“You’ve arranged everything else, this is my choice, and this is punishment. Don’t worry, my love, you’ll get what you asked for, and much more,” he warned.

		Cassandra watched his vibrant eyes spark like she’d never seen them before. The lovely mix of anger and righteous indignation in him was perfect. The mix of fear and desire in her was compelling.

		“Turn over,” George ordered her.

		Cassandra complied, quickly arranging herself on the bale of straw so that her bottom was right at the edge, just waiting for the first strike. Of course, George was not about to begin before he’d bared her bottom. This was going to be right on her naked skin, so he could see the scarlet blush he intended to bring out on her misbehaving cheeks.

		With little of the quiet attentiveness that he was known for, George leaned down and tugged at Cassandra’s tight skirt. The stretchy fabric gave way easily, and the garment was soon bunched at her waist. The little tramp was wearing nothing at all under her skirt, not hose, not a garter belt, not even a thin wispy panty. She was obviously really ready for this one!

		“You had this all figured out, didn’t you, Cass?” George observed.

		“Just start,” the woman panted.

		George would have, his anger certainly warranted an exuberant beginning, but he took just a few minutes to admire Cassandra’s ample fleshy rear cheeks. The way her hourglass figure flared at the hips, she had always been every man’s perfect fantasy spanking partner. There was lots to redden with any implement, and when she moved, her flesh jiggled in a very pleasing way.

		Not forgetting his honest anger with the woman however, George cut his moment of admiration short in favor of hearing the sound of the strap striking Cassandra’s naked bottom. It was sheer magic that first tuneful thwack, as the long strap descended across Cass ‘s bottom, the leather managing to strike both cheeks with an impressive wallop.

		“Yeow!” she cried.

		Another snap of the strap followed, and another pleasant sounding smack greeted George’s ears, just as the sight of the leather hitting both cheeks again made the man even more eager to continue. There were only two good strikes and her bottom was beginning to darken with a soft blushing pink. He laid on three more fervent smacks, and the pink was beginning to turn red.

		In a moment of inspiration, he diverted from the red target, and laid one sharp nasty strike against her thighs.

		“Yeeeeeeawwww!”

		As he expected, this one made her cry out even more plaintively than she had before. Seeing the two inch wide red mark rise on her thighs, he decided another would only make it more enjoyable to see, and he laid a second strike against her thighs. The result, another passionate “Yeeeeeeawwww!” and a hotly churning ass end.

		“Please,” he heard Cassandra wail, just for good measure. He knew she was appealing to his better nature, wanting him to resume the spanking where it belonged, on her bottom; and because the red on her bottom cheeks was already beginning to fade, he accommodated her, laying one stroke of the strap after another on her fine rear end. This was one time when the feisty Cassandra had gone much too far with her machinations and she needed to be taught a lesson.

		“Oh, my god, please,” she wailed, though George was deaf to her cries.

		Bringing the strap back the full measure of his arm, George continued the ardent strapping, landing one good firm blow after another, crisscrossing Cass’s ass from top to bottom. It was turning bright, bright red, fast approaching the nebulous scarlet color he was looking for.

		He heard the constant wails soon turn to sobs. This was having exactly the effect he wanted. She certainly deserved every bit of discomfort she was experiencing

		George thought he could go on forever, but as the punishment continued, he found his own anger with Cass beginning to subside. At the same time, he knew his bratty friend was reaching the limits of her endurance. This was good, he thought. He really didn’t know Cassandra’s limits, and he now had a clue. Finally, with her sobs and screeches beginning to effect him, he threw down the strap and let the poor woman cry the rest out.

		While he waited for her to recoup, he admired the hot fiery red handiwork. On other occasions he might have been tempted to play with the punished cheeks, but this time he didn’t. She didn’t deserve his attention, and for the first time, he wasn’t even wanting Cassandra’s provocative body. He had other things in mind.

		“Remember, my dear,” he finally said, when her sobs had diminished enough so that she could hear him, “I owe you six good cuts with the cane.”

		“Oh, you don’t really mean that?” she wailed, turning over as she struggled to pull down her skirt.

		“You wanted punishment, my dear, you’re getting it.”

		“But...”

		“You think you’ve had enough?” he was actually amused.

		“I think so, this hurts like hell,” She rubbed her red bottom as she stood up.

		“Well, you’ll get the cane too, but right now, we’re going to go talk to Victor.”

		Cassandra looked surprised. “Victor? Why would we talk to Victor?” she wondered aloud.

		“That is who you were talking about, Victor and Patricia?” George said. “You did spill your nasty gossip to him, didn’t you?” He remembered the night before, the sweet moment when he and Patricia met on the landing, the way he’d touched the woman’s hands. It was just her fingertips, but he d never felt anything so erotic in his whole life. He knew the way she looked at him that the longing was in her too. And when she told him she wanted to meet him that afternoon, there was something soaring in him he hadn’t felt in some time.

		“Heavens no!” Cassandra replied. “I was talking about Kyle and Brett. I saw you with her last night during the game, and it was quite cozy, if you ask me.”

		“Oh, my god! What have you done?” he looked at her angrily again. “We’ve got to go fix this now, and you’re coming with me. And yes, afterwards you’re going to get caned like you never have before.” George was livid again, and Cassandra was ecstatic in the face of the threat, every heat of her heart, every thumping pulsing feeling in her loins was active and engaged. Her only complaint was that George was not taking advantage of her the way she imagined he would.

		

		***

		

		“You lied to me,” Kyle said, as he stared at his wife where she sat on the bed.

		“What?” Brett was taken aback by the accusation. “What are you talking about?”

		“So much for baring your soul last night. I mean if you screwed him, then you should have said so. I could deal with that. I’d rather deal with the truth, even if it’s going to hurt.”

		“Screw who? George?”

		“Yeah, who else?”

		“I didn’t screw anyone,” Brett blared at him.

		“Sure,” Kyle said angrily shaking his head. “I had the perfect moment to break my marriage vows, but I kept them, thinking that my dear Brett would never fall.” The sarcasm in his voice was horrible. “Maybe I can make up for it while I still have the chattel.”

		“What! Where are you going?” Brett asked. She watched dumbfounded as her angry husband turned away from her.

		“I could have handled it if you’d just been honest with me,” he said. Before Brett could collect herself, Kyle was gone.

		

		***

		

		Making his way toward the stable, Kyle brushed past a fast moving George and a rather messy looking Cassandra.

		“Kyle, we’ve got to talk,” he heard George call-out to him anxiously.

		But George was the last man Kyle wanted to talk to and he refused to turn back. Leaving the two standing in the path, he briskly marched down to the stable. If he was lucky, he could catch up with Janice, though he pretty much knew exactly where the woman was going, and he’d find her.

		

		***

		

		When Brett heard the knock on her door, she hoped it would be Kyle on the other side, though there was no reason for him to knock at all—except that his impulsive crazy behavior was fast turning into as much a mystery as the disappearance of Patricia Heath’s pendant. Brett was pretty sure of a few things regarding that strange puzzle, now that she heard another explosive conversation between the two most concerned parties, Jenny and Victor. She was thinking that it was time to divulge what she knew, before reasonable people got desperate, and did something stupid. But at the moment, it all seemed to hinge on a necessary conversation with her husband. And he was god knows where, thinking she’d lied about her activities the previous night.

		Brett shook her head, wondering at the odd turns and twists that had suddenly made this spanking party a very strange affair.

		

		With all this roaring through her head, Brett moved to the bedroom door and opened it, surprised to see both George and Cassandra standing there.

		“Brett, we have something we need to talk about, about last night,” George told her.

		“Sure,” she replied, and decided that it might be best to have this conversation some place other than her bedroom. The three walked down the hall to the upstairs sitting room, that seemed as good as any place for a discussion.

		“Cassandra has something to tell you,” George said, when the three were settled. He nodded at the woman next to him, as Brett gazed on the surprisingly mussed face and clothes of the lovely blonde bombshell.

		She took a deep breath. “I don’t suppose I have to admit my reason, do I?”

		“It might sound better if you did,” George advised her. “But I think you’d better spill things fast. I’m afraid your shenanigans may be having some unfortunate consequences even as we speak.”

		“What’s this all about?” Brett said, just wanting to cut to the bottom line.

		“I told Kyle this morning, in a not too specific a way, that I had seen you and George in a rather compromising state last night. Actually, I did glimpse the two of you together during your scene, but I didn’t see anything that was unusual for a party like this. The only thing is, I think Kyle left thinking that you two had screwed, and he was a little upset.” Cassandra voiced her words with a little guilty sounding singsong, that was irritating to both George and Brett.

		“Why in heavens name would you do that?” Brett asked.

		“I was really trying to get to George, and I did, but …” she was hedging. “I guess it’s in my blood to stir things up.” There was a mischievous sparkle in her bright eyes. “I mean these spanking parties are fun, but I like the old-fashioned drama, the righteously angry man, the recalcitrant female. You know what I mean, don’t you?”

		“I think you’ve been reading too many stories,” Brett said exasperated with the woman. “I should spank you for this!” She shook her head. “But at least that explains things to me. Unfortunately, the person you really need to talk to is not here.”

		“We tried, Brett,” George said. “But your Kyle was fast racing toward the stables when we bumped into him, and he wasn’t about to listen to me.”

		“He can be an awfully stubborn man when he thinks he’s right,” Brett said. “Perhaps we’d all better run down to the stables and see if we can find him.”

		

		***

		

		“Patricia, just the woman I want to talk to!” Jenny Callender exclaimed with a wide-eyed look of excitement.

		“Hello,” the mellow Patricia replied as she watched the woman plunk down in front of her. Jenny immediately curled her feet up under her as if she planned to sit for awhile.

		“I thought we might get to know each other at little,” Jenny said pleasantly. She thought Victor’s wife was a darling, though she certainly felt sorry for the woman. How horrible it would be to be married to that man. If she only knew what her husband was really like.

		The two talked for some time in an animated exchange. They shared a few spanking tales, and some very interesting information that caused Patricia Heath to raise her eyebrows in wonder. She found Jenny Callender a very fascinating woman, who had obviously had a good deal more experience as a spanking lover than she would have guessed. Oh, she couched her words carefully not to say too much, but she left Patricia’s imagination flying. And it seemed to be quite deliberate.

		

		“What did she say to you?” Victor Heath asked. He approached his wife while she was sitting alone by the window in the living room. He had just watched Jenny Callender give Pat a playful smile, kiss her cheek affectionately, and wave to her like an old dear friend as she left the room. He didn’t like it.

		Patricia looked up at her husband’s worried face, wondering why he should care what Jenny Callender said to her. “She told me she met you a few years ago,” Patricia informed him. “I didn’t know that? You didn’t say you knew her.”

		“Oh, she’s not particularly a memorable woman. I sort of remember her now. I suppose I didn’t recognize her with the Judge. She’s changed her appearance quite a bit.”

		“Actually,” Patricia went on, “she said you two even talked about spanking.” She was watching her husband’s expression very carefully.

		“Really? Humph! I talk to a lot of people about spanking,” he said, as if the conversation was beginning to bore him.

		“Have you ever spanked another woman?” she asked.

		“Of course, I have.”

		“Since we’ve been married?”

		“I’ve been to a half dozen of these parties, you know I’ve had plenty of women over my lap. That’s why we come, isn’t it?”

		“I mean, outside the parties, have you spanked women?”

		Victor thought for a moment, trying to figure out how much Patricia really knew. He was going to take a gamble that Jenny hadn’t told her about their affair. “I do remember spanking a secretary once, Germaine, you remember her? She was screwing up all the time, and I thought some corporal punishment might do her a world of good. Listen Patricia, you will always have the bottom I love to redden most. And unless you want a good spanking right now, let’s get on. I think lunch should be served soon.

		Patricia put the matter to rest, seeing that Victor was not likely to answer any more questions. She looked outside. “I don’t know about lunch,” she mused aloud. “There doesn’t seem to be too many people around right now. A lot of commotion going on in the stables.”

		Victor followed her gaze outside, then turned back to his wife. He was finding her breasts looking quite provocative in the tight sweater she wore, and the more he gazed at her the more he was finding himself aroused. A delicious darkness was creeping into him and he wanted a good solid moment of carnal pleasure.

		“Well then, maybe we can take advantage of the situation,” Victor suggested.

		“Now?”

		“Yes, why not? In fact, I was thinking the basement might be a nice change.”

		“I hate the basement, Victor,” his wife said, her eyes pleading for her.”

		“Oh, but you’ll love what I have planned,” he advised her.

		“No, I won’t,” she countered. At the moment she was deeply disturbed by the two preceding conversations. There were no facts to back up her suspicions, but she had an awful feeling that there were things about Victor that she did not know, and that scared her.

		“Patricia,” Victor said sharply. His look was suddenly stern and dictatorial. “I have needs, and you’re going to meet them. We have an agreement on that, don’t we?” he reminded her.

		Yes, they had an agreement: she would comply to his sexual demands, including the spanking, and she would be the sole focus of his sexual appetites. He’d held that over her for years, though for the first time Patricia was wondering if Victor was as moral as his words so often preached.

		He took her hand and led her out of the room and down Phillip Heath’s basement stairs, into the cold dank cellar below.

		

		***

		

		Kyle reached the stable, only to find the place deserted, except for the horses. Calling around however, he managed to raise Phillip’s stable hand coming in from the pasture.

		“Can I help you, sir?” he asked.

		“Have you seen Janice Heath this morning?” Kyle asked.

		“Sure have. She took out of here a little while ago for her morning ride. She never misses it.”

		“Was she alone?”

		“Yeah, today she was. Phillip had to go to town. Kathryn and Steven are out riding too, but they took off about two hours ago. I imagine Janice is out for her usual ride.”

		“You mind if I saddle a horse?” Kyle asked.

		“Not at all. Here, let me help you,” the stable hand said, and the two found a buff-colored pinto to saddle, the same horse Kyle had ridden the day before.

		Taking control of the fine animal, Kyle set out in search of Janice. He was pretty sure where to look, a spot by the stream that she had said was her normal destination for her morning ride.

		

		***

		

		“Ah! Just as I thought,” Victor exclaimed as a search for the proper implement led him to an innocuous case by the wall, where he found a whole group of punishment implements. “I thought Phillip kept this place well-stocked. It’s been some time since I’ve been down here. I’m almost surprised this is still set up like this. I understand that Janice doesn’t much like the dark stuff. I’m so glad that you do.” Victor turned and looked at his wife with a devilish gleam in his dark eyes.

		“Victor,” she groaned. “I’m really not up to this.” She sometimes liked this darker version of spanking fantasy, though as time passed, and Victor’s fixation with it increased, it was not as appealing as it had been. With her added concern over her conversation with Jenny, she wasn’t sure she wanted to give anything to her husband. “Let’s not get difficult, Patricia, of course if you want it “difficult”, I can surely make it that way.”

		Victor pushed his wife to the purposefully placed saw horse and bent her over the piece. The apparatus was specifically designed for such discipline sessions having a thick pad of leather across the top, and even devious looking restraints on the four comers, if a naughty brat deserved to be tied down. For this time occasion, Victor was satisfied that his wife didn’t need the restraints to keep her subdued.

		Pulling up her long skirt, he was glad to see she was wearing her baby blue lace garter belt, holding her flesh colored stockings in place. She wore matching blue panties as she should. He didn’t think it appropriate for her to dispense with them, especially if he didn’t order her to. She’d gone without them once during this party, and had learned her lesson!

		Pulling the thin nylon fabric down now, Victor placed his hands on Patricia’s warm bottom and fondled it gently, his fingers playing with her rear cleft.

		“Part your legs,” he told her.

		She opened her stance so he could delve even deeper into her delicious center. She was soft, damp and warm, and he might have decided to forget the spanking altogether, but it wasn’t often that he had her laid out so invitingly, and he wanted to make the most of the opportunity.

		Noticing a leather lash in his brother’s cabinet of treasures, he pulled it out and whisked the well-crafted piece through the air. There were three two-foot long leather strips that were braided at one end into a sturdy handle. This could be a sensuous plaything, or a wicked punishment device. The possibilities were thrilling.

		His first strokes against his wife’s rear end were tantalizing caresses, the leather straps wrapping around her hips and thighs in a sensuous dance that made Patricia squirm with a delightful jiggle. Her soft melodious music made him snicker, as a darker desire rose in him.

		He suddenly reared back, and let the lash fly against her cheeks, landing its ruthless designs in three distinct places.

		“Yeeeeeawwwww!” she bellowed, taken off guard.

		He backed off, with his next blows returning to the tender strokes, though his nasty streak required a fresh fierce burst every once and a while, just to remind her of what was to come. The longer he administered the lash, the more enthusiastically he laid it on. Her soft bottom was soon glowing bright red and the groans of discomfort and moans of pleasure were fast giving way to sobbing heartfelt cries, as a real pain was traversing her backside.

		“Oh, gawd! Please no! Please!” she wailed.

		Her feet were dancing beneath her, making her bottom wriggle and sway in the most fascinating gyrations. It was hard to keep his distance, hard to keep watching that beautiful form in all her luscious well-punished glory, without making a bold advance on her.

		When he finally dropped the lash, Victor descended on her, planting a hand on either ass cheek and squeezing firmly.

		“Yeaw!” Patricia wailed once more, as the burning sensations shot through her again. Victor’s cock was briskly advancing on her cunt, thrusting deep inside the dark sumptuous place. It was a welcome change for Patricia, and the raucous sensation it raised in her, made her buck back nastily against her husband’s cock for her own needed pleasure.

		He squeezed her cheeks, and rode her hard. There was nothing more glorious to him than this woman’s fine ass, serving his driving needs. She was panting and gasping beneath him like a common whore, and he only asked for more. He wished the stark demanding sensations would go on longer, but he suddenly felt the sensation in him mount to the finest edge and he reared back, thrust harder still, and let himself ride the wave of climax to its conclusion.

		

		I think I’ll have to tie you down next time,” Victor observed as he pulled away from his wife’s red behind.

		There was a full feeling working its way through her body, and she’d have loved to have him hold her, caress her aching rear, and help her reach the climax that she yearned for.

		Yet Victor had other things in mind. He liked leaving his wife like this. Some part of him found her gentle humility appealing; the look of longing on her bemused face made him feel his power over her more keenly than at any other time. In his own time, he’d satisfy her, bring that sweet smile of hers back to him, but for now she could wait.

		“Victor!” she exclaimed as she watched him zip his pants.

		“It’s quite a lovely instrument, isn’t it,” Victor said, ignoring her plea as he picked up the lash from the floor. “I’ll have to have one made for you, though I think several more lengths of leather would make it finer still, don’t you think?” He cracked the thing through the air with a fierce move of his arm. “Lovely, really lovely. I just barely began with this, Patricia, there are so many possibilities.”

		He returned the implement to the cabinet, his eyes continuing to gleam with an eerie light. But that of course was Victor. What inspired him was so peculiar, Patricia could never quite follow his train of thought.

		“You gather yourself, dear, we should be having lunch sometime soon,” he said. And without waiting, he retreated upstairs as his wife was still trying to recover from the demanding punishment.

		A trickle of a tear fell from her eyes, and she slumped to the cold hard floor, wondering what was to become of her with this bizarre man in control of her life.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		“Janice,” Kyle called to the woman, some distance away, as he pulled up his horse at the edge of the meadow where a clear flowing brook ran. He saw the object of his search, Janice Heath, turn to him with a pleasant smile on her face. He admired her leather clad rear as he watched the woman water her horse in the briskly moving stream.

		“Kyle,” she motioned to him to join her. Her face was flushed, she was excited to see him, her thoughts instantly returning to the evening before, when they shared the most interesting moments.

		Kyle’s eyes flashed at her darkly, as he stared down at the lovely brunette. His heart was racing and his loins were engaged even though he realized that he didn’t know what he wanted from her. Riding the horse had taken away some of his anger with Brett, but now he almost felt foolish for charging off after Janice, who really had nothing to do with his wife’s infidelity. It seemed pretty silly to draw her into this.

		“I was just about to come back, you want to ride for a little while?” Janice asked the man.

		“Maybe,” he answered. He dismounted and led his horse to the stream. He could hardly take his eyes off of Janice. She was as beautiful in the dim light of the conservatory as she was now in the bold sunshine of morning.

		“You look a little distraught,” Janice observed, noting the expression on Kyle’s face.

		“Funny, I don’t know why I’m here,” he said.

		“You feeling guilty about last night?” she probed.

		“Good god, why? We didn’t do anything,” he answered her with just a trace of angry sarcasm.

		“Then maybe, it’s regret,” she suggested, with a flirtatious smile.

		“I think so,” he said. He stared out to the trees across the stream as he tried to decide what to say next.

		“Have you ever . . . “ he stopped short. “This is a really personal question, so if you don’t want to answer.

		“Go ahead,” she said.

		“Have you ever had sex with a spanking partner.. . that was not your husband?”

		“You mean, did I ever let something like last night go “all the way”?

		“Yeah,” Kyle affirmed.

		“Just once, about a year ago,” she answered.

		“It wasn’t George, was it?” Kyle asked impulsively.

		She laughed. “No. So you’re telling me Brett succumbed to him last night?”

		“I think so,” he said. “So, did Phillip find out about you and this other man?” he asked.

		“We have an agreement to be honest, and I was.”

		“What did he do?”

		Kyle nodded. “Oh, c’mon Kyle, what do you think? He blistered my bottom with everything he could find, then screwed me silly, and we’ve laughed about it ever since. I really thought I might be going through the same thing today, if you know what I mean?” she added with a teasing grin.

		

		“I bet you’re thinking,” she said still smiling, “that you wish we hadn’t take the high road last night?”

		“That obvious, huh?”

		“It’s natural,” she said.

		“But it’s over and done now,” he said.

		She smiled kindly. What desire had been kindled the night before had subsided. She was a tempting woman any time, but Kyle was smart enough to know that what drove him now, was hurt, and Brett. Janice would know that too.

		“If it’s George, don’t be too hard on Brett, he is a very compelling man. I’ve had to really work at keeping myself away from him. You can be sure he’s not going to try and take her away from you. Believe me, he’s the consummate bachelor.”

		“I just can’t believe it!” Kyle said, shaking his head.

		“Well then, you can thank your lucky stars you can punish the daylights out of her, and then forgive her. But talk about it together. Don’t make matters worse by doing something foolish yourself.”

		“Like making love to you?” he said.

		“You know that would be a mistake,” she said kindly.

		He shrugged, agreeing with her. “You are a good friend, thanks,” he added.

		

		***

		

		Brett watched from the stable door with George on one side of her and Cassandra on the other. She was about ready to take the gossipy little vamp and paddle her bottom good, but at the moment she was too worried about Kyle and where he was, and who he was with to bother about the annoying woman.

		When she saw Janice Heath and her husband ride up to the stable, she was relieved and anxious at the same time. He had a grim expression on his face, but he was not as angry as he had been earlier in the morning.

		“We have to talk,” Brett announced immediately, not waiting for anyone to speak.

		“We have to talk,” Cassandra repeated the message herself, as she moved toward the wronged husband with a decidedly chagrined look on her face.

		“Oh?” Kyle said. “You three look like quite the trio.” He was curious, but wary at the same time.

		“Kyle, please,” Cassandra said, “I’ve really pulled a boner this time, and it’s all my fault.”

		“Yeah... “ He waited.

		“Listen, I saw nothing between Brett and George. That’s the god’s honest truth!”

		He looked at the woman suspiciously.

		“It’s the truth. I was fabricating things because I wanted a little more excitement,” she said.

		Kyle looked from Cassandra to Brett, to George and then to Janice, who was showing her amazement with a shrug of her shoulders.

		“You concocted this whole thing, for what reason?” Kyle asked.

		“Well, it was really to get to George, and I did. And I have the sore bottom to prove it,” Cassandra said with a delicious laugh, as if she wasn’t really sorry at all.

		“I don’t believe this,” Kyle’s anger was suddenly engaged again. “You told lies about Brett and George, to get George to spank you?” It seemed too absurd to believe.

		“She’s a bit of a troublemaker, isn’t she,” George said darkly.

		“You’re damn right.”

		Cassandra watched the man’s angry visage grow red, as her own excitement roared inside. Another angry man! What a terrific prize! If this was the result of her shenanigans, it was well worth it, she thought. Two righteously indignant men in one day was almost too much, but she’d find a way to take it; and by the look on Kyle’s face she wouldn’t really have much choice.

		“I was going to cane her ass to finish off the punishment I’ve already given her,” George advised. “But maybe you should do the honors, Kyle, since you seem to be the wronged party here.”

		“Oh, yes, I think I will. I think a hour with this brat’s naked ass will be exactly what I need,” he said, as he reached out and took the woman by the ear and led her to the far end of the barn, looking for somewhere to take out his well-deserved revenge.

		The other three looked down the aisle in the direction of Cassandra and Kyle. While they couldn’t see inside the stall where the two ended up, they could easily hear what was taking place.

		

		With little ceremony, Kyle flung the mischievous woman over a railing, and began to withdraw his belt from his pants.

		Nothing could have pleased the devious woman more than this kind of impulsive reaction. And a belt too! Shades of daddy were written all over the hasty altercation.

		“If you thought you’d have a jolly good time meddling where you certainly do not belong, believe me, you’ll think twice about it after this.”

		Kyle leaned forward and yanked Cassandra’s short skirt up over her bottom, baring the lovely cheeks for his view. He couldn’t wait to see them splashed with red belt marks.

		Whack! The belt swished through the air, landing with a decided smack on the center of Cassandra’s white cheeks. He thought as he viewed the rising red stripe that George certainly hadn’t paddled her enough—he couldn’t even see a trace of the former punishment. He wouldn’t make that mistake, this one would last, as long as he was delivering the message.

		Once the distinct red stripe appeared, Kyle reared back and let the belt fly across Cassandra’s bottom with a burst of smacks, one after the other, without a single pause. The blonde woman was quickly beside herself with the vibrant pain racing through her. And a welcome pain it was. She was churning anxiously against the rough rail, even as more spirited whacks were peppering her bottom.

		Yet as Kyle continued the assault, Cassandra found the pain becoming so fierce it was hard to enjoy this spanking as sweet justice. She knew it was punishment, real, righteous punishment that she had earned. And as the pain reached a nasty peak, she began to sob. Her bottom swayed, her feet began to dance, her passionate cries suggested that the naughty woman was truly getting the treatment she needed

		“Oh please, no more Kyle, I’m so sorry,” she wailed.

		The belt came down again three more times, each smack harder than the last. Kyle was not about to stop too soon.

		“Please, I’m so sorry,” she cried again between her woeful sobs.

		Kyle was silent, letting the belt do the talking, the leather striking again and again over top her already bright red cheeks.

		“Pleeeesssse!” she wailed, as one snap of the belt cut her atop her thighs. Several more in the same place, and Kyle then returned his attentions to the middle of her ass where he planned to finish off.

		“Oh, ouch stop, no more,” Cassandra bellowed, so everyone in the building, including her passive audience could hear

		Another half dozen sharp smacks and Kyle was finished

		“Now young lady, you’d better go apologize again to Brett and George. You know it would have been Brett here getting this, if you hadn’t come clean with me.”

		“I know, I’m sorry. I don’t know what gets into me.”

		“Seems to me you need a regular dominant, and not just a spanking buddy to keep you in line!” Kyle suggested pointedly.

		“If only…” the sobbing woman blubbered woefully.

		Kyle helped the woman up and pushed her skirt back over her bottom.

		“I suppose I’d better give you back over to George for that caning,” he suggested.

		“Oh no, please don’t do that. I don’t think I could handle any more.”

		“Ah, not so anxious to be punished anymore?” Kyle said, amused.

		“I guess not,”

		He led the penitent woman out of the stall and back down the aisle where the others were still gathered. Listening spellbound, the fury, the sound of the belt and the accompanying sounds of distress by the bratty Cassandra were too much to walk away from.

		“She’s all yours, George,” Kyle said. He still maintained his stern fatherly command as he pushed the young woman toward the waiting George.

		“Frankly, my dear,” George said to her. “I am done with you for now.”

		“You are?” she asked, meekly It was not what she expected.

		“I have some business of my own to attend to. Perhaps you can find yourself another man to set your sights on, because this one has other plans.”

		Cassandra, Kyle, Brett and Janice watched perplexed as George took off toward the house. It was rare to see the man so self-absorbed, and they were all, especially Cassandra, wondering what had commanded the man’s rapt attention.

		

		***

		

		“Quite a morning, huh?” Kyle said, when he and Brett were back in their room. The two had hastily taken plates of food from the lunch buffet and were eating in privacy. At least for a moment, they’d had enough of the other guests and their curious antics.

		“I rather feel sorry for Cassandra,” Brett said.

		“I don’t, the little trouble maker.”

		“You did enjoy spanking her, didn’t you?” Brett said.

		“That I did, and I have to admit, I’m glad it wasn’t you.”

		“I guess it would have been,” Brett commented. “Except that I do want you to be the only man. George was really a treat, but you’re still the man I love.”

		“Well, just remember, Brett, you don’t have to go to Cassandra’s lengths to get your bottom paddled. I’ll be happy to do it any time you want.”

		“Yeah, but I do understand what she wanted. There’s a kind of special energy when you’re getting it for real reasons.”

		“But you’d never be that deceitful, I know you, Brett. The best I get is that little “bitch” of yours that comes up every once and a while.” He drew his wife close to him and kissed her, while one hand went around her back and dropped down to squeeze a rear cheek.

		“Ouch! Do that more,” she purred to him, and he tackled her to the bed, where a morning’s worth of agitation played out across the sheets, in a rollicking sexual journey.

		

		“Oh my god, I almost forgot!” Brett exclaimed, when the two were relaxing back after their pleasant lovemaking.

		“What’s that?” Kyle asked.

		“What I tried to tell you hours ago, about Jenny and Victor.”

		“Another not so private conversation?”

		“It’s getting nasty. I’m afraid of those two, they both have a lot to lose, and they’re both too arrogant to back down. I’m afraid that one of them might do something stupid.”

		“Like what?” Kyle asked.

		“People do stupid things when they’re pushed.”

		“So, what do you plan to do?” lie asked.

		“You know after last night’s antics and Cassandra’s little tricks, I’m very leery of saying the wrong thing at the wrong time, but I’m beginning to believe that we need to say something, diffuse this time bomb.”

		“You know who has the pendant?”

		“I’m almost positive.”

		“Well maybe then we ought to forget these spanking games for a while and play detective instead.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		“You came,” Patricia turned around to see the man’s soft face appear in the attic doorway.

		“So, is this where you go when you want to be alone?” he asked, looking around at the musty places where old things and another time seemed to reign.

		“It’s private,” she said, smiling at him.

		“You wanted to meet me here?” George asked.

		Patricia nodded her head. “You’ve been very good to me, George, and I’m in the middle of so much confusion, I thought perhaps you could help.”

		He moved toward the lovely redhead, seeing her hair glow brightly as a ray of sun hit it just right. He reached up and caressed it ever so lightly with his fingers.

		Patricia shivered.

		“What can I do for you, Patricia?” he asked kindly.

		“I don’t really know. I just know that I’m just confused about spanking and lovemaking and what love really is, and what’s ...” she couldn’t say it.

		“What’s abuse?” George guessed.

		The word sounded so horrible, but after the reluctant foray with Victor in the basement that morning, she was beginning to wonder.

		“I’ve always submitted to Victor, because he does fulfill this need. But it’s not the same as it used to be, and it only seems that Victor just gets more relentless all the time.”

		“Have you talked to him about it?”

		“I’ve tried. But he’s a very adamant man. I’ve never really had a decent personal conversation with him about my feelings. He just took my desires for spanking and ran with them. He took control, and I really didn’t know exactly what was happening, and now

		“You don’t get enough tenderness, do you?” George speculated.

		Their hands were touching again, a tiny making love that was sending strong spasms of need through Patricia’s body, as strong as anything she’d ever felt when she was being spanked for punishment or pleasure.

		“Would you spank me again, George?” she suddenly said.

		“Here? Now?” George asked surprised.

		“Yes, right here, right now, just you and me and no one else.”

		“Have you ever had another man like this?”

		“No,” she said.

		“You are still married.”

		“Right now, I don’t care.”

		George could see that she didn’t, which was good for him, though he didn’t want to take advantage of her vulnerable position.

		“Have you really thought this through clearly?”

		“I’ve thought about nothing else for days now,” Patricia said. “I want you to take me over your lap again. I want to feel the way you did it before, really feel it and not worry that Victor is looking on.”

		George moved closer still, his head leaning down toward Mrs. Victor Heath with lips that moved to her lips and brushed them ever so slightly. He could have taken her in his arms right then, but he promised her something else.

		There was a chair close by where George sat down. And with a quiet firmness, he brought the lovely woman over his lap, immediately pulling up on the long skirt she wore. Such lovely legs, he thought, as he uncovered them. And such a fine firm pair of thighs. And best of all the bottom, pink, white and clenching. Patricia was anxious. He could feel a flood of warmth from her to him. She was on fire sexually, of that he was certain. He was well-experienced with turned on women, but for him, Patricia was the most tantalizing he’d known in some time. So much raw lust and softness in one beautiful package. So much in her was residing inside waiting for some expression.

		He laid his hand on Patricia’s naked bottom.

		“You know, Mrs. Heath, you’re being very deceitful to your husband,” George said.

		“And I should be spanked,” Patricia said.

		Her bottom was warm. He could see little marks.

		“Looks like you’ve already been spanked today? Are you still sore?”

		“Huuuummmmm, yes,” she moaned feeling that wonderful hand caress her sore bottom.

		“And you want even more? What a naughty woman you are,” he said lightly. He thought this was one woman he could be with for a long time, even though he should not be entertaining such illusions.

		His hand came down on her bottom with a firm spank.

		Patricia groaned softly feeling a flash flood of warmth suddenly spring from her loins.

		Another spank and then another, George continued with a tender firm admonishment that befit the gentle woman on his lap. He watched delighted as her bottom turned a lovely pink. And he continued on. This slow spanking was more like making love than punishment. Any suggestion that she deserved this was ludicrous. What she deserved was gentle affectionate love taps, something to bring Out her suppressed sensuality, Now, it seemed to be billowing out around them both.

		She squirmed against his thighs and he could feel himself growing very hard and firm. His cock and his heart dearly hoped to finish this scene with their bodies entwined.

		As the pink on her bottom turned to red, his hand continued its sure and steady pace, until he was at a point he couldn’t halt the surge of feeling that was arousing them both.

		Stopping, he pulled Patricia up to his chest, where he held her in his lap, where her lips without even asking joined with his in a wet deep kiss.

		

		An old bed by the window became their love nest. Patricia had planned this perfectly, George thought, as he and his new found lover shared their stolen moment together. When his cock entered her between her legs, the warm wet surrounded him in a way he’d never felt. She was all giving, consumed with everything he did to her, every kiss to her ear, to her mouth, to her lovely breasts beneath her sweater, and to the attentive play of his hands and mouth that freely roamed her sex.

		She moaned deliciously when she came. Like a rolling wave, her hips moved with his and let go the most glorious pulses of pure pleasure. His own climax followed almost as an afterthought. Not forgotten surely, though George had as much pleasure seeing Patricia Heath satisfied as he had having his own satisfaction.

		

		“I think I love you,” Patricia said.

		“I think you should be careful, Mrs. Heath,” George warned.

		“Why do you keep calling me that: Mrs. Heath?” she asked.

		“Because we’d both do well to remember that that,” George said.

		“I don’t want to. Not now. All I want is more of you.

		

		Just as Patricia climbed atop George’s naked body, and was reveling in the wonderful feeling of his surrounding arms, the attic door burst open wide.

		“Patricia!” Victor’s shrill voice pierced through the peace between the lovers with a wicked venom.

		George and Patricia pulled sheets around them.

		“You vile deceiving whore!” he blared, his icy eyes stared them down. “Get out of here,” he demanded, as a bony finger pointed his wife downstairs.

		“No!” she snapped.

		“What!”

		“I’m not leaving,” she barked at him.

		Victor was momentarily perplexed but the anger took over again.

		“Go to our room now,” he ordered her.

		This time Patricia balked, the frightful look on Victor’s face was one she’d succumbed to for so long, she couldn’t help herself, even though she wanted to wail on the man with both fists flying. Quickly pulling on her clothes, she refused to look at either man, and moments later, she dashed through the door.

		“You’ll be in the basement all night!” Victor roared angrily, as she was exiting, but Patricia didn’t hear his voice, she was too overcome by fear and the hope of freedom, all at the same time

		The raging husband turned back to George. “And you bastard scoundrel. You’d better clear out of this house before I mark that pretty face of yours forever!” he charged. Victor’s face looked bloated and red, as if even the slightest provocation were to follow, he’d simply explode.

		“Nice touch, my man,” George replied to him, ever so kindly. “You think you have control of your wife, Victor, but there’s a lot more there than meets the eye.”

		“Get out of this house!” he roared. He was too furious to say more, and too self conscious of looking bad to begin an all-out fist fight.

		

		***

		

		There was an uproar in the foyer.

		Victor’s voice raged like an angry lion so that everyone in the house was coming out of the woodwork to see what was happening. It began with Victor, Phillip and George. But now Kathryn and Steven Wells were standing in the kitchen door, Janice was halfway down the stairs, Kyle and Brett had risen from their chairs in the living room, and a still chagrined Cassandra had moved from the solitude of the library. They all converged on the Phillip’s polished foyer, the pristine formality of the place suddenly the center of a tawdry battle of mythical proportions. Ml except Patricia Heath who was the center of the scuffle. She was noticeably absent.

		“I want that man out of this house!” Victor railed at Phillip, who looked at his brother with a dumbfounded expression on his face.

		“Whatever for?” Phillip demanded to know.

		“He knows,” Victor informed him, while his eyes flashed darts at George, who remained causally leaning against a door post, arms crossed, looking as if he planned to go nowhere.

		“Brother, I think you’d better calm down and collect yourself. Certainly whatever has happened can be settled without blows.” He could see the way Victor’s fists were clenched and his jaw had tightened. He knew the man well; this was his child’s persona ready to spring into a temper tantrum brawl.

		The tension was so thick it took a woman’s voice to suddenly cut through. “What did he do, Victor?” Jenny Callender’s sweet words suddenly added a stunning accompaniment to the most masculine confrontation.

		Victor was surprised to hear her.

		“Whatever did George do?” Jenny asked again.

		“You stay out of this,” Victor came to, and snapped at her.

		“Oh? Why should I?” she asked. She looked like the cat that ate the canary, knowing something no one else did.

		In the midst of the wild foray, Patricia Heath’s pale face all of a sudden appeared at the top of the stairs, looking down at the remarkable scene below. Jenny saw her and looked up with her face smiling, and every other face below looked too, as if Patricia somehow held the key to this fascinating puzzle.

		Victor was momentarily dazed by the chaos, everything was falling away from his control. He wasn’t used to feeling so lost.

		“Maybe you had better tell what you know, Jenny,” Brett quipped, as all eyes turned to Brett, and then to Jenny.

		Jenny Callender stared at Brett wondering what the detective might know, and some womanly understanding seemed to pass between them communicating more than words could.

		“Yes,” Victor’s voice rang out again. “Maybe you could tell everyone here why you took Patricia’s pendant?” He went on the attack. The man was quick to change the focus of the conversation, and there were startled glances at an uncertain looking Mrs. Callender.

		“Jenny?” Judge Callender reached out and turned his wife around so he could see her face. “Did you take the pendant?” he said with a very worried expression.

		Jenny looked at Niles. She looked back to Victor. There were triumphs and disasters brewing, and it all hinged on her. It was a curious power and a curious moment, and no one would speak until she finally answered her husband’s question.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Jenny Callender suddenly jerked away from her husband and his question, and moved closer to the challenging Victor. A deliciously mischievous smile broke out on her face. “I told you before that I didn’t take the pendant. You’re just trying to take the heat off of yourself and you know it! Your trouble is, you’re just pissed because George is taking Patricia away from you.

		Victor Heath glared at her. “That is none of your business, Mrs. Callender.”

		“Just like it was none of your wife’s business that you were paddling my butt four years ago, every time you could slip away from her?”

		“That has no bearing on the present,” Victor snarled, nastily.

		“I don’t agree,” Patricia abruptly interjected, from her silent perch at the top of the stairs. “Is what Jenny saying true? Were you spanking her behind my back?”

		Victor looked up at his wife, emotionless. “Did I ever promise not to spank other women?” he shot back arrogantly.

		“You married me, forsaking all others . . . .” she reminded him.

		“Oh sure, he was forsaking all others,” Jenny chortled, “while he was paddling my buns, and finishing me off with his cock.”

		“I refuse to discuss this nonsense with everyone gawking,” Victor said arrogantly.

		“I refuse to discuss it at all,” Patricia said, and she turned away, and walked toward her room, her bedroom door closing, the quiet in the foyer so intense they all heard the sound of the clicking lock, a deafening roar against the profound awestruck silence.

		George was the first to move. With a look of worry crossing his normally amiable face, he suddenly darted across the foyer to the stairs.

		“Don’t you dare go after her!” Victor shouted.

		George turned to him. “I don’t think you have anything to say about the matter.” He strode past the shocked Victor and proceeded up the stairs.

		“I’m sorry, Niles, telling you this way,” Jenny said turning to her husband. “I should have told you before.”

		“And what’s that?” the Judge asked.

		She grinned sheepishly. “I was a bit of a spanking vamp for a while, before we met,” she said.

		The Judge looked at her kindly. “Do you think, my dear, that I’m so naive that I’ve not suspected as much?” he said.

		“You did?” She was honestly surprised.

		“You’ve always been a well-spanked woman. I could tell that when we first got together. And don’t worry, you always will have that bottom of yours well-worked,” he assured her.

		Jenny smiled, though she detected, seeing her husband’s expression, that her bottom might well be burning soon, his statement a fair warning. Though the Judge would likely take up the matter behind closed doors.

		The tension in the room was somewhat diffused, except for the scowling Victor who was too stunned to even recover his power of speech. But while everyone else was beginning to recuperate from the sudden flurry of shocks, Brett was eyeing the emotionally bruised dominant, not liking what she noticed in his expression. It bothered her so much that she had to speak, considering the brisk dangerous talk she’d heard from Jenny and Victor, when she’d eavesdropped on their earlier conversations.

		“There is just one thing,” Brett interjected, her voice rising above the mellow whispers, and all eyes turned to her. “There is still the matter of the necklace. I thought perhaps, as long as Jenny is making confessions, perhaps she has another one to make?”

		Jenny, who had been about to leave the room, turned back and looked at Brett. Her husband did the same. With Victor accusing her, it was easy for Jenny to change the subject around to something else, controlling the moment; but with the savvy detective calmly voicing her suspicions, it was another matter altogether. One that rattled her instantly.

		“Did you take the pendant, Jennifer?” the Judge asked, recalling Victor’s earlier charge. The hostile, brooding Victor found his interest piqued again, but he waited for her answer without saying another word, smart enough to know that this time he didn’t need to make accusations. Brett and the Judge were handling it for him.

		Jenny didn’t speak for some time, though there was a blush beginning to rise on her troubled face. The exuberant submissive woman was as subdued as anyone had ever seen her.

		“Shall I search our room?” Niles asked. “It seems Brett here is suspicious enough to believe you might have the missing jewelry.” His concern was evident, and as he was accustomed to doing in his professional life, the Judge intended to get to the bottom of the mystery.

		Jenny maintained her silence, with her mind working furiously for some plausible explanation, though any hope of finding one was fast fading away with each tick of the clock. She hated getting caught, though it looked as if that was exactly what had happened. “It was mine, Niles. Victor gave it to me,” she spouted impulsively.

		The Judge eyed his wife with a severe expression. It had been some time since Jenny had seen her husband look so cool and detached, especially when he was looking at her. She knew the look often accompanied real discipline, when he was really serious about punishing her.

		“We’ll finish this conversation upstairs,” Niles decided as if he was pronouncing a sentence, and taking his wife firmly by the hand led her past the others, as they climbed the stairs to their room.

		

		George tapped lightly on Patricia Heath’s door. His heart was pounding rapidly having seen such distress on Patricia’s face.

		“Who is it?” he heard her quiet voice reply.

		“George. Please let me see you.

		There was silence for a few seconds, and then he heard her approach the bedroom door and unlock it.

		“You okay?” he asked, following her into the room where she returned to her seat by the window.

		She sighed heavily. “Wish I could just leave,” she said as she stared out the window to the lush grounds of the estate. “But this way, I guess I have to face Victor. And that is something I can’t avoid.”

		“Is there anything I can do?” George asked. “I feel responsible, after this morning. It never should have happened.”

		“Oh, I’m glad it happened, George. But, there are some things I have to do myself. Thank you, anyway. And frankly, right now, I’d really rather be alone. I still have a lot to think about.”

		“There’s been a lot of shocks the past few hours. I was afraid you’re reeling.”

		“I am, but I’ll get it figured out. I just need some time alone.”

		George wished she’d let him help her, though he realized that her guarded manner and firm resolution was a testament to the inner strength that was really here. If only he could figure what was rattling through Patricia’s mind, what the results of her deliberations might mean for him. But being well-practiced in the art of quiet repressed composure, she was not giving anything away prematurely.

		“I’ll check on you later,” he said, beginning to feel uncomfortable in her presence, as the lovely, but sad woman withdrew even further into herself.

		

		***

		

		“Is the pendant in this room?” Niles asked his wife after he firmly closed the bedroom door behind them.

		Jenny was tight-lipped, and she was rarely like that; the behavior was a throwback to days when she sometimes had to be tough as nails with her dominant clients.

		Niles was no client this time, but still she didn’t want to give in on this issue. The pendant was hers, and she knew that with her whole heart; but she could hardly see a way of explaining that so her husband would understand how she felt. Seeing the look on Nile’s face, she knew that time was running out for careful contemplation.

		“Jenny!” the Judge prompted her sternly. He had no problem matching her fierce expression with one of his own. His eyes narrowed, his jaw set tight. Rarely in their marriage had they come to an impasse where they clashed horns so savagely, with neither one intending to back down. It was a test of who was stronger, though it was clear from the outset who would triumph.

		“What if the pendant was here?” Jenny asked, showing a degree of arrogance she rarely did.

		“You’re not answering my question,” Niles said. “You’d better not lie, you know that.” He watched her closely for clues to her guilt, though he’d pretty much made his decision. “By the way you’re hedging, Jennifer, I think I already have my answer.

		Niles turned away, and went to the closet behind him, withdrawing his punishment strap. The broad leather was a good three inches wide and two feet long, easily the most ominous looking implement, if not the most fierce in Jenny’s mind. Seeing the strap dangle from his hand, she watched as her husband wordlessly laid it on the bed, and took off his Suit coat. He began rolling up the sleeves of his starched white shirt.

		“Niles, please, the pendant is mine,” she argued.

		“You have still not answered my question.” He looked his wife in the eye, and waited for her response.

		Finally relinquishing, she went to her overnight case beside the bed, and reached in deep to withdraw the ruby pendant, the stone gleaming in the bedside light. “Here. It won’t do any good to try to hide this anymore, you’re just too damned astute.” She looked annoyed by that fact.

		“You say this is yours?” Niles asked her.

		“Victor bought it for me. I wore it when we were together. He had kind of a fetish about it, as if he owned me when I was wearing it. Anyway, the last time I was with him, I noticed that it was missing when I got home. I assumed that I’d just lost it, but when I saw Patricia wearing it.

		Niles looked at her with genuine amazement. “A pendant from a former lover, and you hold this household hostage hiding it, then denying it?” Niles wondered aloud, at the absurdity. “What did this man mean to you?”

		“Nothing, Niles, absolutely nothing.”

		“Can we be sure of that?”

		“Victor is a brute. Yeah, we had something together, but it was always nasty, he liked things that way, and he was such an exception to every other man I let spank my bottom. Until you.” She said the last sincerely. “There has never been a man that does to me what you do.”

		“I’m glad to hear that, Jenny. But, your stunt is an annoying and very childish prank. Your better judgment has obviously been clouded. You’ve been thoughtless, certainly selfish and very underhanded.”

		Jenny gulped, knowing exactly what would happen, though by then she was actually looking forward to it. It was time to get the inevitable over with.

		She watched as Niles finished rolling up his shirt sleeves, and pulled a straight-backed chair into an open space in the room.

		“Bend over,” he ordered his wife.

		“Not across your lap?” she asked hopefully.

		“I haven’t had to really punish you in some time, my dear, but your behavior is so completely unacceptable, and I’m so thoroughly angry with you, there is only one solution. Now bend over.”

		So many times, Jenny played “spanking games” with Niles. Anymore, the trips across her husband’s lap were preludes to lovely sex, whether it was immediately after, or hours later. Niles was always more passionate after he’d spanked her bottom raw, and then again, so was she. This time however, with anger, not lust, fueling the incident, Jenny shivered right to the bone as the idea of a real punishment swept through her, reminding her of the very basic desire in her to be thoroughly chastised. It was a deep-seeded need that had been with her as a child, and now, for what seemed the thousandth time, she was reliving the foil feelings that accompanied the uncommon moment. And yet, as with all the other times she’d been through the ritual, this time seemed the most paramount, the one that would rise above all the others in significance. The drama was frightfully exciting, especially because it was so real. Unfortunately, she also knew it would be frightfully painful before it was all over.

		Following her husband’s orders, Jenny bent over the chair, pulling palms down on the sturdy surface, her heels together in the preferred posture Niles demanded.

		Wasting no time, Niles drew her skirt up to her waist, and tucked it neatly out of the way. With just a pair of thong panties on her bottom, there was nothing to cover the sight of his wife’s lovely posterior, the fine well-rounded spankable rear cheeks, with their lovely dimples and the pink blush of the skin. He almost regretted having to make this punishment so severe; but beyond the lively spanking escapades that filled their love life, he was a firm believer in a good, no nonsense strapping when it was as well-deserved as it was now.

		Leaning in, Niles took Jenny’s tiny pair of panties and gave them one fierce tug so that they fell to her knees. Admiring the result for just an instant, he saw just a small mark or two left from the birch; there would be more marks before he was through. Drawing back the strap, he exploded with several sharp snaps of the implement, landing the flexible leather at the center of her lovely upturned rear.

		After several smacks, he stopped to view the result: a wide red stripe appearing on both cheeks.

		Jenny winced, the leather stinging, but it was hardly sharp enough yet for her to cry out. That changed rapidly however, when Niles began in again smacking Jenny’s bottom at least two dozen times before he paused. By then, she was groaning and hopping from foot to foot; but seasoned submissive that she was, she was still not ready for any all-out wail.

		The third time the Judge started in, he laid the leather on his wife’s already blushing bottom, and deliberately did not stop until he heard her wail, the intensity having reached a furious peak, so she could contain the hurt no longer. Her feet were dancing as if there were hot coals at her toes, and the generous mounds of her rear flesh were jiggling madly with her wild gyrations.

		It was a sight to behold. Niles could hardly keep himself from descending on the beautiful rear end and pleasuring himself with Jennifer’s body. But, as if to guard against that mistake, he let her have it again with several sharp snaps of the leather.

		“Oh, no please!” Jennifer wailed loudly, and by then she didn’t care who heard. Certainly everyone expected it, and what better way to announce her guilt to the rest of the house than to emit the sounds of her well-earned punishment for all to hear.

		Jenny’s bottom was on fire, the flame rising everywhere. She was sobbing frantically, the hurt so dear. And her desire to get away from it was becoming so strong, that if she didn’t have a sense that Niles was almost finished, she might have been tempted to flee the room altogether. But Jennifer’s instincts were right. The strapping was almost over. And so like Niles, he finished her off in grand style, with a good half dozen smacks right across the most tender place, the red center of her now bruised bottom. He was done at last.

		Jenny might have sobbed for sometime, letting all the woe and anguish diminish quietly away. But the Judge made it clear that her punishment was not quite over.

		“Get up, Jennifer,” he ordered her.

		Hardly able to stand, Jenny finally managed, and stood up to face her husband’s stern face.

		“Now,” he began, without so much as a moment to recoup, “downstairs. You can show your shame to the people that you have so grievously inconvenienced. And then, you’ll return the pendant to Patricia.”

		“Oh, Niles, no!” Jenny roared.

		He was a firm administrator to the end. “Don’t make me repeat the last few minutes in front of an audience, and you know I will,” Niles said, as he pointed to the door.

		The chagrined, red-faced, red-bottomed beauty relented, and moved gingerly to the door feeling fresh new throbs of pain with every movement.

		

		***

		

		“How dare you challenge me in front of these people!” Victor barked, as he entered his bedroom to see his wife sitting calmly at the window seat. “Make a fool of me with George! I should haul you to the basement right now!” He glared viciously at Patricia, wanting some acknowledgment, but there was none forthcoming.

		“Answer me, Patricia, or do I have to smack the answer out of you?”

		Patricia Heath turned to stare at her husband with a colder eye than he’d ever seen; it rattled his already frayed nerves.

		“You have no cause to fault me for my small dalliance with Jennifer Callender,” he tried again, remaining ever on the offensive.

		But his wife still did not speak.

		“Well, if you have nothing to say, I’ll get on with taking care of the matter between you and me.” He considered for a few seconds before he made his decision. “Actually, I think I’ll forgo the basement, we’ll begin here. Strip!” He let his eyes bore into her, as they often did. “I will not be easy on you for your flagrant adultery. In fact, I’ll likely be punishing you daily for the next week, so you’d better get used to this.”

		Patricia didn’t rise. She hardly flinched at his inflamed rhetoric. She’d spent the last hour with no other thought in her mind but how she’d have the courage to get through the next two minutes. That was as long as it would take to put an end to her marriage.

		“Victor, you no longer have the right to spank me,” she finally stated calmly. “I’m leaving you.”

		“You what!” he asked as if the very idea was the most preposterous thing he’d ever heard.

		“I’m leaving,” she repeated.

		“You can’t. You absolutely can’t. I’m the one that should be leaving you. But I’m doing the decent thing forgiving you, and allowing you to pay for your licentious behavior.”

		“I’m leaving, Victor. My mind’s made up.

		“That is nonsense! You don’t know how to live without me!”

		“I suppose I’ll just have to find out,” she answered him determined.

		“You’d throw away nearly ten years of marriage?” It was only beginning to sink in that she was serious.

		“I throw away nothing,” Patricia said. “We have nothing, so there’s nothing to throw away.” She rose from her chair and walked out of the room, leaving Victor with his mouth dangling wide open in wonder.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		The prelude to dinner was a bit odd. Especially when the Judge and the poor sheepish Jenny marched downstairs just as everyone, except for Victor Heath, was ready to go into the dining room.

		“Jenny has something to show you,” the Judge announced to the entire group when the two entered the living room. The others looked at her tear-stained face, no one doubting what had just happened. The whole house had heard her impassioned cries, sure that this punishment was not any mere spanking game, certainly no rollicking adventure. “Go ahead,” the Judge encouraged her when Jenny showed her reluctance. “Shall I began again, in front of all these good people?” Niles asked.

		Jenny had never been quite so embarrassed in her whole spanking life, and likely never so justly punished. But she had no doubt of her husband’s earnest request. Defying him would only cause her bottom to burn more fiercely than it already was. And as far as she was concerned, at least for the moment, she was “spanked” out.

		Turning around, Jennifer Callender lifted her skirt to her waist and bent over to reveal her blushing scarlet bottom. Some of the intensity of the punishment had faded, but there were signs of how raw the Judge had strapped her. There were even red lines that would likely remain for several days. The Judge proved himself again to be a skilled spanker, leaving just enough marks to be a healthy reminder, though not so they would last forever.

		There was a rush of interest from the spanking fans, admiration from the dominant men, and a tingle of righteous fear from the women as they saw the results of Jenny’s chastisement.

		“I’d say you did well with her, Niles,” Phillip remarked. “She’s not likely to forget the message.

		“She deserves more than that,” Victor’s gravelly voice suddenly interjected, as his visage appeared in the doorway. Hearing him, Jenny promptly stood up straight, her skirt falling down over her bruised bottom. The exhibition was over.

		The Judge ignored Victor Heath, but with a nod to Patricia on the other side of the room, he instructed his wife to finish her public penance. And taking the pendant from Niles, Jenny held it out to Patricia.

		“I’m sorry about taking this. Niles has helped me to see that I don’t really need it.” She looked up at the whole group. “And I’m sorry to you all for this fiasco.”

		Patricia eyed the ruby necklace that had suddenly appeared in her hand. She hardly seemed happy about its return, and to read her thoughts, the piece almost seemed like poison she needed to dispose of. Making her decision quickly, she walked to Victor.

		“It seems you’re striking out, darling,” she said, thrusting it defiantly in Victor’s shirt pocket. “You’ll just have to start over with other women to woo, and bless with your gifts.”

		It was a declaration of independence. The once demure and reserved Patricia moved up in all their eyes, the sheer determination in her demeanor shining through. Victor looked at her dumbfounded, not believing what he’d heard. Too flustered to remain in their company, he drew in his breath, pursed his lips, and turned away, brusquely leaving his brother’s house. The sound of his BMW speeding away made the nervous room breathe a sigh of relief.

		

		***

		

		It was dusk. After dinner. A quiet had resumed after a jovial meal. Phillip Heath’s guests were a little weary, though their spirits seemed high. Even the well-punished Cassandra and Jenny Callender were feeling a little more peace, as the last day of this extraordinary spanking party was nearly at an end.

		In the fading light, Patricia Heath was strolling the grounds with Janice, arm in arm, when George Adams spotted the newly freed Mrs. Heath from the back patio. He watched the two women give each other an affectionate hug, then part, Janice on her way to the stables, Patricia towards the pool house.

		“Do you mind a friendly conversation, Patricia?” he called to her, still a few feet behind her. when she turned around he could see how her expression had lightened. He was still amazed how her face now sparked, with Victor apparently an unimportant factor in her life.

		She smiled warmly at the sight of George’s dashing form approaching her.

		“I don’t know what’s being talked about more,” George said. “Jenny Callender’s bottom, or your sudden liberty.”

		“Both pretty amazing,” she agreed. “And you know frankly, I hated that pendant. And, I don’t know why in the hell she wanted it in the first place.”

		“Perhaps she just needed a lesson in humility.”

		They strolled together side by side until they reached the pool, then sat down in a secluded comer, surrounded by a high thick hedge where they could have a private conversation.

		Patricia’s reserve had surfaced again after her stunning and beautifully framed dismissal of her husband at dinner. Now, she was all aflutter with expectations that she was certain were as silly as the thought of returning to Victor. Fear was racing through her like a scared child running. Having made love to another man and thrown off her husband in one day; she was afraid of what might next occur to rock her from the placid bore of a life she’d been leading. One thing for certain, she didn’t want to face the possibility of George’s true feelings for her. She’d nurtured the hope that he might have some real affection for her, but she was not about to run foil speed ahead into some great declaration of love. As kind as he’d been to her, she knew his reputation well.

		“I want to thank you, George, for waking me up. I think this morning, everything in me just burst apart. You helped me to see things between Victor and me, very clearly.”

		“Glad I could help, I was worried that you might have jumped ship with him too quickly. We were rather rash in the attic. I can see why Victor would be shocked, even though I do think he deserved it.”

		“Oh please, George. You don’t need to worry about me. I’m glad for everything we did. I don’t regret one thing. This whole party made me understand a lot about myself, and I’m grateful to everyone, maybe even Victor. He finally pushed me so far that I could see what I was doing to myself. No, I did exactly what I needed to do. That’s one thing I’m sure of.”

		George was relieved to hear her speak.

		“And you, you’ve been so kind,” she said smiling nervously, her desires for George clamoring to the surface despite her attempts to hold them back.

		“Kind?” he queried.

		“Yes. I mean I fell on you with my troubles when you could have been off enjoying yourself as you usually do.”

		“You didn’t think I enjoyed myself with you?” George asked.

		“Oh, I hope so. But I’m just a little new at all this. I’ll learn the ropes quickly, now that I’m free to pursue my desires without Victor hanging over me. He’s kept me under his thumb so long, I don’t really know exactly how to act, but I think I’ll learn.” She was not completely convinced of what she was saying and the speech sounded rehearsed, and stiff. “I appreciate your caring. But I didn’t plan to burden you with a lot of emotion. I want you to know, I don’t expect anything more from you.”

		“If I give you something, ma’am, it’s because I want to,” George insisted, his tone tuning a little annoyed.

		“I know you feel sorry for me, like everyone else. But that’s not the basis for a relationship.”

		“Patricia, I have felt sorry for you, but there’s a whole lot more than that.”

		“But certainly this morning was just a whim. Wasn’t it?”

		“I don’t see it that way at all, and I’m annoyed that you’re doubting me,” he said indignantly.

		“Oh, I’m not doubting you. I’m just saying that you have no reason to care about me, you certainly don’t have to feel responsible for me.”

		“Patricia, this morning was not a lark for me.

		“But still, you owe me nothing. I wouldn’t think of taking it seriously.”

		“Will you stop blabbering! You damn well better take this morning seriously, because I do,” George charged.

		“You do?” She looked shocked.

		“I may have played around with a lot of woman, my dear, but I’m quite serious when it comes to you.

		“You don’t have to say this. I don’t need you trying to rescue me.”

		George had squelched the mounting emotions, but his face was beginning to flush with righteous indignation.

		“The only thing I might feel sorry for you about is how red I’m going to make your bottom after I paddle you.

		“George?”

		“Patricia, I want you more than any other woman I’ve ever known,” he declared. “You’d better understand that. And you can believe, that I’ll treat you the way you deserve to be treated, even if that means I take you over my knee, to show you how much I love you.”

		Patricia couldn’t believe what she was hearing, even though her heart was pounding furiously at the thought of George Adams really loving her.

		“You give up this ridiculous notion that you’re not lovable, or beautiful or desirable.”

		She wanted to believe him, but it was so hard.

		“Please George, don’t toy with me.”

		“I am not toying with you,” he said, his eyes starting to narrow as he worried that he wouldn’t get his point across. “Do I have prove it to you now?”

		She looked at him, her heart racing, tears almost flowing. There was such passion, kind loving generous passion in his voice and in his tender eyes.

		“Maybe so,” she said mesmerized by his authoritative tone.

		His look was stern too. But suddenly inspired, he grabbed her hand, drew her over his lap and raised her skirt to reveal an already naked bottom. Determined to make his message clear, he began spanking her with the same loving tender spanks that he had used the two times before, The warm stinging smack of his hand felt so very good, delivered with a firmness, yet with a caring that was sweeping her away. And as the loving heat rose on her skin, she was soon crying not from pain, but the beauty behind it all.

		While George was not about to take her to any limits on this occasion, he was very adamant in the gentle punishment meant to teach her a very important lesson.

		“Now,” he began to speak as his hand continued its steady rhythm, “you start believing in yourself, and in us. I’m not going to have you doubt the quality of my love for you. Do you understand?”

		“Yes,” she sobbed happily.

		“If I have to spank this bottom of yours every day, I will, but you will get my message.

		“Oh, yes,” she agreed, even as she was feeling quite a burn on her naked bottom.

		“I have no intention of loving and leaving you, my love,” he charged, as his hand continued to fly, and he relished the fine rosy blush that was appearing on her behind. “You’d better understand that because I’m completely sincere in my affection for you.”

		He was not letting up for a second.

		“And Patricia, I have every intention of making our relationship permanent. You can trust that I’ll not abuse you the way Victor did, but if you starting doubting yourself or me, you’ll get one hell of a treatment. And if I have to be rough on you, I will be.”

		He seemed to punctuate this particular statement with a few brisk smacks that really hurt, though Patricia was hardly feeling any pain at all. Never, never in the years she’d been with Victor had he ever loved her like this, with such depth and affection and such words.

		“Do you understand?” he asked her pointedly.

		“Yes,” she sobbed again.

		“And it’s time you started respecting yourself.”

		“Yes, George.” She loved saying his name.

		“That’s good,” he said. With one last quick burst of smacks, he finally stopped the paddling.

		He pulled Patricia up on his lap and held her, just as she held him. She leaned in to him and kissed his face a dozen times, their mouths finally meeting again for an erotic journey that might easily have landed the two in bed. Patricia was ready, her body so fired she couldn’t wait to have him again.

		But George pulled away. “Not so fast,” he said. “We do have a few formalities to take care of before we start a full blown affair.”

		“Victor?” Patricia said.

		“Yes, Victor. We’ll get things straight legally, and in the meantime, we’ll let our passions rise.”

		“You mean to tell me, George Adams, that you’re going to be a respectable man?” she said, jokingly.

		“Yes. Strange as it seems. See what an effect you’re having on me?” he smiled at her.

		“I can’t believe this is happening,” she said, clinging to him tightly.

		“Well you’d better start, my love, because I have lots and lots of plans for us both!”

		“Oh, I can’t believe this is really happening. After everything else that’s happened today. I mean I’ve been spanked three times, been made love to, left my husband. . . . and now. . She felt so thoroughly filled, her simple tears were turning into happy sobs, and the tension of her heavy heart and the crazy expectations was all melting away.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		In the house, there was another uproar, though it was of a far different nature than the ones that had been happening with such frequency on this extraordinary day.

		“Daddy, daddy,” the brunette Kathryn Heath was racing into the house, her excited and flustered face relaying some obvious excitement.

		“What is going on, my dear,” her father asked coming from the living room with an anxious look on his face.

		“Oh daddy, this is so exciting!” She literally beamed, her bright youthful face filled with the thrill of her impending announcement.

		“For heaven’s sake child, say something,” her stepmother blurted out from the doorway of the room, as she watched the exuberant display.

		“I’m engaged,” Kathryn shouted, at last. “Steven and I are getting married!”

		“Well, now,” Phillip Heath smiled, “that is something to be excited about.”

		Steven had just arrived in the house, not running at the same breakneck speed that his fiancée had used to return to the house.

		There were a few light-hearted hugs and well wishes, and those still downstairs at that hour shared the news with a round of champagne.

		

		Once the first impact of the engagement began to wear off, Phillip Heath decided it was as good a time as any to give the marriage his very special blessing. “Steven,” he addressed his soon to be son-in-law. “I think there are a few matters that we should look into. Won’t you join me in the library?”

		“Daddy?” Kathryn questioned her father.

		“I’m sorry, my dear, this is between Steven and me.”

		“Does this concern me?” she asked pointedly.

		“Yes, it does,” Phillip admitted.

		“Then I should be there,” Kathryn insisted.

		“Well, if you must, you can come. You just better keep your mouth shut while I discuss a few things with your intended.”

		Kathryn had no idea what her father was going to do, but if he was going to have a serious talk with Steven, she was going to be there. She was not about to sit back and let her father pollute Steven’s head with something that was utter nonsense, and she didn’t put it past him to try. Following behind the two men like a dutiful pup, Kathryn’s excitement was quickly turned into flaming fear.

		Inside the library, Phillip put Steven at ease with his easy grin and charming manner, even though his daughter was petrified. She sat on a chair beside the sofa looking rather prim, while the two men were sitting on opposite ends of the leather sofa getting ready for a good old-fashioned father and future son-in-law conversation.

		“Steven, I’m delighted that you and my daughter are going to be married. I can think of no other man I’d rather see her spend her life with.”

		“Thank you, sir.”

		“I do have a few concerns that I’d like to address. I really should be doing this out of Kathyrn’s earshot,” he added nodding to his attentive daughter, “but I know she’d only harass you until you finally had to tell her everything I said.”

		Steven smirked, though not unkindly.

		“Kathryn is a headstrong girl,” her father added.

		“Daddy!”

		“Excuse me, woman. And now you can stop interrupting this conversation, or I’ll paddle your bottom right now.” His expression was fierce and enough to shut his daughter up for a while.

		“Yes, well then back to my point. You have spanked her, I assume?”

		“Yes, I have,” Steven answered almost embarrassed to admit the truth even though spanking was so out in the open in this house.

		“But have you punished her?” Phillip inquired.

		“Punished her?” Steven questioned him.

		“There are times when Kathryn needs more than love pats. Frankly, as her father, I don’t have any knowledge of those kinds of experiences you may have had with her, though I know where they lead, considering that I have a rather full spanking relationship with my own wife. What I’m talking about are the times when you’ll have to give her the necessary discipline that she needs.”

		“Yes, sir,” Steven replied, apparently taking Phillip’s message quite seriously.

		“I have a few things I’d like to give you, that might help make the necessary transition between affectionate spankings and real punishment.

		“Daddy, you wouldn’t!” the high spirited Kathryn protested.

		“Hush!” her father warned, giving her a sharp look.

		“I’m sorry,” she retreated meekly.

		“You can see, Steven, my daughter can get out of hand.”

		Kathryn bit her tongue to keep from saying more that would certainly get her in trouble.

		“I find that the hairbrush works very well on her posterior, though I have also used a strap, wooden spoon and even the cane on her bottom. Now I have rarely caned her, though it did become necessary one rather unfortunate night after she got drunk and wrecked my car.”

		“Oh, please don’t tell him about that!” Kathryn moaned.

		Her father stopped her protests with another grimace.

		Phillip Heath rose from his seat and went to a nearby cabinet. Opening it wide, he displayed a whole host of spanking paraphernalia, a variety of leather straps, wooden paddles, hairbrushes and canes. There were even a few bondage items—he’d never used these on his daughter.

		“Come here, Steven, perhaps you’d like to pick out your own.”

		Kathryn’s constant agitation was continuing to mount, but this time she said nothing, knowing that her father would likely not tolerate another unwanted outburst.

		Steven rose from the sofa without even looking at his lovely fiancée. He was totally fascinated by Phillips store of spanking treasures, and the thought of choosing his own. Phillip showed him the hairbrushes first; there were a wide variety from the shiny black enamel, to clew plastic, to long ones, stubby ones, though they were all intended, in Phillip’s mind, for one particular purpose.

		“I suppose Kathryn’s had all of these used on her bottom at one time or another. At times, she’s been difficult to discipline,” Phillip remarked ruefully.

		Kathryn continued to squirm in her chair on the other side of the room, but said nothing as the two men moved on to inspect the straps. These were hanging ominously on the door of the cabinet, rattling as the door moved, even with the slightest jiggle. “I would recommend this one,” Phillip said, of an eighteen-inch one made of black leather. “It’s easy to use. Of course, this is not an over-the-lap implement. No, you’d have to make her bend over something—a table or chair. I promise you, it will make a very decided impression, one my darling daughter will not forget. ft

		“I’m sure she will,” Steven replied. “I’ve only used a hairbrush for a rather playful spanking, and as I said before, I haven’t had the need for admonishing Kathryn to any great degree.”

		“Don’t worry, you will,” Phillip assured him. “And now, for the cane.” Phillip pulled out three long thin rods from the interior of the cabinet, and one at a time swished the wicked implements through the air. “I don’t recommend it often, but occasionally a few good stripes across a naughty bottom works wonders, doesn’t it, Kathryn?”

		Kathryn Heath’s eyes were flaming wildly. “Stop it, stop it, daddy, stop this right now!” Kathryn roared. It was too much for the headstrong young woman to take. “I’ve heard enough, and I won’t listen to this anymore. I’m not some little bratty kid that you can punish willy-nilly. And I hate you for clouding my special day with this!”

		Startled, the two men looked at her in amazement as they watched her rise from the chair and move toward the door.

		“Kathryn!” Phillip roared at his daughter.

		“Where are you going, Kathryn?” Steven asked, the only one remaining calm.

		“I will not put up with this horrid display. I’m not blaming you, Steven, but my father is being absolutely unconscionable. He’s horrid, he’s always been! And I certainly don’t want to enter into a marriage where my husband treats me the way he does.” She walked out of the room, and slammed the door.

		“I’ll bring her back, sir. It’s been such a wild weekend, I think she’s just a little overwrought with emotion.

		“Ah. Don’t worry. It hardly bothers me, Steven. I’ve seen my daughter like this many times, but I’ll trust you can handle her now. That’s why I’ve chosen to pass the torch to you.” With that, the two men left the library, Phillip to find his wife upstairs, and Steven to find his pouting fiancée.

		Searching the house for several minutes, it dawned on Steven Wells that Kathryn was likely outside, in an alcove where they had both hidden away together during this unusual house party. There, they had secured their future together. And Steven had even given his fiancée one brief over-the-lap spanking there. Though that occasion was a clear prelude to sex, and most erotic, hardly like the punishment that her father was speaking of.

		“Kathryn,” Steven called to her when he reached the dark alcove. He thought he heard the rustle of her dress. He was almost certain that she was there though he couldn’t see her face. “Kattiryn, I know you’re there,” he repeated, when she didn’t answer. And just as he expected, when he entered the small place, he found her soft warm body waiting there.

		“He was horrid.”

		“You didn’t have to be there. You really invited yourself.”

		“But he had no right to talk about me that way, as if I was property, a child. It was so demeaning.”

		“Perhaps, but I do think your father loves you, just as I love you.

		“Are you going to accept those implements from him?”

		“I already have.”

		“Then you intend to punish me too?” she asked.

		“If it becomes necessary,” he answered truthfully. “You must remember, Kathryn, that I was first a dominant, before I met you. I’ve had spanking encounters with a number of women, though most have been more erotic than discipline.”

		“But why would you see the need to really punish me that way? It seems so archaic.”

		“Because it works, and I think you need it,” he advised her.

		“You really think so?”

		“I know so, Kathy. I know you’re always much more peaceful and subdued after I’ve spanked you, and if that was just for fun, think what doing it for real reasons might mean?”

		“I don’t like this conversation at all,” Kathryn said.

		“But I think it’s a necessary one, and right now, you’ll have to submit to your first discipline from me, because I think you’ve earned it.”

		“What!”

		“You heard me, darling,” Steven said. He was sounding a lot more stern than she’d ever heard him.

		“But. . . .” she wanted to protest more, but she had no idea what to say.

		“I didn’t like the way you acted toward your father, and I have no intention of putting up with that. He may have been a little severe, but you asked for that. He’d fully intended our conversation to be private, and you insisted on being there. So, just for good measure, darling, you’re going to get the first taste of the strap from me.”

		There was something in Steven’s manner that suddenly captured the young Miss Heath. Even though he was insisting that he punish her, and really punish her, she realized that the thought of submitting to this wonderful lover was exciting her like nothing ever had. This was even better than what she had experienced all weekend, when he gave her the pleasant hand spankings she was so fond of. But in spite of the instantaneous surge of desire at the thought of a real session from her fiancée, she didn’t let on to him the thrill she was feeling.

		“Steven, please,” she offered a protest instead, but it was one that Steven refused to hear.

		“You have your choice, here or in the library.”

		“Out here?”

		“It’s private.”

		“But not private enough. Oh, please, someone’s likely to come by and see the whole thing. I much rather we do this behind closed doors.

		“Suit yourself,” he replied. “We’ll return to the library.”

		Kathryn had hoped for the bedroom, but she wasn’t that lucky; and rather than protest more, she relented. She detected that Steven really was manifesting the chameleon-like behavior that turned a charming man into quite a forbidding dominant. She’d seen it many times in her father, and now she shivered with delight and fear, all at the same time seeing it in the man she loved so much.

		Allowing Steven to drag her by the hand hack into the house, she found herself in the library again, relieved that her father wasn’t there. Maybe her father really was saying that his days as her punishing father were over, as she embarked on this new chapter in her life.

		“Over the arm of the chair, Kathryn,” Steven ordered. He was quite stern in his demand. And with a surprising willingness, Kathryn complied, realizing that she was looking forward to this sterner treatment.

		Once bent over, Steven quickly raised her skirt and lowered her panties to reveal the luscious round bottom that he’d grown so fond of in the short time he’d had the opportunity to enjoy it. Just earlier in the day he’d bared her butt, for a brisk hand spanking; and as had been the habit the last two days, they’d quickly landed in bed shortly after.

		This time however, he would contain his raging passions, and do a worthy job on her, lest he find himself with a wife that was impossible to handle. She may not have realized it, but Steven knew he was choosing a lifetime with a strong-willed stubborn woman, and he might as well get them off to the right start now. Eyeing her pink-white cheeks one last time, Steven drew back the strap that Phillip had given him, and laid it soundly across her quivering bottom.

		“Ouch!” Kathryn protested.

		“Hush, that was hardly enough to hurt.” He followed his demand with a volley of smacks, letting the strap fly enthusiastically and create the most wonderful rash of red just where it counted.

		By the time he finished this first brisk journey across her bottom, Kathryn had reason to cry out boldly. The sting was quite fierce and far more wicked than anything that he’d laid on her before. Her future husband was not being particularly kind. It was clear that he wanted to get his point across to her long before they officially tied the knot. He would be in charge in their marriage, not her.

		Steven Wells laid the black strap on Kathryn’s bottom making it blush from the top of her thighs to the top of her cheeks. And once it turned a wild vivid red, he stopped, his poor fiancée crying profusely, even though he knew that some of her theatrics were really just an act.

		Descending on her, Steven’s hands were all over her smarting bottom, adding more slaps of his hand and vigorous massages until he could see that this punishment had turned to lust for both of them. Kathryn was churning lewdly against his invading hands, and in no time he entered her from behind finding her squeezing, pulsing wet cunt even more delightful than before.

		The two remained fixed together, relishing the feel of another kind of stroke they could both enjoy; and they whimpered happily when the moment ended in a joyous climax, and they collapsed into each other, finally landing on the leather couch.

		

		“That wasn’t so bad,” Kathryn conceded.

		“Oh, I wasn’t hard enough on you?” Steven asked.

		“Well, you were very hard,” she assured him, “but from you, I really kind of like it.”

		She was a teasing little vamp, and he knew she’d be quite a handful; but then what better to challenge him for a long time to come? He was certain theirs would be one fiery, but very satisfying relationship.

		“Well, just in case you think you’re going to get off easy, there is one more thing.”

		“What’s that?” Kathryn asked.

		“You’re going to go apologize to your father.”

		“What!” Kathryn snapped.

		“Watch yourself,” Steven warned. “I’ll let you enjoy your spankings, even enjoy your punishment, but I won’t let you snap at me, and I won’t let you be disrespectful to your father.” “You really mean that, don’t you?” Kathryn asked.

		“I really do,” he confirmed.

		For the first time in her life, Kathryn Heath really believed that she’d met her match in a man she could love; and that this relationship just might bring together the best of everything in a most amazing mix.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		“So, my lovely wife, what do you think of spanking parties now?” Kyle asked his sassy wife, as they entered their upstairs bedroom in Phillip Heath’s enormous house.

		“You sure know how to pick them, Kyle Longchamp,” she replied.

		“I knew you’d have a great time, and you even got to use that great detective genius of yours.”

		“Oh, that was hardly anything,” Brett shrugged.

		“But you were so sure it was Jenny. How did you decide that?”

		“She was really the only one that could have taken the pendant. She was out of the room at the best time to make the snatch; and of course there were all those nasty private conversations I kept hearing between she and Victor. And, she impressed me as a woman who was a lot tougher than she looked. I was right, wasn’t I?”

		“I’ve always said, you’re a genius.

		Kyle took Brett in his arms, and leaned down to kiss her waiting mouth. The lips to lips exchange was so warm and inviting, he might have continued on for an hour at the same leisurely pace. But, in one brief pause, he backed off. “You have any regrets,” he asked.

		“Regrets? You mean about George?”

		“Yes.”

		“It looks to me as if George may well be taken, but no, I have no regrets, even if he weren’t. He’s just not my type. Gorgeous yes.

		“Gorgeous?” Kyle questioned.

		“Oh, you know I think you’re gorgeous too. But tell me, you have any regrets about Janice?”

		Kyle looked at her not answering right away. “I don’t think so. You know, I think what I like about Janice is the same thing that I like about you. You both have this earthy level-headedness about you.”

		Brett liked that assessment, and she smiled as Kyle’s lips descended on hers again. She kissed him with a sweet wet kiss, but he could tell that she was agitated about something. He backed away. “What’s wrong?”

		“The truth?”

		“Of course.”

		Her face was flushed. “Kyle, I’m so overwrought right now, I’m ready to scream.”

		“Overwrought?”

		“Please, please just spank the daylights out of me and fuck me, I need it so badly. All this paddling and spanking, and talk of it and whispering about it, I can hardly stand another minute without my own.

		Kyle could see the flashing fire in her eyes. And she didn’t have to ask again. He moved to the other side of the room, finding his favorite paddle, and waving it nastily in his wife’s excited face.

		“Ooooo, you’re going to get really nasty, aren’t you,” she purred happily.

		“It’s not worth it if you don’t really feel it. You asked for it rough, that’s what you’ll get.” His eyes were snapping as much as his wife’s.

		Brett couldn’t have been happier. When he took her by the hand and led to the bed and over his lap, she was quaking, so ready for the paddle to smack her ass, she could hardly wait.

		“Oh please,” she pleaded. Such a different pleading than it would be in just a few minutes, when she was begging him to stop. All she knew right then was that she needed it now, and needed it hard.

		Kyle was wicked the way he toyed with her, the way he pulled her pants down so slowly, that she wiggled against him, trying to get them down faster. When he picked up the paddle and laid it on her bottom, she moved against it, trying to make him act. But he was perfectly delighted to torture her. He even feigned several smacks, starting them so that she could sense it, then stopping abruptly, so she actually cried out when there was nothing to cry for.

		“You bastard, do it!” she finally blared, and with that nasty expletive, the heavy wood paddle came down on her left cheek with a very sound smack.

		“Ah, god,” she whimpered happily.

		Kyle issued a good dozen smacks, alternating cheeks, then he began on just one side until Brett was beside herself with the glorious pain. And when he thought she’d had enough on that side, he went on to the other cheek and raised the same kind of pain, before he quit, and returned to the first.

		Every two dozen or so, Kyle would stop just long enough for the fiercest burn to die away, and then he would start in again, it seemed that Brett could take that much more. This was certainly the longest and most boisterous paddling he’d ever given her. Kyle couldn’t believe that his wife could take so much abuse and love it. She must really have been pent-up with all the sexually charged energy that was rampant around them all weekend long.

		The more Kyle spanked her, the more Brett’s own sexual response was mounting. Feeling it so strongly, Kyle began to measure his pace carefully, slowing down to softer and softer blows as the paddling turned clearly erotic. She was wiggling her crotch against his lap, as his cock was growing noticeably inside his pants. Kyle could feel it, Brett could feel it, and they both relished the rising sensation that began right there.

		After a time, Kyle put the paddle down and took up the task with his bare hand, loving the feel of her warm skin against his warm hand. He massaged her, slapped her, even played with her dark hole, and then went back to the attentive spanking with renewed vigor, giving her a brisk and thorough going over until she was crying out for mercy.

		“Oh, please, Kyle, I have to cum,” she announced, practically out of control. Lifting her clamoring body to the bed, they tumbled together into the soft sheets, beginning one wild nasty screw. Kyle shoved himself deep inside her bucking groin, grabbing her bottom from behind. They pushed against each other until an orgasm ripped through them both, the searing heat, the writhing, the squirming to get as much of each other as they possibly could, was unsurpassed pleasure.

		“Damn! I needed that,” Brett said, as her naked body lay next to her husband’s. Every inch of her lovely breasts, belly and thighs was wet with perspiration, so Kyle noticed. He stroked her very lightly with a gentle hand. She shivered at the treatment. “Turn over,” he told her.

		She flipped to her side so that he could see her ass end. He stroked that too, ever so tenderly running his hand along her hot red sweaty buns.

		“Still hot?” he asked.

		“Oh, yes,” she answered. “I probably could cum all night long, my darling, you want to try?”

		“Maybe,” Kyle said. At the moment he was pleased just to stroke his wife’s beautiful body. He couldn’t imagine ever wanting any other woman more than her.

		All of a sudden, Brett popped up, sitting her sore butt on the covers and looking down at her still-reclining husband. “Let’s get out of here,” Brett said.

		“Leave now?” he queried.

		“Yeah, right now,” she said.

		A bright smile broke out on his handsome face. “You’re on, babe. I think I’ve had enough partying to last a long, long time.”

		And it took only minutes for the two to pack their bags and tiptoe out of the house, to the musical sounds of some female bottom getting one rude smacking punishment.

		“Jenny, you think?” Kyle asked, as he carefully opened the front door, and stared up to the second floor balcony.

		“No, Janice,” Brett surmised, “But then, who cares?” she whispered quietly.

		With his arm around her back so it rested on her still sore behind, he gave it a firm squeeze; and the two silently made their way to the car, and slipped almost noiselessly into a very fine night, and a hot spanking future.
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