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		A Flirt’s Demise

		

		Lena Sullivan made eyes at the divine young man on the machine next to her. The sweet feeling between her thighs was enough to keep her flirting for his attention. Lena relished a little sexual danger, especially when she was pissed off at her husband, Jeremy. Being married to a corporate big-wig was not exactly all she planned on. Jeremy was far too stuffy to suit her most of the time, and he simply didn’t understand all her sexual needs.

		Escaping that corporate world to the gym provided her with the opportunity to play at infidelity. Nothing overt, of course, she just needed to gaze on all that male flesh, the bulging muscles and the broad tanned shoulders. Jeremy had been like that when she first met him. But he rarely worked out, except in the company gym. Lena hardly saw him sweat; the stunning body that had wooed her into marriage was too often clothed in crisp cotton shirts, classic suits and stuffy ties. When he came to bed, it was too often in the dark, late at night, their love-making a pale comparison to their uproarious honeymoon. Jeremy kept talking about going on a vacation, which gave her the promise of something spicier, but that had been perpetually postponed.

		Lena smiled sweetly at Derek next to her. She was a pixie of a woman, with long dark hair she was now wearing in a braid down her back. Her clear olive complexion, vibrant youthful grin, flirtatious brown eyes and hard body with abundant sensuousness made her one of the most looked at women in the athletic club. She had never had a problem attracting the attentions of men.

		After teasing Derek for three weeks, Lena now wondered just how far she could go with this handsome brute. Once he’d finished on the machines however, he moved on to the racquetball court and she didn’t see him until after he’d played a rousing match and was ready for the showers. In her tights and thong backed leotard, she walked by him slowly making that all important eye contact.

		“Say, Lena,” she heard him call to her after she’d already passed him. Turning around, she noticed how he stared at her, giving her a head to toe once over, then smiling. “Want to grab a juice or something when we’re done?”

		“Sure,” she replied, and she abruptly turned around and walked off. Her heart beat a little faster, and that lovely feeling between her thighs was instantly resurrected.

		Forty-five minutes later, Lena and Derek had escaped to an empty massage room, the man’s hands quickly combing her hot flesh, his lips making an ardent attack on hers. One brief instant of guilt washed over her and was gone, her marriage vows worth about as much as the paper they were written on. Just this once, just this once, she told herself.

		With Derek’s erection planted deep between her legs, they rode each other hard toward a conclusion. Passions flying, caution thrown to the wind, it was an exhilarating moment for an over-sexed pair of one-night stand lovers. But when the door suddenly opened—they thought it had been locked—the two lovers froze where they lay on the narrow massage table. A face peered in, one they couldn’t quite make out with the bright lights behind it. A few seconds for the intruder to understand what he’d disturbed, and the door closed. With the fire vanishing from the naughty couple’s brisk conflagration, the climax was much less than they expected. Afterwards, Lena and Derek parted with smiles, though neither one expected a repeat performance.

		“Mrs. Sullivan.” A half hour later, Lena in street clothes was almost out of the athletic club door when she heard a voice calling her back. Turning, she found herself staring into the eyes of a man she’d never met, though there was something familiar about his appearance. Tall, trim, muscular, long sandy blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, and a finely chiseled face; if she hadn’t just had sex with another glorious male specimen, she might have made a play for this one, except that his cool expression scared her.

		“Come with me, please,” he said motioning her into a back office.

		“Is there some problem?” she asked.

		“We’ll see,” he said. “I’m Bryan Jones, just hired as the martial arts instructor.”

		“How nice to meet you,” Lena replied, stretching out her hand for him to shake.

		Sitting down behind a desk, he peered up at her, Lena getting the distinct feeling that she was in trouble. Like standing before the principal in high school, her stomach was churning anxiously. In the back of her mind, she thought of being interrupted in the massage room. Did that have something to do with this unexpected delay in her schedule?

		“Mrs. Sullivan, you are Mrs. Jeremy Sullivan?”

		“Yes, you know my husband?”

		“I do. His company hired me to teach some martial arts training seminars. I’ve had him in my classes. Fine student of a very rigorous discipline.”

		“He’s never mentioned it,” Lena responded. If this was just a social conversation, that she could handle, and her anxiety eased off. “I imagine that’s something that Jeremy would like though. He’s always had a fascination for oriental things.”

		“Has he?” Bryan nodded. “I suppose I should get to the point, Mrs. Sullivan, or should I call you Lena?”

		“Lena would be fine,” she replied pleasantly. “I’m still getting used to the Mrs. Sullivan thing.”

		“Apparently so. I just got a glimpse of your difficulty with the “Mrs.” thing,” he said sarcastically. I was the one that interrupted that fling with your boyfriend in the massage room.” The queasiness in Lena’s stomach returned in an instant. “I can’t tell you how much this distresses me, knowing your husband, not to mention the inappropriateness of screwing someone on the sly in the gym’s massage room.”

		“I’m sorry if that bothers you, Mr. Jones, but it is really none of your business,” Lena managed to reply to the man. She was not planning on defending herself.

		“It’s my business when you’re using the facilities.”

		“Well, then if it should ever happen again, I’ll be sure to do it somewhere else.” She was ticked that this Bryan Jones had the audacity to confront her. With the tone of her voice, she didn’t hesitate to communicate her annoyance.

		“I’m sure you will,” Bryan said. “But there is the matter of your adultery to discuss.”

		The word stunned her, momentarily taken off guard. She hadn’t really thought of her quick screw as adultery. That was a term for far more serious sex. “I beg your pardon,” she began again, when she’d regained her composure, “it is none of your business.” Her tone was icy.

		“I’m afraid I’ve made it my business,” Bryan informed her.

		“What do you mean by that?”

		“I just wanted you to know that I’ll be mentioning this to your husband when I see him again.”

		“You what!”

		“I’ve been watching you for the two weeks I’ve been here, aware of who you are. You’re quite a prick tease, aren’t you? How many men have you been screwing behind your husband’s back?”

		“Derek is the only one.”

		“Is he?”

		“He absolutely is!” she snapped. “Not that you have any right to butt in where you’re not wanted.”

		“I see things a little differently, Mrs. Sullivan. Whether it’s one or a dozen, you’ve behaved like a little whore!”

		“Mr. Jones!” Her face was beet red. She would have slapped him if she’d been close at all.

		“Bothers you to hear the truth, doesn’t it? We’ll it’s time you were confronted with your behavior. You’re a promiscuous little brat that needs to be taught a lesson. And that’s exactly what I plan to do.”

		“You wouldn’t tell Jeremy! What kind of demented busy-body are you?”

		“You might say I have my own reasons.”

		He was sly, cold, with a ruthless streak that frightened her.

		“You say you’ve been watching me?”

		“Women of your ilk fascinate me. How duplicitous you can be.”

		“Speaking of duplicitous . . . “she started in angrily. As she spoke, Bryan pushed back in his chair and rose to his feet. Coming around the desk, he towered over the diminutive Lena. Though she packed a good deal of power in her voluptuous five-foot two frame, she felt dwarfed not only by his size, but by the way his energy loomed over her. The smirk on his face suggested he was having a great time at her expense.

		“Duplicitous?” he repeated. “How could I possibly be duplicitous? I haven’t even met you until today. I’m as straight with you as I can be.”

		“What do you want from me?”

		He snickered. “It’s not a matter of what I want, but what you’re going to give me. I’ll keep quiet about your extra-marital dalliance, but you will consent to be punished for your unfaithfulness. I’d recommend the treatment to Jeremy himself, if I clued him in on your behavior. But since you’re so interested in keeping this from him, I’ll do the honors myself.”

		“What do you mean being punished? Treatment?”

		“You’re going to be spanked,” he said, quite matter-of-fact. He moved to a clear space in his office, pulled out an armless chair, and then began rummaging around in a cabinet on the wall.

		“You’re going to what!”

		“Spank you. Paddle your bottom. Make that sassy behind of yours feel an honest wrath.”

		“You’ve got to be kidding,” Lena roared.

		“Oh, but I’m not,” he replied quite calmly.

		“If you think I’m going to allow you to do this, you’re crazy!” She was about to storm out of the office. “This is harassment and I’ll take this to your boss.”

		“Boss? Humm.” He looked at her thoughtfully. “Seems you’re unaware that I own a good piece of this athletic club. It might be hard to take it to any higher authority. Besides, you say anything about this to anyone, I will tell Jeremy Sullivan every detail, and you can be sure that you won’t be allowed back in this gym, ever.”

		She’d stopped at the door. Breathing hard, she couldn’t even think. Never in a million years had she run into a man as brash, bold and cool as this one. What was worse she found his whole despicable act was thrilling her in a most unusual way. But getting a grip on herself, she had to come up with some way to extricate herself from the mess before her entire world was in an uproar. No, Jeremy could never know about Derek. She’d be on her knees begging him not to toss her out, and that was one thing she couldn’t imagine herself doing. The marriage might not have been everything she wanted, but she wasn’t about to throw it away. Marrying a man like Jeremy with looks, brains and a plentiful pocketbook wasn’t something that was all that easy for a woman to do. Besides, she thought she loved him.

		“You say you’re going to spank me, and that’s all?” Lena asked.

		“That’s the gist of it.”

		“And you won’t breathe a word to Jeremy?”

		“Not a word.”

		“Then let’s get it over with,” she said. Practically stomping to his side, she waited while Bryan sat down and adjusted himself in the seat. Seeing the leather paddle, she shivered at the very idea of being paddled like some naughty child. Looking up at her, Bryan smiled, a rather morbid one she thought. Then he pulled her down over his knees with a firm hand to guide her. If this was the only way to get out of the mess, then she’d have to submit.

		It was a cruel shock when Lena felt Bryan’s large hands as they tugged at the waistband of her shorts.

		“You’re not going to take them down!” she cried.

		“Oh, yes I am. You’ll get this on your bare ass!”

		“Oh, no you won’t,” she shouted, and with one quick jerk she propelled herself from the man’s lap and landed unhappily on the linoleum floor.

		“It’s your choice, Lena. I’m not forcing you.” Bryan started to rise.

		“Wait.” She stopped him. Lowering her eyes so she didn’t have to look at him, she took a deep breath, and then climbed back over his lap.

		“I’m glad to see you understand,” he commented. Proceeding according to plan, Bryan tugged at the shorts again, this time lowering the aqua green garment over her hips and thighs exposing Lena Sullivan’s round ass cheeks. “What a tramp you are. No panties? You must have been ready for this.”

		“Please, just get it over with,” Lena retorted.

		“I think you’d better watch your tongue,” Bryan warned. “You’re not in any position to bargain right now.”

		He was obviously right, a circumstance that made the petulant Lena even more enraged. All she could do however was let him have her and hope to escape the man forever. As far as she was concerned, she’d never come back to this gym, ever.

		After waiting an interminable time for the spanking to begin, Bryan suddenly started, letting loose with the paddle for a half dozen opening smacks.

		“Oh, my god that hurts!”

		“My, my, I’ve only begun,” he warned. Ripping off at least a dozen fast smacks, he could see that Lena’s bottom was going to redden rapidly, a fact that spurred him on for more. Alternating cheek to cheek, the paddle flew from one to the other and back again, giving the woman no time to recoup from one stinging shot before the next landed.

		“Ouch! Stop!” She wiggled and roared. But to no avail.

		Bryan Jones, a very practiced and efficient administrator of corporal punishment on misbehaving ladies, took great pains to see that this one was delivered with a thoroughness the woman would not be forgetting any time soon. Each smack delivered the skin turned a more vivid shade. Though her bouncing flesh was becoming blotched and raw, Bryan was still not deterred. He knew full well what was necessary to make an impression on a woman like Lena.

		“Ouch! Oh, my god, stop!” she wailed, as her desperate pleas were turning into sobs. “I’m sorry, I am. Please, please.” Her garbled cries were mixed with tears, her face now as flushed as her scalding behind.

		“You think you’ve learned your lesson, Mrs. Sullivan?” she heard Bryan’s voice above the din of her own noisy bawling.

		“Yes, yes please!” She prayed for some mercy.

		Delivering the last several smacks to each angrily burning cheek, Bryan finished the spanking and laid the paddle down.

		The silence that followed the wild foray was deafening. Neither one wanted to speak. What was there to say? The warmth on Lena’s bottom was extraordinary, and more than pain, that warmth seemed to traverse her body in a lovely flood of delicious energy. Astounded by the fact, she was hard-pressed to understand what was happening to her. She wanted off the man’s lap, but decided against making any rash moves, especially when he was still holding her tightly about the waist.

		“I’m sure you find this treatment old-fashioned, chauvinistic and downright absurd. But believe me, you’ll feel better about a lot of things when you look back on it. Just think of this as washing the slate clean. You’ve paid for your dalliance, now you can resolve to put such things behind you, and be the wife your husband expects.”

		That said, Bryan pushed Lena off his lap and steadied her as she got back on her feet. For an instant, she totally forgot the fact that her shorts had been unceremoniously tossed to the floor and she was standing naked from the waist down. Bryan Jones, after having had a rather intimate view of her behind, was now getting a full view of her womanly treasures as well. Lena Sullivan, a tease whether clothed or not, was quite a lovely sight half naked. The soft bush of black curls between her legs was shaved close, prettily shaped into a small sensuous “V” that pointed directly at her slightly parted labia.

		“Ooo, you horrible man!” she charged, realizing what a view he was getting. Grabbing her shorts off the floor she had them back in place seconds later.

		About to leave the office, Bryan stopped her one more time.

		“By the way, I expect you to enroll in one of my classes. I want to keep a close eye on you.”

		“Frankly I had no intention of returning to this gym under these conditions.”

		“No,” he shook his head. “I don’t think it would be a good idea to change your venue. You’re better off staying right here, unless of course, you want to explain to Jeremy why you’ve made the change.”

		“I could explain it very easily.”

		“And I could still tell him what a lousy wife he has.”

		“You’re going to hold this over my head forever, aren’t you?”

		“No, not forever. But at least for a while I’m going to thoroughly enjoy making sure you behave yourself. I warn you, I will repeat today’s treatment if I have to. And believe me this was just child’s play, so to speak. Your next go round won’t be so easy.”

		If this was easy, Lena didn’t want to know what could be worse.

		“I keep a strap handy, a hairbrush and a cane,” he answered the question for her. “They all have their own special magic.”

		“You really are serious, aren’t you?” Lena said, quite sobered.

		Bryan raised his blonde eyebrows, and smirked.

		“Dead serious, Mrs. Sullivan.”

		

		***

		

		Bryan Jones was exasperating, devious and beyond shame. Not only did he force Lena to attend one hell of a grueling Japanese sword class, he seemed to be present everywhere she was when she was at the gym. Lena couldn’t turn around but that Bryan wasn’t eyeing her from some secretive corner. She could swear he was often in two places at once. The only place he wasn’t able to enter was the woman’s lockers, but that was hardly necessary, since no man was allowed inside. Just for spite, Lena mused about having an affair with a woman, the idea quite appealing; but she had no clue what woman in the club might be as interested in a female/female liaison as she was. Nonetheless, she’d be damned if she’d allow that horrible man to spoil one of the reasons she spent so much time at the gym in the first place. She was just enough brat, and just sly enough to take the man’s restrictions on her behavior as a challenge. Only a matter of time, she told herself, it’s only a matter of time, and I’ll get to him, she vowed.

		Bryan Jones, reading Lena Sullivan’s thoughts, knew the challenge was on, and for his part, he planned to do everything in his power to thwart the recalcitrant wife in her lascivious plans.

		

		While Lena remained good as gold in the athletic club, she wasn’t above a few dates from admirers that led her to the back of cozy bars for a glass of wine and a little innocent tête-à-tête. There was really nothing scandalous about her brief encounters with these men. Just some laughs and little playful banter, and occasionally a straying hand. She had no intention of giving Bryan Jones any real ammunition. It was just the idea of being naughty that made these moments such devilish fun. That was of course, until she found herself in the clutches of Mark Wainright. She’d had her eyes on the man for years, long before she’d met Jeremy. Having run into him at numerous parties and flirting with him on occasion, she just couldn’t help herself when she found he’d joined the athletic club and was regularly working out at the same time she did. To her delight and consternation, for the first time ever, Mark Wainright seemed to truly notice her. His attentions were difficult to oppose, especially since she wanted them so much.

		“I am married,” she whispered to him one morning, after he suggested they have coffee together when they were finished with their workout. “And these walls have ears.” She looked around suspiciously.

		“Oh,” he whispered back. “Then I’ll meet you down at the Parkside Cafe at ten.” Mark seemed rather amused by her deviousness, but completely willing to play along.

		Lena’s only fear was that Bryan Jones, watching as usual, read too much into the brief exchange. For the three weeks since he’d spanked her, she’d kept clear of him, other than the required class. The truth was, the workout he gave her was actually having some positive effect. Fighting with Kendo swords allowed her to get her aggressions out, especially when it was Bryan himself she was paired with. She never won, but as the days went on, she was beginning to get in some good cuts. Bryan was noticeably impressed. Unfortunately, he still kept as keen an eye on her as he had the first day after their confrontation. On this occasion, just to throw him off guard, she made a bogus call within his earshot, supposedly making arrangements with her friend Meg to meet her at the mall when she was finished at the gym. Lena was a subtle and effective actress, so she thought. Nothing would spoil her date with Mark.

		Coffee with Mark Wainright turned out to be everything she’d hoped for. He was charming, witty, and very sexy, coming on to her with such sensuous words and hands-on affection, she would have climbed into bed with him in a second. In a quiet corner of the cafe, they were well away from the other customers. Well into their conversation, Mark’s hands were playfully making their way up her thigh when she sat up straight, changed her expression in an instant, having just spotted Bryan Jones. The man literally appeared out of thin air. He was some distance from her, so she couldn’t be sure if he’d really seen her, and then he moved on. Lena was left with an anxiously beating heart. The remainder of her date with Mark was spoiled, though she tried not to let on. When the two parted, it was with the agreement that they’d have to get together again. Though Lena was afraid that it wouldn’t be very soon.

		

		The next day, Lena was at the gym as usual. Finishing her workout she was about to leave when she felt Bryan’s presence next to her; that overwhelming feeling of being captured making her quake both inside and out.

		“I see you’re still up to your old unfaithful tricks, Mrs. Sullivan.”

		“What do you mean?” she replied innocently.

		“You’re so easy to read, you wear your lust on your sleeve. I guess it’s time for another session.”

		“It most certainly is not!” she exclaimed. She tried brushing past him, but Bryan grabbed her arm.

		“I wonder what Jeremy would think if he knew that you were a regular at the cafes and bars around town, a new man on your arm every few days? I wonder what he’d think if he knew you were practically lip-locked with Mark Wainright yesterday morning?”

		“We were nothing of the kind,” she snapped haughtily. “It was a totally innocent cup of coffee.”

		Bryan laughed.

		“Get your butt in my office, take down your shorts and bend over my desk. I’ll be in there in a couple of minutes to take care of business.”

		“If you think I’m going to do that, you have another thing coming,” she barked nastily at him.

		“Suit yourself; I’ll be seeing Jeremy tomorrow. That’s as good a day as any to burst his marital bubble with a hearty dose of reality.”

		“You . . . you . . .” she seethed, not finding words that suited her to describe the feeling of hatred that welled inside her small frame.

		“In my office, shorts down, over the desk,” he repeated his earlier orders. This time there was no mirth in his delivery. Severe, cold and without an ounce of compassion, there was no question that he was dead serious.

		

		Lena waited in Bryan Jones office as she was told. Her pants down, she bent over his desk, feeling completely ridiculous. What if someone other than Bryan entered the unlocked office? She’d be mortified. And yet, Bryan had managed to instill the fear of god in her that made her do exactly what he said. Then too, there was something rather intriguing about these sessions of his.

		After fifteen minutes Lena was tired of waiting. Standing up, she pulled her shorts back over her bottom and began moseying about the office. Curious about the cabinet on the wall where he’d gotten the leather spanking paddle, she tried the latch. Finding it unlocked, she peeked inside. Her eyes grew wide in wonder, as she opened the cabinet door further so she could view the array of implements hanging from hooks inside. Several hair brushes, paddles both wood and leather, a cane and several other things she couldn’t quite describe.

		“So you’re a flagrant sneak as well as an adulteress?” At the sound of Bryan’s voice, Lena slammed the door and turned around. An expression reminiscent of a guilty child appeared on her flushed face.

		“I . . .” she couldn’t say a word.

		“You know, Mrs. Sullivan, you’re your own worst enemy.”

		Still too stunned to move, Lena watched the intrepid man move toward her, having a feeling the entire time that he was going to attack her. Instead, he took her by the arm, led her back to the desk and thrust her firmly over the end. His hands at her waist, he jerked the shorts off her behind, and stared down at her bottom. When he placed his hand on her buttocks, she could feel the warmth from it vibrate through her everywhere. He massaged her gently for just an instant and then drew his strong arm back and brought it down, the palm of his hand connecting with her behind. After a dozen swift smacks, he stopped and moved toward the cabinet.

		“Now that you’ve seen my wares, I won’t hesitate to use them all,” he snickered.

		“You wouldn’t,” she said, turning just enough so she could see his taunting expression.

		“Don’t tempt me, Lena,” he said, his words grim, his smile faded. Reaching inside the cabinet, Bryan withdrew a wooden paddle and a small cane. The sight of both made Lena wince and turn away.

		“Please not too hard,” she said, her voice meek and pleading.

		“What would be the point if I was easy on you?” he said. “No, you’ll get the lesson this time, I assure you. Because next time, I won’t really have any choice but to invite your husband along.” Approaching Lena’s bare bottom, Bryan eyed the sight for some minutes. She truly had one of the most spankable rear ends he’d had the pleasure of disciplining in some time. The full round globes were creamy white, not a blemish on the lovely skin. Making a perfect valentine when her legs were locked together, this lovely derriere was like an empty canvas waiting to be painted.

		Beginning with the paddle, the two-foot long, half-inch thick wood provided a devilish smack. Its opening shot packed a wallop that immediately left a red rectangular imprint on Lena’s skin.

		“Oh, god, I’m not going to be able to stand it!” she roared instantly.

		“I should warn you, this is not a sound-proof room,” Bryan reminded her before he reared back for the second smack.

		“Yeeeawww, gawd!” she cried, though this cry she tried to squelch in light of Bryan’s warning.

		After a third, a fourth and fifth angry strike, Lena’s bottom was not only bright red, it stung like the dickens. She didn’t think she could take any more. Unfortunately, the determined instructor was only getting started. Once again, he continued with a series of smacks, a pause and then another series, only to start the treatment all over. The pauses were just long enough for them both to catch their breath, and for the sting to die away just enough so Lena could accommodate another blast.

		The longer the punishment went on the louder Lena’s cries became. Even though she knew that there might be listening ears on the other side of the office door, she couldn’t help herself. The hurt was just too acute to squelch the agony. She tried to wiggle away from the assault, but that only made Bryan angry. He’d draw her back in place with a firm hand, scowling nastily. Just when Lena was thinking that he would never stop, the man dropped the paddle on the desk next to her. Landing with a thud near her head, she could almost feel the heat from it. Cringing, she turned away.

		“Well, Lena. Just the finale is all that’s left,” Bryan announced.

		“More!” She was almost frantic the way her bottom burned; she couldn’t imagine having to endure more punishment. At that moment, the cane whistled through the air as if it was slicing the atoms in two.

		“Not that!” she wailed standing upright.

		He pushed her back in place.

		“Six should do, if you behave. Of course, I could go the entire dozen if you want to be difficult.”

		“No, no,” she pleaded with him.

		

		The tears streaming down her face were really quite a nice touch, Bryan thought to himself. He couldn’t remember when he’d more enjoyed giving a brat her due.

		With Lena Sullivan poised and ready, he drew back the cane, and let the thin reed cut through the air to land with a snap in the center of her crimson cheeks. A dark ribbon of red began to rise on the surface of her skin, as Lena moaned in agony. Drawing the cane back again, Bryan repeated the process five times more, each time, each well thought out cut, sliced a new line of woe on the punished bottom. These cuts were not harsh enough to do any long term damage, in fact they would probably last only a day; but even staying that long, they would communicate the severity of her crimes and the sincerity of his purpose.

		When Bryan was finished, he picked up the paddle from the desk and deposited both implements in the cabinet. Then returning to Lena’s side, he rested his hand on her hot behind. A gentle massage followed, a circumstance that the recovering young wife had not expected.

		“Oh, my!” she gasped, as she felt the warmth of Bryan’s hand match the heat on her skin.

		“I trust you’ve heard my message clearly, Mrs. Sullivan?”

		“Oh, my yes,” she replied.

		To his ardent caress, Lena had to struggle not to reply. Her loins were charged with sexual heat raised to a degree she’d never experienced before. All she could think of was this horrible man turning her about and screwing her silly right there on his desk. When the man’s hands began to double their efforts, Lena’s faint attempt to hold back her arousal was completely cast aside. This was way too much temptation to contest.

		“I thought you’d respond this way, my little brat,” Bryan purred to her.

		“You thought what?” She was confused. “I thought you were trying to keep me faithful not make it worse.”

		“Humph! Sometimes, even I can’t help myself, when there’s a woman as tempting as you.” His hands were roving deeply into the crevice between her cheeks. She parted her thighs to allow him easier access, and before she could utter one word of protest, because there was really no protest left in her, she felt Bryan’s Jones erection penetrate her squarely in her center. From there, the two rocketed to a quick and glorious end.

		

		After the swift copulation was over, Bryan withdrew, turned her about and they kissed deeply.

		“What are you doing to me?” she gasped, much too bewildered to understand what had really happened.

		“Something I think you needed,” he replied.

		“Are you telling me that all that business about my behaving was just to get inside my pants?” she asked.

		“Not at all, Mrs. Sullivan. And it doesn’t change a thing.”

		The two pulled away, the desire still leap-frogging between them. But Bryan resumed his arrogant air, and a tone of judgment.

		“Well then, what does it mean?” Lena asked.

		Bryan took his seat behind the desk, assuming an official posture. “It means that you’re still going to behave yourself, that you’re not going to be accepting dates from other men and if you do, you’ll still be spanked.”

		“Is that all?”

		“It also means that I’ll give you what you want in sexual favors. I doubt that you’d find a lover more suited to the task.”

		Lena wasn’t about to argue. Half of her hated him for the way he treated her, the other half, however, was instantly in love with the thought that this man, more than any man she’d ever met was a match for her bratty, reckless spirit. Their relationship might be one rocky ride, but she had no doubt it would be worth the fight.

		

		For all of Lena’s flirtatious dabbling, she was suddenly propelled in another direction with the event in Bryan Jone’s office. He was now the only man in her thoughts, her mind and body possessed with the need to have him. But this wasn’t any simple sexual dalliance—easily won and easily tossed aside. No, this was a more delicate matter that required some real finesse. What she liked most about the mini-war she was waging with him was the intrigue of it, and the ultimate challenge for an enterprising female. While Lena knew he was determined to be in control no matter what, what she desired most was to take that control away from him. Knowing how skillful she was with men, she planned to have the so called dominant eating out of the palm of her hand.

		

		***

		

		For several weeks Lena and Bryan Jones enjoyed a curious if not completely different sort of love affair. She would flirt, openly and shamelessly in front of Bryan’s eyes, only to have the indignant dominant haul her to his office every few days to discipline her naughty behind. The spankings were hot and blistering, Bryan finding an opportunity to use every one of the implements in his cabinet. Lena, while never really wanting to submit to them, was always wildly aroused when the sessions were over, which led to a furious coupling with her potent lover. Other than the steamy conflagrations their relationship was much the same as it had been before, each party having a good of disdain for the other, as if there was no real affection or regard between them. That sort of thing didn’t seem to matter since their affair was founded only on sex and punishment, which was all the satisfaction the two required.

		As two months passed however, the excitement began to fade for Lena. Dalliances with other men became more attractive, and she took some of her flirtations to more intimate stages.

		“You’re playing with fire,” Bryan warned her one afternoon after they’d had a fierce and steamy session with the paddle and sex. For Lena it had been physically satisfying, but she couldn’t wait to leave Bryan’s office, finding that when they weren’t hotly engaged she couldn’t stand to hang around the man. (She’d even stopped the sword classes having slightly sprained her foot one day. She’d made her excuses to him, which he accepted, and she never returned to the class.)

		“Don’t we always play with fire?” she sassed her retort.

		“There’re several men you’re getting to cozy with. I want it to stop.”

		“Jealous are we?” It was her turn to snicker, see if he’d really squirm, now that he had something from her he didn’t want to give up.

		“I’m never jealous,” he answered her. “But I’d suggest that you stick to the rules that have kept this affair in control, unless you want to let the cat out of the bag with your husband.

		“Seems to me you’re in this as thick as I am. I’m not sure Jeremy would respond the same way he might have, knowing that you’ve been taking advantage of his wife’s personal treasures while you’ve been performing this noble service.”

		“You can test me if you want,” Bryan warned. “But I really don’t recommend it.”

		Lena didn’t let his threats get to her. She was in just the spot she wanted to be, taking the upper-hand and loving it.

		

		More and more annoyed with Bryan, Lena’s creative mind began to envision ways that she could end their relationship altogether. She knew she’d miss the sex, but even for a passionate and sometimes shallow flirt, she was missing something with nothing more than sex twice a week and very sore bottom. Smart enough to know that the two went hand in hand, she imagined that there might be something even more spectacular. Spanking, sex and a little affection thrown in to fulfill all the necessary elements. To find the affection however, she’d have to find another man.

		Quite by chance, the undoing of her relationship with Bryan began almost as an accident, when she ran into Everett Stack, the Athletics Club’s principle owner, at a late afternoon cocktail party she was attending with Jeremy. Her husband having spied an attorney he needed to speak with was off to the other side of the hotel’s pool-side patio.

		“I’ll only be a minute,” he told Lena.

		“But you will be back soon? You promised not to leave me by myself,” she reminded him.

		“I promise, darling,” he said, giving her a perfunctory peck on the cheek.

		With him off for at least an hour, Lena strolled about the party, suddenly taken with the sight of Everett standing by himself. She’d only seen the man a few times at the club. While he was a fine specimen of masculinity, he obviously didn’t do his working out inside his own establishment. Lena imagined that he was a terror on the tennis courts, given the healthy tan and the sun-bleached hair. For a man that had to be nearly forty, he looked little more than thirty.

		“Lovely gathering,” she said, as she moved in on him.

		“Yes, it is,” he said. “Though I’d rather be outside somewhere this time of day.”

		“On the tennis courts?” she guessed.

		“Either that or on the beach.”

		“Ah, a sun-worshipper. I should have guessed.”

		“I’m in the middle of a volleyball tournament, actually.”

		“Really?” That didn’t surprise her. He had a bit of a beach bum look to him. “Is that why you’re never at your club?”

		“You go there?”

		All the time.”

		“Nice facilities?” he asked, as though he really didn’t know.

		“Yes. Quite. The best in town. But . . .”

		“But what?”

		“I was thinking of changing gyms.”

		“Why’s that?” He looked a little more interested.

		“Oh, nothing really. It’s just time for a move, I think.”

		“If there’s something about the club I should know, please tell me.”

		Lena’s mind going a mile a minute, her scheme surfaced to the delight of her devious nature. “It’s not much. Just a personality conflict more than anything.”

		“With who?”

		“Now you’re really putting me on the spot,” she joked lightly. “I’m not a tattle.”

		“You are Lena Sullivan? Jeremy Sullivan’s wife?” he asked as if he was trying to remember her from some other occasion.

		“Yes,” she replied.

		“Believe me, it’s clients like you that I need to keep at the club. While I may not go there myself, I do expect the place to add to my fortunes.”

		“My, you’re making this very difficult,” Lena remarked, looking thoughtful. She liked the way Everett was responding, exactly as she hoped. “Well, if you must know, I have a small problem with your new partner. He is your new partner, Bryan Jones?”

		“Yes, he’s bought a quarter share of the place. What’s the problem?”

		“It’s really more personal than anything.” She acted as if she wasn’t going to tell him more, even though the inflection in her voice begged him to keep probing.

		“I certainly hope there isn’t any kind of harassment going on. I won’t tolerate that.” His voice deepened as he became more serious.

		“We’ll it’s not exactly harassment, not really.”

		“You’re not convincing me, Mrs. Sullivan.” Everett looked rather stern, he wanted a straight answer.

		“It’s kind of delicate, actually” she hedged, as she was trying to think of the proper way to put her words. “Mr. Jones and I, Bryan, we’ve had a little something . . . on the side.” Lena blushed at the perfect moment.

		Everett Stack viewed her pretty face and all that she was trying to communicate. “Ah, I think I see,” he said.

		“And now, well, when I want to end things, he’s clinging a bit too much.”

		“Bryan? Really? He doesn’t impress me as the type.”

		“Oh, he’s the type all right, very controlling.”

		“Seems I’ve heard that before somewhere.” Everett pursed his lips, his brow knit as though he was trying to recall. “I was hoping that his Oriental bent might add a useful aura to the place.”

		“I suppose in some ways that could be beneficial,” Lena agreed. “But to have such a controlling kind of presence there . . . well for an independent women like myself, he does come on strong. I’m not sure he’s the best thing for the Downtown Athletic Club, not when you count on so many women to ‘add to your fortunes’.”

		“You think this might be a pattern for Mr. Jones?”

		“I couldn’t say, I only know that he’s making things rather dicey for me. He’s says he’ll tell my husband, which of course would be very unfortunate.”

		“Of course,” Everett replied, understanding fully. “I’m sorry this has become a problem.”

		“Oh, I can handle it. But, please, I’d appreciate your keeping it quiet. I’m so embarrassed that I let it go this far.”

		“I have rules, Mrs. Sullivan, should I call you Lena?”

		“By all means.”

		“I have a rule for my employees at the club, Lena. I don’t look fondly on them fraternizing with the clients, certainly not with married ones. It could come back to haunt me.”

		“Oh, I’m sure this will blow over,” she tried to assure him. “And please, don’t breathe a word of it to anyone.” She looked desperate, almost frightened, good little actress that she was.

		“I wouldn’t do anything to harm your marriage. Trust me,” he returned kindly.

		Lena left the man deep in his thoughts. She wasn’t sure if there would be anything to come of the matter, but at the very least she’d given it her best shot. In the back of her mind, she was thinking that if nothing else, she might find a seduction of Everett Stack another delightful possibility—and one away from the athletic club, all the better. She’d file the information away for future reference.

		

		Two days later, when Lena arrived at the gym, she was shocked to discover that Bryan Jones had cleared out. His office was empty, a janitor sweeping away the last bit of dust and crumbs. The desk, the cabinet, the oriental paraphernalia had all vanished just as the commanding presence of the man was gone as well.

		Lena had imagined many different possibilities as a result of her talk with Everett. But this was not one of them. She was noticeably rattled by the abrupt turn of events.

		“Where is Mr. Jones?” she inquired of Cathy, the young receptionist in the front lobby.

		“I think he had a falling out with Ev,” she whispered, as though no one should hear.

		“Really? What could that have been about?”

		“Yeah. He actually showed up the other day. Had a long conversation with Bryan, closed doors. The whole works. “

		“Well, I’m amazed,” Lena returned. “I thought he was a fixture around here.”

		“Apparently not,” Cathy continued to whisper. “I think he was playing around with the female clientele a little more than suited Ev.”

		Lena wasn’t sure how to take the news, but she was relieved that her sessions with Bryan were finished. There might have been some regret, after all, the sex had been great, and even the punishment was exhilarating; but she had the feeling that their relationship was a mistake from the very beginning. She only hoped that it wouldn’t suddenly rear its ugly head again when she least expected.

		

		For several days, Lena’s life at the gym was better than ever. Without having to look over her shoulder every few minutes to see if Bryan was spying on her extra-marital activities, she was free to flirt and play to her heart’s content. She wasn’t sure what she was looking for: another Derek? Another tempestuous affair with another man? Or just some innocent fun? In any event, she was glad she didn’t have to worry about being spanked every time she turned around.

		In the middle of her workout one Wednesday morning, she was summoned to the phone by Cathy.

		“Your husband’s on the line.”

		“He knows I don’t like being interrupted,” she said annoyed.

		“He said it was urgent.”

		Grudgingly, Lena pulled herself away from the ski machine, toweled off the sweat and made her way to the phone. “Hello Jeremy,” she said with a good deal of exasperation in her voice.

		“Hi hon,” Jeremy replied cheerily. “Have a few minutes?”

		“I thought this was urgent.”

		“If I didn’t say it was urgent you probably wouldn’t have come to the phone,” he stated honestly.

		“You’re right about that, but that still means I’m in the middle of my workout, what do you need?”

		“Just you, at the office when you’re free.”

		“Today? Now?” This was unusual. Her stomach did a little flip-flop, wondering why.

		“Guess who’s in town?”

		“I haven’t a clue.”

		“Steve Williams. Dropped by out of the blue, and wants us to take us to lunch.”

		“Steve? Really?” For a minute she was worried that this unexpected request had something to do with Bryan. She was relieved when it wasn’t.

		“Surprise, isn’t it?”

		“Yeah. I’d love to see him.”

		The conversation ended swiftly, leaving Lena with a smile on her face. Steve was someone she hadn’t seen in months, a dashing, rebel sort of guy that was always running off somewhere around the world, then reappearing in their lives for brief evenings. Once he’d even gotten romantic with her, something she wished might have been culminated. But even though it hadn’t, he was still one man she would go out of her way to meet for lunch. Dropping the rest of her workout, Lena rushed home to shower and get ready. She was not about to meet Steve fresh from the gym. Ready by eleven-thirty, she caught a taxi to take her downtown.

		In Jeremy’s office building Lena took the elevator to the eleventh floor, excitedly recalling the last time that she’d seen Steve Williams. If she remembered right, he was just back from a trek through the jungles of Peru. For two hours during dinner he’d smiled broadly telling his hair-raising tales of being in the savage wilds. Lena was thoroughly fascinated. Stepping off the elevator, she was deep in those memories. Even as she swept past the secretary outside Jeremy’s office—“He’s expecting me,” Lena shot off at Doris—she was happily awaiting Steve’s warm hug and an afternoon of fun.

		However, what greeted Lena on the inside Jeremy’s office made her stop abruptly in her tracks. Jeremy sat behind his desk as casual as you please, but it was not Steve Williams but Bryan Jones that sat opposite him, the martial arts instructor leaning back in the chair, his ankle resting on the opposite knee, a wicked smirk gracing his handsome face.

		“Steve Williams, isn’t here, is he?” Lena asked in halting words as she appraised the horrifying sight.

		“No, he’s not,” Jeremy replied, evenly. “Why don’t you come in and have a seat. I was just listening to some very interesting information from Bryan.”

		Lena couldn’t guess the scoundrel’s motives for this visit. Was he spilling out the whole truth? Some tampered version of his own? Was he there to suggest that she’d cost him his position at the Athletic Club? Or was he there simply because he was an evil man bent on destroying her life.

		Sitting in the chair opposite her opponent, Lena glared at the man, then turned and smiled at her husband.

		“Seems you’ve been playing me for a real chump,” Jeremy started the conversation.

		“I have?” she asked, trying to look as innocent as possible.

		“You’ve always been an unconscionable flirt. That’s part of the reason I married you. But I hadn’t expected you to be quite so bold once we got married.”

		There was a lump in her throat as big as a grapefruit, while at the same time her mind was a whir trying to figure out what explanation might placate her husband. Unfortunately there was no explanation that could back her out of this tight spot. Maybe her conversation with Everett Stack was a stupid move, if it meant that Bryan just ran to Jeremy with the truth.

		“I was suspicious of your time at the gym. I’m not a fool, Lena. It takes an hour, maybe an hour and a half to get through a reasonable routine. But three hours, several times a week? It would make any man suspicious. When I learned that Bryan was going to work there, I asked him to keep an eye on you, just to see what was so fascinating. He’s told me a lot.” Jeremy said all this with a perfectly calm expression that only made Lena more terrified of what was to follow.

		“I suppose he’s told you every move I’ve made?” she said. She turned to the man in question with a vile gleam in her eye.

		“He told me that he caught you screwing one of the other guests in a massage room, yes. And how you flirt with every decent looking guy that comes into the club.”

		“That’s hardly fair. I’m much more selective than that!” she retorted.

		“How you often have a private coffee or lunch date afterwards. No telling how many of these men you’ve screwed.”

		“I haven’t screwed any of them!” she raised her voice. “If he told you that it’s out of spite, because he’s lying.”

		“You want to deny that you were with this Derek?”

		“No,” she admitted.

		“That you have had a number dates with men from the club?”

		“No,” she admitted again. “Except for that once, I haven’t been unfaithful.”

		Jeremy raised his eyebrows as if he knew otherwise. He looked at Bryan and then back at her.

		“Well, I suppose he’s told you about that too?” she queried him.

		“When it was clear that I had a deceitful wife on my hands, Bryan and I had a meeting of the minds. We decided to teach you a lesson, one you were certain not to forget.”

		“So you had him spank me?” She was shocked.

		“Nice touch don’t you think?”

		She was livid, but hardly had grounds to protest. “And part of the lesson was for him to come on to me?” she blurted out, now realizing how she’d been duped by both men.

		“I only suggested to Bryan that if you were willing, I wouldn’t mind, partly just to see if you would agree to it, and partly—since I suspected you wouldn’t turn him down—I figured if you were having sex with him, under terms I laid out, you wouldn’t be as likely to have sex with anyone else.”

		“Why you devious, conniving SOB!” she roared, about to come up out of the chair and slug the haughty man she called her husband.

		“Hold it down, Lena,” Jeremy countered.

		“I don’t know which of you animals to hate more!”

		“Don’t you want to claim responsibility for some of this?” Jeremy suggested.

		“I might have, but now I don’t know how I could have won in this situation.”

		“You could have won by being faithful in the first place.”

		That truth stuck her heart like an arrow, but she was still so mad she could hardly contain a scream of frustration. Looking steadily into her husband’s eyes however, she knew that she had no excuses, no explanation, nothing but the embarrassment remaining. The wind was out of her sails with her game uncovered, and she sat back in her chair listlessly, all the pretty features looking as glum as they ever would. Completely deflated, tears began to well in her eyes.

		“So what is it you want from me now?” she asked.

		“I think this is where I cut out,” Bryan suddenly jumped in before Jeremy could reply. “What’s left is between husband and wife, and I’m not part of that equation.”

		“Why were you here at all?” Lena wondered.

		“To add the reality, darling Lena,” he said. “And by the way, if you think you got me fired from the gym don’t count yourself so important. Ev and I decided weeks ago that the club wasn’t my best venue.” He leaned forward in his chair, his hand gently tapping her on the cheek. “Everett thought your conversation with him was a great joke.” He could have played up his triumph, but thankfully he planned to leave the triumph for Jeremy alone. With a nod from the appreciative husband and scowl from Lena he exited the room, leaving an enormous silence in his place.

		The couple stared at each other. Lena wondered if there was any way to repair the damage that had been done. At the same time Jeremy was about to suggest just what would heal their broken marriage.

		“So what do we do now?” she asked.

		Jeremy, cool as a cucumber, sat back scrutinizing his wife with a thoughtful eye, and an expression almost of amusement. “I think in some ways we have to start over,” he said, “ if you want to stay married. Though, trust me, I’m not beyond getting a quick divorce. If that’s what you want?”

		“No, I don’t think so,” she replied.

		“You don’t think so?”

		“I haven’t been much of a wife, Jeremy, but I think it’s possible for that to change.”

		Her husband nodded.

		“I think so too,” he agreed. I think we both have some changing to do if we’re going to make the marriage work.”

		It was a relief to hear his words.

		“I’ve made a few decisions. Assuming you want to make a sincere effort?”

		“Yes I do. Absolutely.”

		“Then what will happen, love, is that you’ll quit the gym. You’ll take a job here in my company. I have a perfect position opening up next week. You can start training today.”

		Lena’s eyes widened in surprise. He’d said change, but she never imagined anything happening so fast.

		“And since Bryan thinks you have a need for good discipline, he suggested that I continue the remedy he used. In fact, he was kind enough to give me a few implements that he thought were your favorites.”

		More shock, more surprise, more wide disbelieving eyes.

		“You’re going to spank me?”

		“I think I have the right to before any other man.”

		Jeremy’s logic was sound, but for Lena the idea of her husband disciplining her seemed even more terrifying than submitting to Bryan Jones.

		“Are you thinking just this once?” she tried venturing gingerly into his thoughts.

		“You think once would set the record straight?”

		“I’m not sure what would,” she replied honestly.

		“Well then, let me be the judge, darling. As long as I’ll have you here in the building with me every day, you’ll be readily available when I want you.”

		“Here? Right here?” She was aghast.

		“I look at this as a way for us to get closer. Let’s try you in my lap, Bryan says that’s a good way to begin.”

		The very idea that Bryan and Jeremy had talked in detail about her previous spankings was cause for more embarrassment, but she wasn’t given time to think about that. Jeremy was on his feet, pulling her to hers. Adjourning to the leather couch a few feet away, the efficient executive sat down, Lena going over his lap. The prodigal wife was about to get the first of many spankings from a very determined husband.

		Even though Jeremy had imagined the act many times, having had many conversations with Bryan over his wife’s deportment and her spankings, he was looking forward to being the disciplinarian. It even occurred to him that he might have been better off handling things himself from the outset. But he refused to let that thought plague him now. From now on things would be different, his run-around wife would get her paddlings from him first hand. And he was right, this was exactly what she’d been crying out for with all her promiscuous behavior.

		Delighted by the promise of this first session, Jeremy took his time raising Lena’s short brown skirt. To his amazement, he discovered that she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath, just her garter belt and hose.

		“Is this how you always dress?” he asked her.

		“Yes,” she said meekly.

		“Seems like that would expose you rather easily if you were to bend down,” he observed.

		“I guess so,” she answered. She wished to hell that he’d get started. The sooner started, the sooner it would be over. Jeremy who was used to rash and decisive actions, was uncharacteristically taking his time, as though he had all day to complete the task. Each second that ticked by while she waited for the assault, she became more nervous. In the time it took for her husband to begin, the reality of the situation really hit. Her husband, Jeremy, the man she was supposed to love forever was punishing her for her promiscuous behavior. Something actually seemed right about it, far more right than it had been with Bryan. That twisted scenario she never would understand. But this she did. By the time the first strike landed, Lena was beginning to feel as if she really did deserve and want this treatment. All along she’d wanted more attention from her husband, and though this was a strange way to get it, she had the feeling that she’d be as satisfied as he was by the time it was over. There was an affectionate feel to it that had never been with Bryan.

		

		For this inaugural spanking, Jeremy chose a hairbrush, one of the many items that the martial arts instructor had passed on to him. The rosewood colored backside of the brush was quite lovely to look at, though he could imagine Lena would have a different point of view. A large, oval shape the impact was sure to raise quite a sting.

		Smack! The first strike of the hairbrush landed squarely in the center of one of her white mounds. A second strike landed on the other side. Quickly gaining momentum, Jeremy soon peppered both sides, alternating cheeks, raising a scarlet blush as well as Lena’s impassioned cries.

		“Ouch, oh that hurts!” she wailed at one point, struggling against her husband’s firm grasp.

		Jeremy liked her howling. That way he knew it was hot and stinging, and very uncomfortable, exactly what she needed most. A few strikes, he’d pause for just a moment, but then resume moments after her cries died away. He kept up the steady pace for at least ten minutes, until his poor wife was sobbing, begging him with all she was worth for some mercy.

		“Are you going to be flirting with other men?” he asked her directly, just as another smack landed.

		“No!” she wailed.

		“No more coming on to men?” Smack!

		“No, oh, please stop!” she answered back.

		“No more cozy dates?” Smack!

		“No, no. No more!” she agreed.

		“Do I have your promise?” And yet another stinging smack landed.

		“Yes, yes. You have my promise. Just please stop!” she cried.

		“And you’ll submit to being spanked any time I think it’s required.”

		On that, Lena had to think for a moment, but as the smacks of the hairbrush started raining down on her at a furious clip once again, she finally howled, “Yes, yes, yes!”

		After these last cries, Jeremy put the hairbrush down.

		

		Massaging his wife’s behind afterwards, Jeremy relished the lovely warmth her sore cheeks were transmitting. He couldn’t think of a better way to wreak his revenge on his mis-behaving wife and gain some control over her. He only hoped that the spankings would work.

		“You know, Lena. I hate to say this, but unless this has some effect on you, I’ve reached the end of the line.” He warned her with a stern voice. “Is that understood?”

		“Yes, yes it is,” she sobbed. Feeling the lush sensations of his caressing hand Lena Sullivan was fast moving into an erotic frame of mind, though she would have to struggle to remain mindful of her husband’s queries. She understood full well that her relationship was in jeopardy. If she still wanted the marriage, she would have to carefully follow her husband’s lead.

		“I expect your complete fidelity, and I’ll do everything in my power to have it, but I need to have your desire to remain faithful.”

		“I know.”

		“And do I have that?”

		“Yes. I’m so sorry, Jeremy, that I started this. I guess I didn’t treat being married seriously.”

		“No, I should say you didn’t. But you will now, and so will I,” he assured her.

		“Yes, I will.” She was sincere as she knew how to be.

		So many wonderful feelings flowing through her at that moment, Lena couldn’t keep her lust to herself. As the sexual heat grew stronger, she realized that it wasn’t Bryan that had turned her on with his stern spankings; it was the spankings themselves that aroused her, and she let herself go, overtly responding to her husband’s fondling hands.

		Picking up the message quickly, Jeremy had his wife off his lap and in his arms, their lips meeting in a deep kiss, reminiscent of the passion that started their relationship. Tearing off each other’s clothes, the two spent much of the afternoon, arms locked, hips locked and lips locked in sexual heat. Climaxing several times, even while the phone rang and there were knocks on the door and their happy cries were certainly heard outside the office, this intermission from the rest of their lives was a start at putting their marriage and their love life back together.

		

		For Lena, she knew that it would be Jeremy and only Jeremy that she’d be flirting with, unless of course she wanted to have a good blistering of her behind. She even thought that might actually be a possibility—flirting, just so she could get that good old-fashioned wrath coming down on her. But at least for a while she’d keep her eyes and heart totally in one direction. Especially since it looked as if that direction might be one worth what she gave up in private tête-à-tête and secretive rendezvous. Maybe Jeremy, her own husband, was exactly the kind of man she really needed? The sexual thrills couldn’t be better, and when he spanked her there was something so different than it had been with Bryan. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but she thought it might have something to do with love.

		

		For Jeremy, with his constant watchful eye, and especially the spankings as a constant threat, he was sure that his reckless wife would be mending her ways. Lena Sullivan would be a reformed wife. After all, he had Bryan Jones hairbrush, wooden paddle and leather strap hanging in the cabinet in his office just to make sure. A matching of set implements would remain at home. With that and a little affection thrown in just for good measure, he had all he needed to keep his saucy flirt happy and behaving.

		

		

		Dangerous Schemes

		

		Janice Archer swished her ample bottom as she strolled through the bar. Spotting Dak Bridges nursing his club soda and gin, she smiled. Her skirt was tight and short, her lipstick red, her red hair wild, and her bosomy torso as abundantly displayed as the rest of Janice’s flesh. Freckles, dazzling green eyes and a smile that went on for weeks told volumes about Janice’s bright disposition and lust for sensual things. Above all, she was a sensuous woman, daring the world to gawk at her glorious features. She made a habit of winking at men, suggesting that they might want to get to know her better. She was winking at Dak now.

		“Damn, you’re a sight for sore eyes,” he exclaimed. He almost forgot to mute his enthusiasm for her under the mask of his dominant persona.

		“And for horny ones too,” she whispered to him breathlessly.

		“Sit down,” he said, pulling out a chair.

		Janice obliged him. Squirming onto her seat, she watched as Dak’s eyes traveled to her derriere. Like jump-starting an engine, her sexual one was idling fast.

		“Glad you could meet me again,” he said. “I ordered you lemonade and vodka. That is what you drink?”

		Perfect,” she answered. “And why wouldn’t I meet you? We had such a good time on our last appointment, short as it was.”

		Dak Bridges considered Janice Archer one of his better finds. He wasn’t sure how submissive the woman was, but she had a burning need to be spanked, and he was perfectly willing to accommodate that need, and good deal more. He had plans for the redheaded vixen that could make them both some money while they took a rollicking joy-ride into one uproarious sexual diversion after another.

		“So, that sassy ass of yours ready for another trip over my lap?” he asked.

		“My sassy ass is already burning,” she replied.

		“Before I’ve even done a thing?”

		“Well, isn’t your hand itching for a good spanking?” she suggested to him.

		“My hand can’t wait,” he said. “But I should warn you, you’ll get more than my hand on your hot ass this time.”

		“Ooo,” she purred, lips puckering. “I should worry?”

		“Yes, you should. I’ll add some pain to match the bright mess I’m going to make of your rear.”

		With every weighted comment he made, her heart was skipping beats, beginning to pound so hard that she could feel it in her crotch and everywhere else.

		“So, perhaps you should tell me what naughty things you’ve done this week,” Dak suggested.

		Janice sipped her drink through the tiny cocktail straw, her full lips making the act as erotic as a blow-job. She considered his request. “The naughtiest things I do are with you,” she admitted. “And my other boyfriends on the side.”

		“Oh, you have others?”

		“Just two, though one I don’t see much anymore. A little too stodgy if you know what I mean.”

		“All so you can get your bottom spanked,” Dak remarked. “Too bad your husband is missing out.” He looked at the wedding set on her left hand. The generous diamond flanked by two small ones looked dated enough to suggest that Janice had been married a few years. She said she was thirty-two, though he bet she was a few years older than that and had been married most of those years.

		“He’s very busy man,” she commented, looking not one bit guilty for what she was doing.

		“So tell me,” he asked curiously, “how long have you been giving your bottom away for thrills?”

		“What a sweet way to put it,” she replied. As her eyes twinkled she was deep in thought, deciding how much she should tell this newest disciplinarian. “It’s been a few years,” she finally admitted.

		“Since when?” he probed further.

		“Since I decided that my fantasy fetish might be more fun in real life.”

		“And you do this often?”

		“At least once a week,” she informed him.

		“You’ve already had a spanking this week?” he wondered. He was intensely curious about her. The desire to get to know her far exceeded what he’d ever experienced with other spanking dates. But at the same time he felt the need to maintain the appropriate detachment. Too friendly and it might break the dominant submissive mood that was so important to good spanking drama.

		“Just yesterday,” she said.

		“Tell me about it,” he said.

		Watching her expressive face, he could see a lovely pink blush rising on her cheeks. “I don’t talk about these things often,” she replied.

		“But you’ll talk about this one,” he said, sternly. “I did bring a cane, and I wouldn’t hesitate to use it.”

		An instantaneous earthquake jolted through the sumptuous redhead at the mention of a caning. That kind of favor she didn’t often give, though she had a feeling with this handsome dominant, she might be willing to give him much more of her submissive self than she usually offered on these appointments. Dak Bridges was unlike the other men she played with. She sensed in him a real masterful quality that exuded from every aspect of his nature, beginning with his sculpted features, the tanned complexion and the neatly trimmed brown hair with a touch of gray at the temples. She’d already discovered on their first meeting that Dak worked out, lifted weights and had a strong, firm right arm that didn’t tire easily. She couldn’t wait to see his muscled chest in the flesh, but he was strictly interested in spanking on their first encounter, and quite business-like as well, even though she could tell that he too had many more things in mind for future appointments. The first episode had been brief, just twenty minutes of over-the-knee punishment in a dreary hotel room. However the results were hardly dreary. She’d known from the first instant he laid his hands on her bottom that she wanted another meeting with him.

		“You look like you’re daydreaming,” Dak interrupted her thoughts.

		“Perhaps I was,” she admitted. “You want to know about yesterday?”

		“Details, Janice, lots of them.”

		It was hard to think back even to the day before when she was so interested in the present moment. Traveling to that previous session in her mind, she remembered it for its own remarkable aspects. She smiled, thinking how much it pleased her. “I met Doug at his office at noon.”

		“A nooner?”

		“In a way.”

		“That’s customary?”

		“Actually it was the first time. I’d suggested it a few weeks ago, but yesterday was the first opportunity we had to enact our little game.”

		“That’s what this is for you, a game?”

		“Of sorts.”

		“I’m afraid if we keep doing this, you’re going to have to take it more seriously than a simple lark.”

		She let the feel of Dak’s words send another lovely jolt though her body. This was exactly what she wanted, something that went beyond games. But then it had to be with someone that she really wanted to get that intimate with. Dak Bridges might just be the man.

		“So the details,” Dak prompted her.

		“Yes, details.” She thought again for a moment. “I was wearing a long skirt. Doug’s a fan of the old-fashioned woman, unlike you.” Her green eyes twinkled merrily. “I looked as demure as I know how; but of course, he always spanks me because I don’t do well trying look sedate.”

		Dak could imagine.

		“My sweater was much too tight for his liking. Nothing sleazy you understand, just not very modest.”

		“I can see why,” he observed as he stared at her full chest.

		“Once he saw me, he shook his head in disgust and ordered me to bend over a chair putting my palms on the seat. He’s a very imposing fellow, older, maybe about fifty or so. He always uses the same wooden paddle on me.”

		“On your bare behind?”

		“Of course.”

		“He’s steady with the smacks, very deliberate.”

		“Did you cry?”

		“Eventually. I was more embarrassed than anything. I don’t think his office is all that sound proof. As I left I got the most interesting look from his secretary. I wouldn’t be surprised if she didn’t get a taste of that paddle once and a while. She was a bit of a bitch.”

		“So you’re bent over a chair, your taskmaster has you raise your skirt . . .”

		“No, not quite. Doug always raises the skirt himself.”

		“And panties?”

		“He lowers those too, very slowly.” As she remembered it, Janice could feel the soft silk against her skin, and how Doug would lift the waistband carefully and lower the flimsy material as if he had all day. She shivered.

		“Were you wearing a garter belt and stockings?”

		“No. I was wearing socks with my flats. He likes to think of me as a bratty teenager.”

		“Humph. I’m afraid you don’t fit into that category in my mind,” Dak observed. “So there’s no sex?”

		“No,” she replied. “And there wouldn’t be. Doug’s a formal man, this a very rote fantasy.”

		“And you do it because . . .”

		“Because I love being spanked, being treated as a naughty girl.” A little whimsy in her expression, she loved the effect of flirting with a dominant just to see how they’d answer the seduction.

		Dak considered her for a while, allowing his eyes to take in all that Janice Archer was. He was going to enjoy taking her raw desire to be spanked and making it into something much more provocative than her imagination fancied. He suspected she’d resist his efforts, but being so open and vibrant, he was sure he’d win the battle with her.

		“I think we might as well get on with things,” he finally said. “Are you wearing a garter belt and hose now?”

		“Yes. Just as you advised me.”

		“Good. Then I’d like you to remove your panties now.”

		“Here?”

		“That’s what I said, isn’t it?”

		Janice liked Dak because he wasn’t cautious. But she’d have to be careful with him, realizing that he was far more assuming than most of her spanking dates. The thrill she was experiencing was worth it though. By the time she discreetly wiggled out of her panties and handed them to Dak, her bottom was on fire, desire leaping on desire, the sensation so strong she might have bent over the cocktail table and let him have her ass right there. Thankfully, he didn’t require that. Once he’d pocketed the panties in his suit jacket, he rose from his seat and beckoned her to join him. A hand at her back, he guided her out of the bar onto the busy street.

		“Where are we going?” she asked.

		“Same hotel,” he replied.

		“Why there?” she asked.

		“Because that’s where I like to spank my submissives,” he replied, sounding annoyed that she’d even ask.

		The room he rented was two flights up, no elevator. He made her take the stairs in front of him, just to see the seductive sway of her round, rear globes. Without the panties, he could make out the crack of her ass in the tight skirt. At the top of the stairs he had her stop.

		“You will be getting a lot more than last time. I hope you’re ready for it.”

		Behind her, speaking softly into her ear, she was limp like a vine hearing his threatening words. His hand, playing with her behind, caressed it roughly. Then without warning, he smacked her hard.

		“Ouch!”

		Another smack landed and then several more. Janice could only hope that this floor of the hotel was deserted because Dak wasn’t making any effort to move into the privacy of the room. After a few more resounding cracks against her bottom, he reached for the hem of her skirt and began to tug it up.

		“You’re going to do it right here?” She was amazed by the way this exhibition made her feel even though there was no one in the hallway or on the stairs.

		“Just with my hand,” Dak replied. “I want you to get used to submitting when and where I want you to.”

		“My, you are intense,” she said, feeling the rising warmth as pleasant as all the other times, though the impromptu spanking was definitely painful. He alternated roughing up her flesh with a rude massage and slapping the rosy cheeks. And then without warning, he stopped, pulled her by the hand down the hall—her skirt still raised above her naked cheeks—and found their room. Instinctively, she tried wiggling the skirt back down over her bottom, but Dak stopped her abruptly.

		“That’s unauthorized,” he barked nastily, his eyes shooting dreadful darts she could not ignore. Outside the door of the room, he let his hand fly with another dozen strikes much harder than the ones before and loud enough that one door down the hall opened. With Dak finished, he turned to the curious face that peered out at them and smiled, “Perhaps you’d like to witness the whole thing,” he said. “Janice has been a very bad girl.”

		The embarrassed woman had seen enough to satisfy her curious eyes, and so closed the door, leaving Janice hot, blushing and embarrassed. “I can see this isn’t going to be like the others,” she observed when she was safely in the room.

		“No, I don’t suppose it will be,” Dak agreed. “I’m not like most dominant men, and I’ve had enough female derrieres to be really creative with the corporal punishment I mete out.” He had the oddest expression on his lips, one that matched the curious gleam in his eye, though neither expression betrayed his thoughts.

		“You said creative?” Janice winced slightly, having the feeling that she was in for something extraordinary as well as painful.

		“I think over my knee this time, Mrs. Archer, the way any naughty wife should be punished.”

		“That suits me fine,” she answered him with a smug grin on her face—one Dak vowed to himself that he’d remove in short order.

		Pulling the only chair in the room away from the wall, he sat down, his legs making a sturdy lap on which Janice Archer could rest—even though it wouldn’t be much of a rest she’d have this evening. Once in place, the saucy redhead felt her skirt pulled higher still, well away from her bottom so it wouldn’t be getting in Dak’s way. Seconds later the palm of his hand was pelting her bottom with a rash of harsh smacks.

		“Ooo, my god!” she groaned. Her fair ass was fair no more. The wiggling orbs bounced happily on the Dak’s firm thighs, making it necessary for him to hold her tight with his free hand clamped hard about her struggling waist.

		“For a woman that loves to be spanked, you’re quite a pistol to handle,” Dak observed. “I can see I’m going to have to get serious with you.”

		He paused just long enough reach to the bag on the table beside him.

		“What are you doing?” Janice shrieked, even though she could imagine.

		“Oh, a little leather isn’t going to deter you from a good time,” Dak replied, pulling a strap from his satchel.

		Of course a leather didn’t deter her, but there was a strangely ominous feeling beginning to wind its way about this spanking episode. Something she could enjoy if she really understood what it was, though for the moment she was afraid. Most spanking dates she could rely on well practiced rituals. This man was not like most.

		She remained passive while she waited, knowing full well that to try any sort of commotion would only warrant a fierce reprisal. But she didn’t have to wait long for the spanking to continue. Dak had the leather tool in his fist in no time, the blasted thing coming down on her bottom with a vicious smack.

		“Ouch, goddammit!” she roared once the first wave of strikes began to raise the degree of pain.

		Yet the strikes went on, Dak not choosing to heed her fervent cries. Through cries and pleas and nasty retorts like, “You dirty SOB, stop!” “ Stop it now, you ass,” and “This is not what I had in mind!”, he remained unfazed by the emotion she put into her exhortations. The leather just kept coming down on her flaming cheeks, each strike sending her into a new degree of hell.

		Janice had never had to say her safe word with a client, never really thought it would be necessary. But this time, she was too undone not to. This horror had to end.

		“I give!” she cried out the two small words she’d told the man would be the signal for him to stop.

		“What was that?” Dak retorted as the strap struck again.

		“I give!” she blurted out one more time.

		“Hummm, I can’t hear you,” she heard Dak laugh, as the sound of the leather on her bottom began again creating another throbbing pain on her poor derriere.

		“You’ve got to stop!” Her cry was more of a wail than words.

		For an instant Dak did just that, but only so that Janice would hear his message loud and clear. “I don’t honor “safe” words, darling,” he informed her. “I’m afraid you have a good long time to suffer.” That said, the determined dominant started up again, laying the leather against her ass, letting the dastardly thing stray to her thighs.

		“Good god nooooo!” she roared. This time she gave every effort to the purpose of bucking off of his lap. And again, all the effort was a useless waste of energy; it only made Dak continue with even more resolve.

		Somewhere in the surprising mix of horrid sensations, Janice was feeling a degree of submission she’d never felt in previous spanking sessions. This was no lark, no silly game, the man was serious, and such a feeling swelled in her, right between her thighs . . . About the time that Janice realized that she was getting the most extraordinary sexual high from the painful strikes, he stopped.

		For the longest time she remained poised on his lap, figuring that he was the kind of man that would call all the shots, including when she could get back on her feet again. While she waited, she contemplated the luscious sensations that began where her bare bottom burned, and were now extending in little rivers of excitement moving to the far reaches of her turned-on body. Dak’s hand on her ass only made her all the more aware of the need she’d stumbled on with his ferocious spanking. She moved against his lap, but not too much, afraid he’d think she was trying to take control. Just enough so he knew exactly the thoughts that were in her head.

		“I suppose you want me to have sex with you, Mrs. Archer?”

		“Hummm.” Her response was not in words, but in the way she moved her sassy ass under his fondling hand. The more he massaged the aching cheeks the more she squirmed to feel the happy pleasure that traipsed everywhere through her.

		“I suppose you find this an erotic thrill?”

		Again without saying a thing she communicated her enthusiasm for his efforts, even parting her thighs just a little in case the man was interested in moving toward them for that ripe, lush home between. “That hurts so wonderfully,” she purred. As awkward as the position was, she could imagine “getting off” right there to the gentle manipulations of his very skilled fingers.

		“I knew you’d want a little more than the average chastisement,” he commented. “Too bad you’ll have to wait for your dessert, my dear. I never screw a woman after I’ve spanked her.”

		Janice jerked, and turned enough to look him in the eye. “You what!”

		“You heard me,” he said, giving her an encouraging shove to her feet.

		As she stood before him, her eyes were wide, her mouth gaping. Very unlady like.

		“If that’s what you were looking for, Janice, you have the wrong dominant here.”

		“But I thought . . .”

		“Oh, sex is a possibility, but I never really mix the two at the same time. I find it dilutes the purpose of the punishment, which is of course behavior modification. If you get rewarded for enduring a spanking, it defeats the intent.”

		“You think you’re modifying my behavior?”

		“Oh, I’m sure of that. And don’t worry, Janice, if it’s sex you want, you’ll have plenty of that. That is if you’re patient and most assuredly creative.”

		Janice couldn’t comprehend a thing the man said. He was as obtuse as a March wind, but ever so sexy. She couldn’t take her eyes off of his handsome features and the upturned smile that wasn’t too broad, but just enough to fan the lusty fires more.

		“Then that’s it?” she asked.

		“What more do you want?”

		Janice couldn’t answer.

		Without a reply, Dak smiled more broadly, rather like the Cheshire cat, in celebration of the comeuppance he’d given this presumptuous woman.

		“Ah, well. You have given me something to think about,” she finally found words enough to make a decent sentence.

		The triumph in Dak’s expression only grew more evident. “I imagine I have,” he replied. “Though if it’s sex you are looking for, and something more theatrical than over-the-knee hotel room dates, there is a party a few weeks from now you might be interested in. Should I notify you of the details?”

		“What kind of party?” Janice asked.

		“One where the women know their place,” was his answer.

		“A spanking party?”

		“Not exactly. But knowing you, I’m sure you’ll enjoy all the activities. If you’re looking for sex, you won’t be without your opportunities.”

		“Yes, perhaps you could let me know.” She’d already pulled down her skirt, and was turning to the small mirror over the dresser to fiddle with her hair, at least until it was in a publicly acceptable state of disarray. If she’d just been screwed it might not have mattered how it looked, but seeing that she been “screwed” in another manner she opted for leaving the hotel looking presentable. “I suppose that’s all,” she said turning back to Dak. He still sat causally aloof and euphoric on the creaky hotel room chair.

		“For today,” he replied.

		With a nod of her head, she picked up her purse and made her way to the door. Turning around she gave the man one last glance, trying hard to contain the raging storm of sexual need that come hell or high-water would get some release before the evening was over.

		

		***

		

		It was almost eleven when Allen Archer came though his front door. He’d been thinking of the case that had consumed his attentions from dawn to dusk that day. That case might have kept him up into the wee hours of the night. But he was already dead tired from a stakeout that had consumed nearly thirty-six hours of his life, just prior to the call about the burglary. A messy situation it was. A little crime gone sour. And such a waste. Sixteen year old kid wielding a gun . . . another sixteen year old kid lying in a hospital room with a slug just pulled out of his abdomen, no one sure if he’d live or die, and no one really cared one way or another. How many times had he thought to himself, I’m due for another line of work. Fifteen years on the force, that should be enough for any man to play cop. This was a conversation that he’d had with himself a hundred times, the same old refrains continuing to play in his head, duty, justice. Who else would do this dirty work? Being fair and reasonable, the force needed his wise counsel as much as it needed his investigative skills. Ah, such a muddle.

		The lights were still on in the apartment—all the lights, not just the small lamp that Janice kept burning when he was out late. She must be up, he thought. Yet when he turned the corner from the hallway into their modest living room he saw that Janice’s new furniture buy, the rose colored couch, was empty. Since he’d already passed the kitchen and he knew she wasn’t there, there wasn’t anywhere else to look for her other than the bedroom. It was then he heard the music. Soft, subtle and very sensuous music. He felt the results between his legs in an instant, while his mind was telling him, “good god, not tonight.”

		By the time the whole scene registered in his head, he was halfway inside the bedroom door and his lascivious wife was doing the damnedest strip tease he’d seen in sometime—not forgetting that he’d just recently combed some of city’s nastiest night spots where there was far more flesh than clothes on the accommodating women. Janice wiggled her hips in a skirt that was so short he could easily imagine it on one of the hookers that was arrested every night of the year. Her breasts were already bare and bouncing before his tired eyes. They made Allen think he really wasn’t as tired as he thought. Maybe just a little sex . . .

		“Hi, sweetie,” she purred to him, as she grabbed his tie and drew him closer. Her fingers, sporting a dazzling new shade of red began to pull the tie away and unbutton the shirt.

		“What made you so hot?” Allen managed to spit out before Janice’s full lips were pressed to his mouth, her tongue moving slowing inside the sensitive opening. She licked his lips while she ran her long fingers delicately down his chest.

		“It’s been too many days, darling.”

		“I could agree with that.” Allen wiggled out of his shirt and threw it to the floor.

		Janice was unbuckling his belt, her hands caressing it almost lovingly. He wondered why. Then without much more foreplay at all, since it wasn’t necessary, they were on the bed, her legs parted, his erection descending to that warm place between them.

		

		Afterwards, with the perspiration still damp on their naked skin, the two lay for a while looking into the ceiling, seeing how the trees outside played with the moon and made the most fascinating shapes on walls and above. Janice was warm and caressable. She was right it, had been too long since they’d had a really good time in bed. Too often it was a perfunctory making love, just to get the tensions out, but this one was different. Janice was different. Allen didn’t know what it was, but he’d be happy if she’d repeat the process just as long as he got the same scintillating results. With those happy thoughts in mind he fell asleep, his wife tucked in his arm.

		

		Janice Archer lay awake far longer than her husband. Only half of the steamy residue of her afternoon’s activities had been toyed with, only half a release granted her. She could have made love to Allen for hours, but of course he was tired. He was a workaholic, the best detective on the police force. The city couldn’t live without him, not even for all of one night.

		Allen Archer would be up before six; Janice was as sure of that as she was of the sun rising in the morning. And just as she figured, about four thirty that morning the phone rang. “Yes, I’ll be right there,” he told the sergeant on the other end, as he pulled himself out of a deep sleep. Half-awake herself at that hour, Janice had hoped she could steal more lovemaking from her harried spouse; but he was off for another day keeping the streets safe from hoodlums and scum. Unfortunately, the streets that day wouldn’t be safe from one hapless, lonely wife who needed a lot more good times.

		

		***

		

		To Janice’s surprise the invitation to Dak’s get-together came in the mail. Not engraved, but certainly the handwritten note was much more formal that she’d expected. She had just taken a stack of bills and flyers from the mailbox thumbing through for something worthwhile, when the unusual envelope jumped out at her by surprise. At first she had no idea who the letter was from. Seeing the initials, DB, she thought a moment, and then scrambled to open the envelope, realizing that DB must stand for Dak Bridges. Throwing her other mail down on the kitchen counter, she held back the temptation to hastily read what was inside; something about this suggested that she should savor the moment. Sinking down in the old patchwork chair by the window, she opened the note carefully, listening to how the paper crackled as she did. Her hands were trembling nervously, perhaps because it seemed strange to have her secret life invade her real life this way.

		Seeing the contents of the note, she was struck by the simplicity of the message. Simple, straightforward, to the point of being abrupt.

		

		Cocktails, Dinner and Unusual Diversions

		Saturday - 7:30 p.m.

		Steinholz Penthouse

		77 Saks St.

		Semi-formal attire

		Panties forbidden on ladies with submissive inclinations.

		R.S.V.P. 995-2221

		

		The invitation was printed. In red ink the word “submissive” was circled. A personal note scrawled below: “Come only if you’re so disposed. Dak.”

		Never in Janice Archer’s fantasies had she lived out her spanking desires in a group setting. She imagined many possibilities from the suggestion. Thoroughly intrigued, she was certain she’d have to attend, sans panties, of course. Submissive? That was another matter. Dak had done quite a job of making her relinquish to him privately. But she wasn’t sure she’d find that alter-ego of hers amidst a group of people. Still, the invitation was too thrilling to turn down. Leaning her head back against the well-worn chair, she imagined a table full of decked out ladies and gentlemen engaged in pleasant conversation about politics and business . . . but then the evening would suddenly take a much different bent when one haughtily speaking gentleman would stare her in the eye and ask her how she felt about being turned over his knee for a thorough paddling. At the very thought, Janice was squirming inside her soft stretch pants. It wouldn’t take much to race to the proper conclusion of the scenario in her mind, all the while satisfying her hungry body as she did. But no. She was resolved to not to pre-plan anything. The evening would be a surprise.

		Reaching for the telephone, Janice dialed the number on the note, expecting that she’d hear Dak’s voice on the other end. Instead a woman responded to the call.

		“Dak Bridges, please,” Janice said. It dawned on her that she was probably calling his work number. How interesting. She had no idea how Dak Bridges spent his time when he wasn’t spanking her.

		“I’m sorry, Mr. Bridges is not at this number, but could you tell me the nature of your call?” The woman’s voice was like velvet, like she should be on the other end of a sex phone line.

		Janice hesitated, unsure of what to say until she finally blurted out with as much poise as possible, “I’m responding to an invitation.”

		“This phone number was given for an RSVP?” the woman inquired.

		“Yes it was.”

		“At the Steinholz Penthouse?”

		“Yes.”

		“Then you have called the proper number. Your name?”

		“Janice Archer.”

		“And you’ll be attending the dinner party?”

		Surprised to be feeling painfully nervous, Janice hesitated again, as a thousand butterflies danced in her stomach, this out of control sensation one she rarely tolerated in herself.

		“Yes. Yes I will,” she stammered.

		“I’ll see that your host is notified,” the sexy voice replied.

		“Then you’ll be speaking with Dak?”

		“No, Mrs. Archer. But your host for the evening will be advised that you’ll be attending.”

		“I see.” Janice felt as though she should say something more. She had a gazillion questions swimming through the muddle in her head, but she was sure that not one intelligent thing would be uttered from her lips as long as she was talking with this sultry vixen. The first question in her mind was would the woman be attending. Janice flashed forward in her thoughts to Saturday, meeting the woman behind the voice, a graceful swan of a lady with pouty lips and a nicely rounded bottom clothed in some slinky garment that accentuated each curve.

		“Will that be all, Mrs. Archer?” the sexy voice interrupted her reverie.

		“Yes, I suppose so,” she answered, and she slammed the receiver into its cradle before she put her foot in her mouth and choked.

		

		It seemed strange that Janice didn’t hear one word from Dak the remainder of the week. Certainly, he would have called just to see how she was making out with her plans for Saturday evening, but apparently she figured the situation wrong. Her days were spent in prickly agitation, one minute sure that she was running into a nightmare, the next minute, believing that Dak Bridges was to be trusted and there was nothing to fear. Besides, how could the wife of a cracker-jack police detective get herself in trouble? Her instincts for danger should be as keen as his, given all the stories that Allen had told her. She’d done some investigative work of her own with the free lance articles she’d written, her own deductive skills were normally acute. Either her instincts weren’t working in this case, or she was so damned turned on by the whole idea of the dinner party with “unusual diversions”, that they’d been short circuited. Regardless, she’d go to the ball, a veritable spanking princess.

		

		***

		

		At six thirty on Saturday, Janice was getting dressed for the party taking pains to see that she looked devastating from the outside in. There was no telling what might happen that night. She expected it to be sexual, at least that was what Dak led her to believe. The thought of both getting spanked and screwed by some anonymous man took her deep into her sacred sexual territory. An obsession, to be sure, this was one she’d longed for far too long. If for no other reason than to see this through in reality, it would be worth the night’s trip to Saks St..

		She started out her attire with a see-through gauzy bra and garter belt, which looked almost like nothing against her skin. Though what was there was devastatingly provocative to anyone that looked. Shimmering silk stockings attaching to the garters, Janice looked in the mirror realizing that she’d wear no other underclothes. The dress she chose had always been a favorite, bought for the Policeman’s Ball two years before and worn only once since—to a droll dinner party with a lot of Allen’s associates. At that affair there’d been too much talk of blood and guts and politics, while the wives had been left in the kitchen doing wifely things. A terminal bore. Tonight would certainly not be a repeat of that debacle, never. Pale green, the dress was the perfect color to highlight all her assets, setting off her red hair and green eyes. Pulling the snug sequined fabric over her legs and thighs she felt as if lights were turning on all over her body. Shimmering the way the sky and snow shimmer on a January night, it was that kind of lustrous warmth that got way inside.

		Spying herself in the mirror, she shook out her untamed red locks of hair, wondering as she did if she should keep them wild or subdue then into something more sedate, like a fashionable twist, or tucked back with a bow. Did the evening warrant stuffiness, or should she go as the ravishing slut? Janice opted for something in-between. Running a brush through the often unruly curls, she pulled out the kinkiest waves so that her hair shone in a lustrous gleaming sheet of red about her face. Yes, it was sensuous, but plain enough to be considered tasteful at any gathering. Considering the purpose of the night, it might not be such a good idea to look too naughty.

		“Humph,” she groaned aloud to the Janice in the mirror. “Who am I kidding any way? What they really want is my ass!” She turned to look at her backside, noting that she had indeed chosen the perfect garment to emphasize the twin mounds that bobbed freely underneath the sequins and the green. There was a method in their madness, she was sure. Any woman’s ass is going to be very watchable with no pantyhose, no body shaper, nothing at all to keep the flesh under control. This was obviously an event designed by men.

		Tharump! The front door slammed against its frame.

		“Janice!” Allen’s voice startled her back to reality.

		Oh, my god, she thought. Never in a million years did she expect her husband home on a Saturday night. Rushing to the closet she grabbed her black coat and hustled herself inside its protective shroud. There’d be too many questions to ask if he saw her in this dress.

		“Janice?” Allen was at the bedroom door.

		“Hi, darling.” She answered him with a broad smile, trying not to look as if she was clutching the coat too closely.

		“You’re going out?”

		“Yes. I ... I didn’t expect you home.”

		“Oh, well,” he shrugged, “I’m not really home, I just thought I’d grab some of those cookies you made yesterday. There are still some?”

		“Sure a couple of dozen, help yourself, you know I don’t eat them.” Cookies were one splurge she could give Allen, since he was one of the lucky ones that never gained a pound no matter how much junk food he ate. And good thing, because he had a lousy diet considering his job.

		“Yeah, Bud and I have another stake out tonight. I hate these long nights.”

		“Anyone I know you’re looking for?”

		“Naw, it’s probably a wild goose chase, but you never know when one of these things turns up something interesting. So, where are you going?”

		“Oh, late dinner with Dixie.” She was thankful that Allen had given her enough time to think of a decent excuse before he asked the question.

		“Ah, Dixie, yes.” He didn’t say anymore, didn’t have to. Any time Janice had dinner with Dixie without him, he was happy, since he couldn’t stand the squeaky-voiced bubble head. Allen had no patience for silly women and she was one of the worst. “Don’t drink, darling,” he warned her.

		“I can’t promise that, so I’m taking a taxi.”

		“Good idea.”

		“Yeah,” she started to laugh, “it would be a little embarrassing to have your wife picked up for driving under the influence.”

		“You could say I wouldn’t be too happy with that,” Allen agreed. “So cookies are fair game?” He was already out the door.

		“Take all you want,” she called to him. Grabbing her purse and shoes, she followed him into the kitchen and attentively watching as he gathered up what he wanted. She was anxious to have him leave, but she wasn’t about to press.

		When Allen finally left, and after a safe interval, Janice scooted downstairs, thankful that it wouldn’t take long before a taxi would pull up along the busy thoroughfare.

		“77 Saks St.,” she announced to the driver, and they sped off.

		Fifteen minutes later the taxi driver pulled up abruptly in front of a stately high-rise in the center of the city. The unusually jaunty cabby jumped from the car and helped the elegantly dressed redhead to the sidewalk. The penthouse of 77 Saks St. seemed miles high on top of the enormous granite structure, giving Janice Archer the feeling, as the elevator zoomed to the furthest reaches of the building, that she was landing on a totally different planet miles from home. In a way that was quite true, since she was walking into a world far removed from the one she lived in day to day. Every time she agreed to a spanking session with a willing gentleman she entered that other world. But this time, more than any other, it seemed that she was taking a much more momentous trek to realize some pleasure from her curious fetish.

		“My, what a charming one she is,” a surly gentlemen commented effusively as Janice wiggled out of her coat to reveal her womanliness in the sparking pale green dress. She spotted Dak at the other end of the elegant white living room chatting easily with a couple that actually looked as though they belonged together. Hearing the exclamation from the man at the door, Dak looked up and nodded her way.

		“My, I’m so glad you could make it,” he said, as he hustled to greet her. Immediately his hand went for her ass. “You behaving yourself?” Feeling her up, he could tell that she’d obeyed the instruction on the invitation.

		“Of course,” Janice replied. It took some minutes to adjust to her surroundings. Everything was so white and pristine, all the color in the room was there only because several women decorated it like shimmering peacocks. The men uniformly wore black to contrast with the white walls, carpet, plush white furniture, and the white on white drapes. Despite all that white however, it was a surprisingly warm atmosphere, with a fire dancing behind the grate, adding significant depth to the whiteness, far different than some stark flat white that shocks the eye.

		Dak led Janice into the room, his hand not leaving her plump rear flesh. A gentle and very overt massage reminded her what this night was about. Funny, the gesture was more affection that she’d had in their two previous dates. Perhaps that bode well for the remainder of the evening. Ushered into the heart of the living room, she was introduced to two couples, all as polished and elegant looking as she and Dak. But just as they were starting to make polite conversation, a waiter entered the room and announced dinner.

		“This is quite an affair,” Janice whispered to her date, as he led her “hand on ass” into the dining room.

		“This isn’t the half of it,” Dak replied.

		The pair sat next each other, with five couples total: two on either side of the exquisitely arranged glass table and a host and hostess at opposite ends.

		Nervously making her way through the soup course, salad and bread, Janice felt as though she was being observed by the men about the table. Just before the entree was to be served, the host, Thomas Porter, interrupted the casual conversations between guests.

		“Time for the first drawing,” he stated proudly.

		Three women at the table were visibly affected by the announcement, but Janice and a blonde woman, Madeline, across the table, were left puzzled by the meaning.

		“We have two new naughty ladies in our midst,” Thomas Porter continued. He nodded to Janice and Madeline in turn, then looked down the table at Stephanie, the hostess for the evening. “We’ll put the names of you “pros” in the hat and choose the first recipient, while we give these new lovelies a chance to see what the game’s about before we include them.”

		The three women muttered to themselves as though this wasn’t quite fair, but nonetheless, as the waiter passed a tray around, it was just their three place-cards that were tossed inside. Thomas did the honors, required to reach above his head to choose the unlucky, or the lucky woman, depending on the point of view. Seeing the name he’d chosen, he gave a broad smile and looked straight ahead. “Why it’s you tonight, my dear.” He stared triumphantly into Stephanie’s blue eyes. The man couldn’t have been more unctuous the way his lips curled ever so slightly and his eyes narrowed in a stern but delighted glance.

		Stephanie sighed. “Oh, I suppose I might as well go first,” she conceded. “After all, this is my party.” Rising from her chair, Janice got her first real glimpse head to toe of the charming woman. A mane of dark curls cascaded down her back and about her face. They were as savage as Janice’s had been before she prudently combed them out. Janice took her for a flagrant tease—no doubt the reason that the dominant man at the other end of the table found her spankable. Dressed in a short red, silk slip dress, it was fair to assume that she wore nothing, or certainly very little, underneath. Each voluptuous curve appeared before the discerning eye suggesting that Stephanie, while trim and statuesque, had quite an ample complement of rear flesh to suit any dominant man’s spanking fantasy.

		“Let’s see,” Thomas spoke again, looking from one man at the table to the next. “Perhaps you’d like to do the honors, Dak?”

		“Me? Why I thought you’d like to do them yourself.”

		Thomas smiled, his rosy lips keeping that dastardly grin that made Janice recoil.

		Stephanie, not to be forgotten, sauntered sassily to Dak’s side and pulled him by the arm. “C’mon. Let’s get this over with, darling,” she said. “My bottom’s really aching for something hot.” There was a sorrowful whine in her voice that was hardly genuine.

		“That’s exactly what I’d like,” Dak answered her. But not letting himself be led further, Dak took charge, grabbing the saucy brunette about the waist and seizing the hair brush offered him by his host. Sitting down in a straight-back chair to one side of the dining room table, he drew the curvaceous Stephanie over his knees.

		Janice, wide-eyed and fascinated, watched entranced as Dak flung the woman’s short dress up over her derriere and began spanking the bared pink-skinned cheeks with a flourish of hard, hot smacks.

		“Oh, my god nooooo!” the brunette cried, mournfully, though there was hardly much sincerity in her delivery.

		Not deterred, Dak continued at a steady pace, placing the back side of the hairbrush on the woman’s posterior so that every possible square inch of skin was quickly turned a red to rival the dress she’d worn. Kicking, screaming and even trying to buck herself off, Stephanie put on a brilliant show of rage and indignation, only to have it answered time and time again with another round of stinging blows. At first, it was unclear whether the woman was really suffering or not; but as time went on, everyone was became certain that this spanking drama was more than just a playful moment. Dak took the task quite seriously, lighting one mean fire on those once white cheeks. It seemed quite a grim beginning to an evening of what some thought of as light-hearted adventure.

		For her part, Stephanie’s insincere cries turned into real agonized wails that were difficult to listen to, even though the audience had no choice. Dak paddled the emotive woman with resolve that was born of some real anger. With a cold and ferocious attitude he continued the battle, until he himself could feel the heat of her behind radiating in an aura about her punished cheeks. Then, making a quick decision to end it, the woman was on her feet before him so fast it made heads spin. “Now, my fair, Stephanie,” Dak addressed her as a stern parent, “why don’t you show off your fine behind for us while we eat our dinner?” He nodded to the corner.

		Stephanie glared at him. “But I chose the duck because it’s my favorite,” she protested.

		“Then you can eat some in the kitchen later,” he suggested.

		Janice had the distinct feeling that this whole arrangement was set-up in advance to pair Stephanie and Dak together, that there was something between the two she had no knowledge of, no doubt something dating back to other spanking occasions. The way the teasing brunette looked so painfully distressed, it was obvious she received a good deal more than she expected. Even though she lived through the agony with a degree of good humor and poise, she was hurting, that was painfully clear. But even more so, she was mortified that Dak had ordered her to the corner.

		

		The roast duck with Chinese plum sauce was food for the gods, so Janice decided after just one bite. It was too bad, however, that her poor stomach was doing a furious tango. She was afraid that she wouldn’t be able to eat much of the heavenly food for fear of what was coming next. A few bites, a bit of her rice and a nibble of the garnish were all that her body would allow before the plates were removed.

		“So, Mrs. Archer (Janice found it curious that the men addressed her so formally), I trust you are as fond of a good spanking as these other women here?”

		Janice turned to the man a little flustered to be put on the spot in front of the other guests.

		“I suppose I wouldn’t be here, if I weren’t,” she replied, hoping at second later that her remark did not come across as flippant.

		“Dak tells me that you’re quite the adventurous sort, going outside the bounds of your marriage to procure opportunities to be dominated?”

		“Yes, I’ve been doing that.” She wondered just how much Dak had told these people. Was her life an open book?

		“Gutsy lady, I’d say,” the gentleman continued. He was introduced to her as Louis. Louis was a robust man, with a daring wit that she saw mostly in the look in his eyes. Very dark, from some Southern European lineage, she was lured by that depth in him, wishing as he questioned her that it would be him that spanked her that night. “We’ll have to see what we can do together, Mrs. Archer.” He was purposefully vague in his words and the inflection in his voice, but it gave her hope that this new fantasy with him might be fulfilled.

		“I think it’s time for the second drawing,” Thomas announced. “Stephanie, dear, you can rejoin us.”

		Nearly forgotten in her lonely corner, the brunette was visibly relieved, though still embarrassed returning to the table. She refused to look Dak’s way even though he made certain to address her, “I hope you’ve been taught a lesson.” His voice resonated fatherly reproof. Still, Stephanie ignored him, and was even grateful when she was diverted to another task.

		“Go get the spanking strap,” Thomas had said, just before she was about to sit down.

		“Oh,” she started. A second later her eyes lit up, fascinated again with one of her favorite pastimes. She padded lithely toward the door, disappeared for a few seconds and returned bearing a foot long leather paddle with a five inch business end. Handing it to Thomas, she returned to her seat opposite him, sitting down gingerly on her aching cheeks.

		“Your bottom bare, Steph?” Dak inquired.

		Stephanie shot him a mean glance and tugged away the slip of cloth that separated her naked cheeks and the seat of the chair.

		Thomas cast a disapproving glance at his hostess. “You really have to get this problem with Mr. Bridges handled,” he retorted, his tone clearly a warning.

		The brunette tried smiling, and the evening only continued when Thomas was satisfied that the woman was in a reasonably submissive frame of mind.

		“So, to the drawing,” Thomas finally said, clearing his voice. “We can add Madeline and Janice to the hat, now that our initiates know what’s going to happen.”

		“I’m not so sure,” a sandy-haired young woman with a pale face and gray eyes chimed in, her voice almost mouse-like.

		“Oh, come now, Maddie,” her gentleman friend exclaimed. “All the times you’ve been over my lap. It’s been nearly a year you’ve been getting these cheeks of yours punished twice weekly.” He was admonishing her and being playful at the same time.

		“But . . . “

		“No buts.” He shook his head. Reaching in front of her, the young man took her place card and tossed it on to the serving platter along with the others, including Janice Archer’s.

		For just an instant the whole table of finely arrayed diners waited in a hush. This choosing seemed far more anxiety-filled than the first time. The entire occasion seeming to build steam after Stephanie’s spanking and then all the talk around the table. Janice had a premonition about this moment, finding that when the name on the place-card was read, she wasn’t surprised at all that she would be the next recipient of a public spanking. At the mention of her name, Janice saw the visible signs of Madeline’s relief, and from the other women she detected a feeling of both relief and disappointment—spanking being that kind of activity that provokes both desire and dread in submissively inclined women. For herself, Janice didn’t know what to think or feel. Her face was immediately burning from embarrassment, something that was rare for her. She prided herself on remaining in control in most situations. Though this was new to her, Janice assumed that if she did it often enough, she’d become a really sassy pro of a spanking brat. Now however, it was quite another story. She was unceremoniously thrust into the limelight, pushed by a gentle prod from Dak into rising from her seat and moving center stage.

		“I think it’s Craig’s turn,” Thomas said, turning to a man that had been sitting across the table during dinner. Of average height and build, Craig had a pleasant face, but not remarkable features. Despite the fact that he’d dined at the same table with her, Janice had hardly noticed him all through their meal. She was clearly disappointed that it was not Louis doing the honors; though she was resolved not to let any disappointment show. After all, this was supposed to be an adventure, a simple game. There should be no reason to go into the scene with anything more than the desires that always accompanied her spanking sessions.

		Craig, using the same chair Dak had used, motioned Janice to his side. “Don’t worry, I know that this is your first time,” he said.

		“Oh, it’s hardly a first for a spanking,” she offered. “I’m sure I can handle anything you give me.” It wasn’t like Janice to be perceived as some weak-kneed little submissive, the way she viewed Madeline. And she didn’t care if she got more of a paddling because she was so saucy. Janice invited that kind of response. Without a protest, real or feigned, she went over the man’s sturdy lap and felt her dress being carefully raised over her naked ass. She even imagined for a few minutes how it must have looked to the room seeing her laid out this way. How her bottom, so fair and creamy white, must have shone in the gleaming soft lights. All her imagining ceased however, when she felt the first crack of the paddle against her bottom. The smack was hard and sharp, the sting instantaneous. Janice felt herself jerk, her twin mounds tense.

		“Relax, Mrs. Archer, this has only begun,” the man advised her.

		Though she tried to follow those instructions, she found it impossible. One blow after another landed on her behind. Much like the way Dak spanked Stephanie, Janice received each frightful smack. The rain of strikes made her squirm, and eventually cry out, “Oh, please slow it down!”

		Unfortunately, that remark only seemed to spur the mild-mannered dominant even more. Letting the leather paddle fly briskly through the air connecting dozens of times with her bottom, Janice was treated to a spanking she would long remember. It might have been the worst she’d ever had, and not just because it hurt so much. What made this one especially painful was the audience. She’d be damned if she would make a horrible crying scene in front of a room full of people. Thankfully, the spanking didn’t last long, Craig suddenly stopped. Before she knew it, she was back in her seat at the table eating a delicious dessert of white chocolate mousse and raspberry sauce, devouring every bit of the heavenly concoction. She was starving.

		

		There were no more theatrics for the remainder of dinner. Only when the group adjourned to the living room did things heat up again. This time, there was a different kind of activity afoot, one that would cap the evening for Janice Archer in a way she’d been dreaming about for months.

		After the five women were settled on the couch, they were each blindfolded with scarves so that they could see nothing of what was going on around them. Once blind-folded the lights were nearly extinguished. No women could see any illumination, and there was only enough light from outside the living room, so the men could recognize which lovely lady they’d chosen. By some scheme purely of their own design, each man found the woman they planned to spend the rest of the evening with. Escorted to another location in the penthouse, the necessary business was under way.

		Janice was certain that she wasn’t with Dak Bridges. Wrong height, wrong smell, even the feel of him was wrong. For the same reasons, she was certain that she wasn’t with Craig. Other than that she couldn’t be sure who she was going with. She hoped it was Louis, though she had the feeling that that was just a pipe dream. If it was Louis however, she would have been disappointed, for while the spanking was a good rollicking one, it was not particularly remarkable. Atop her already sore behind, it did cause her a great deal of discomfort, and she found herself protesting like a wicked child. But regardless, it was not even as compelling as her turn over Craig’s lap. What was special about her private moment with her anonymous dominant lover was what followed the heating of her ass end. Reminiscent of her second time over Dak Bridges’s lap, she found herself being intimately fondled by this man’s probing fingers going to down her rear crack. On this swift journey into her nether territory, the man discovered her virgin backdoor and then went deeper to find a very wet pubis, ripe for most anything he had in mind. Janice lurched inside feeling a rash of sensations rip through her. Having the distinct impression that this was not just a playful gesture, she couldn’t wait to take the fantasy into a sexual arena. That was something that she had so rarely with spanking gentlemen. There was no better time or place for her fantasies to be fulfilled. Dak was quite right, the party was designed to move into other venues where she could have more than just the stern attentions of a dominant. Moving seductively against her mystery lover’s hand, she clearly communicated her desire.

		Still blindfolded, Janice and her companion moved to a nearby bed. Unceremoniously shoved to her hands and knees, she felt a stiff prick swiftly penetrate her welcoming home and she was on her way to a blissful conclusion to the evening.

		

		The party was a blur for Janice from that moment on. Rejoining the other exhausted couples in the living room, the blindfolds were not removed until the men had left their sides. No woman could be sure just who they’d been with that night. As the redhead lifted hers and adjusted her eyes to the light, her gaze lighted on one of the gentlemen standing on the other side of the room. The exchange was brief, but meaningful, telling her everything she needed to know. The right height, the right shape, the proper disposition. He was definitely her anonymous lover, she had no doubt. Janice smirked to herself, though she wouldn’t give her secret knowledge away. Let them have their game, she thought to herself.

		“So, my dear. How was your evening?” Dak’s hand was at her waist, dropping quickly to her sore behind.

		“Interesting,” she answered him, keeping coy.

		“I imagine this was a little tame for you,” he went on.

		“Tame? Why would you think that?”

		“I have you figured for a woman who likes taking risks. Who’s not content with the more mundane excursions into pleasure.”

		“You might be right,” she replied. Dak was leading her to the door, the party breaking up with most of the guests finding their coats. For an instant in the foyer, Dak slipped away from her to speak with Thomas. While watching the two dominant men from a distance she was only partially aware that someone was behind her. Quite close. A sudden realization, she started, and jerked around.

		“Louis!” She was staring into the man’s perturbing eyes, a shiver of fear racing right down her spine.

		“I’m sorry if I startled you,” he said to her calmly.

		“I must have been lost in my thoughts,” she answered.

		“I only wanted to make a proposition, Mrs. Archer.”

		“And what would that be?” Her heart was instantly skipping beats.

		“I’d like to see you in my next video.”

		“Video?” She was intrigued though it was hardly what she expected him to say.

		“I produce videos of women in unusual circumstances.”

		Janice found it odd the way he expressed himself. “You make pornographic movies?” she inquired directly.

		“I choose to think of them as honest expressions of female lust. I can guarantee that it will be an experience quite unlike anything you’ve ever had.”

		“And what do you do with these videos?”

		“Share them with people that have like interests. Some I sell.”

		Janice was surprised by her first reaction to that information, the sexual fireworks that instantaneous lit up inside her. After such a wild evening of hot spanking theatrics, she was amazed at how quickly her desire leapt up once again.

		“I’m afraid that would be foolish of me to put myself in that position, even if I am intrigued.

		“What would keep you from it?”

		“I have a husband to begin with.”

		“One that likes such things?”

		“Not exactly, but that doesn’t mean he might not find out.”

		“And if you were blindfolded as you were tonight?”

		“You think you could blindfold away all my attributes?”

		Louis smirked.

		“Think about it, Mrs. Archer. You’re a natural for such things. How your bottom lights up so beautifully, it needs to be captured on film. Believe me, your face is the last thing seen by those that watch such films. Think about it. I have a feeling you’ll be unable to resist.”

		Was it a magic spell the man was weaving about her? The eyes, the firm set of his jaw, or just the remarkable aura that accompanied him? She couldn’t take her eyes from his commanding features. Her ears would for days hear his words make their promise. With every sense engaged in the desire, even as she walked out of the penthouse on Dak’s arm moments later, she knew that Louis’s proposal would eventually become her next obsession.

		

		Two days later, at home, Janice received Louis’s call. She was eating dinner with Allen, one of the rare nights that he was home at that hour. Louis couldn’t have picked a worse time.

		“Have you thought about my proposition?” he asked directly.

		“Yes, I have.” She was on the kitchen phone, trying to keep her voice low without being obvious to a man who was trained to look for odd things in the middle of everyday life.

		“I’ll be filming at the Fondulac Hotel Wednesday afternoon, if you have the time free.”

		“But I haven’t . . .” She was afraid to say more, afraid that Allen would hear.

		“Don’t give me your regrets, Mrs. Archer, just your ass. I intend to punish you thoroughly before my camera, then cane you. I’d suggest you be prepared for the chastisement of your life.”

		Her face hot, her heart racing fast, Janice had to remain in the kitchen to restore her poise before she returned to the table where her unknowing husband sat eating his pot roast and potatoes. There was a momentary twinge of guilt when she sat back down next to him, but that passed quickly away. Their conversation turned decided prickly when she mentioned that she didn’t see him enough. The testy exchange was all too familiar in their days spent living separately together.

		

		The Fondulac Hotel was reminiscent of the seedy dive where Janice Archer had had her first spanking sessions with Dak. And yet, this establishment was almost quaint in a rundown sort of way. Unlike the bleak concrete structure harkening back to the 60’s with tattered orange bedspreads and chartreuse paintings on the wall, this hotel was interesting for the old world feel of it. A genuinely ancient building, fashioned in a Tudor style, Janice almost felt as though she was stepping back in time to walk along the hardwood corridor on her way to room 215. The drapes at the windows were aged damask in faded burgundy and rose, the smell of them musty. Outside the autumn day was warm, and from an open window she could detect the scent of fall grapes rotting on a withering vine nearby. This was a curious background for a spanking adventure, but then wasn’t that the fun of it, finding unusual ways to live out this crazy fetish?

		When the voluptuous redhead knocked on the door of the hotel room she heard some muffled voices from beyond while she waited. The door suddenly popped open and she jerked back seeing Dak Bridges standing before her.

		“You!” she exclaimed.

		“Are you accusing me of something?” the man asked, amused by her surprise.

		“Why no. I wasn’t expecting you.”

		“Should I be jealous?” the dominant wondered. “Did you have something in mind for Louis alone?”

		“Not really, I just didn’t know that I’d made a date with two of you.”

		Dak stepped aside and allowed her to enter the room.

		“The two of us only because someone needs to be at the camera.”

		“Oh, yes, I see.” Janice wondered who that someone would be, just as she wondered who would be spanking her behind.

		Inside the hotel room, Janice quickly appraised the setting, seeing the same aging damask at the windows, the dark woodwork at the doors and window sills, the bedspread draped over a nicked four poster bed, a frayed but clean appearing burgundy. In the corner of the room stood several pieces of professional camera equipment, including an array of lights, as yet unlit. The video camera was mounted on a tripod aimed at the end of the bed. Janice could only imagine. Just as her nervousness was beginning to ease, the spotlights were suddenly turned-on, the glare of them momentarily blinding her.

		Seeing Louis’s face appearing out of that brilliance, she cringed. In her loins there was intense desire, but her heart was beating rapidly. Unaccustomed to fear in such quantity, she almost fled the room until Louis’s expression warmed, and he came to her reaching out a hand to take hers.

		“Relax, my naughty brat,” he said. His hand on hers was firm, intended to make certain that she didn’t act on her apprehensions. “You’re here to take your punishment, and there will be no walking away from it.”

		“I never walk away from a spanking,” she retorted, trying to let go her fears. “But you are going to blind-fold me?” she asked. She remembered their discussion at the party.

		“Is that really necessary?”

		Too enthralled by the man to protest, she shook her head, no, but by that time it was really too late. Behind her she heard the whir of the camera and jerked about to see that Dak had begun taping the session.

		“You’ve already started . . .”

		“Yes, Mrs. Archer, it has begun.”

		“I wish you wouldn’t call me Mrs. Archer,” she blurted out. The formality seemed so absurd.

		Louis only raised his eyebrows to her exclamation, then proceeded to lead her toward the bed. Sitting down, he looked up into her eyes.

		“Suppose you tell me what you gain from sessions like these?” he asked. His tone was serious and not playful at all.

		Under normal conditions, Janice might have had lots to say, but knowing that a camera was trained on her every move, she was uncharacteristically tongue-tied. Her stomach bound up in knots, she had no idea if she was going to survive this afternoon.

		“That’s hard to say . . .” she started.

		“Is it penance?” he tried for her. “Corporal Punishment for the recalcitrant wife? You betray your marriage vows so easily, perhaps the method in your schemes gets you sexual satisfaction and punishment at the same time. Is that how it works?”

		That sounded like a reasonable explanation, but Janice wasn’t about to admit it. “I don’t know how it works,” she replied all too saucily. “I just know it does.”

		“I do know one thing, Mrs. Archer, you will be spanked for your infidelity.”

		He was severe in the delivery, his tone of voice containing an earthy quality that held her enthralled with its visceral power. Finding herself so fascinated by the mystery of the man she completely forgot the whirring camera and the fact that there was another man in the room. Going over Louis’s lap, every bone in her body shook with fear while her sexual fires ignited with a bright burst of heat. Having dressed appropriately for the occasion, her bottom was bared with a quick flick of Louis’s wrist that sent her dress flying up over her derriere. A cool blast of air hit her skin, but that sensation lasted only a few seconds. Replacing the cool was a warmth that turned to flames as Louis pelted her behind with a merciless wooden paddle.

		“Oh, my god, noooooo!” she began to roar when the paddle’s sting turned to pain.

		Louis didn’t like her plea, and answered her with more vile smacks, each one landing fiercely over the top of the last until she was squirming mightily to get away. But with arms and hands as muscular as Dak’s, the dominant easily restrained her. She had no choice but to bear the attack though she didn’t do so gracefully. Crying loudly, she made every effort to end her travail, but “safe” words, rude gyrations and out and out bellows didn’t change Louis’s determination.

		“There, my dear, that should do for warming you up,” Louis suddenly announced, pushing her from his lap. Aghast that it had ended so abruptly, Janice stumbled to her feet looking back at the man, dumbfound.

		“There’s more?” she questioned.

		“Why of course,” he answered. He pointed to the bed. “You’re ass toward me.”

		“But, I just don’t . . .”

		“What you don’t do is protest. You’ll soon find with me that that’s a dangerous thing to do.”

		“But . . .” her response was weak seeing the utter ruthlessness of his flaring eyes.

		“On the bed. Whether your husband gets wind of this or not, you will get your due having violated your covenant with him. Of course, if you want to be difficult about it, we could just invite him in to view your punishment.”

		“Oh, no please, he wouldn’t understand.”

		“That’s exactly what I thought,” Louis replied.

		He pointed again to the spot where he’d have her crawl before him submissively. And while he waited for her to comply, he turned around and rifled through his bag looking for the next implement he’d use on her ass. “Do I have to forcefully make you submit,” Louis asked when he turned back. He held a two foot long leather strap in his hand. She shuddered seeing the formidable instrument.

		“No, no, not at all,” Janice replied scampering to the end of the bed, her bare red bottom waving in the air. Now considerably cooled, she was actually looking forward to the treatment that followed. This intense war she was having with Louis had all the trappings of a real life donnybrook—the kind she so often dreamed about but had never experienced. The only difference was that it was a made-up war, part of the spanking drama the man was enacting for the camera.

		As much as Janice looked forward to another round of spanking, she instantly changed her mind when the strap began to fly. With a brisk firm stroke, Louis took up where he left off, delivering a steady stream of first exhilarating, and then wildly burning smacks.

		Janice was protesting with a hearty wail that no doubt reached far outside the walls of the room. At that point, she was beyond caring. It was hard enough to maintain the position on hands and knees, knowing if she were to suddenly collapse, she’d only feel more wrath vented on her aching behind.

		“I’m afraid you’ve been quite the slut, Mrs. Archer. Perhaps after this correction, you’ll behave yourself.”

		“Yes, yes of course!” she replied.

		The punishment continued, another dozen smacks before Louis spoke again.

		“You’ll be getting all you deserve today, my dear, and then some. You’ll see to what ends your tawdry behavior has brought you.”

		As though he was actually punishing her for some crime Louis justified the savage spanking. The lecture that followed almost got to that guilty spot inside her where she felt truly ashamed of her adulterous behavior. When the spanking finally stopped, she slumped in a heap on the bed, feeling the cool surface a welcome balm for her scorched behind. Unfortunately however, Louis was still not finished.

		“Get on your knees, wench!” he snapped. His voice cut the air sharply as did a wicked looking bamboo cane he now held his mighty grasp. The cane hit the bed beside her, Janice looking scared half out of her wits.

		“Oh, my god noooooo,” she roared. This was getting way beyond her ability to control.

		“On your knees,” he said evenly, a degree of righteous anger rising to the surface. He held the cane in his fist, a menacing gleam in his eye as he waited.

		Though she wished with all her might that she could avoid the caning, she felt doomed to this fate. Knowing that there was little she could do, she once more took up the required pose, though this time, her rear cheeks were clenched tight, making what could be soft and cushiony flesh, hard as nails.

		Noticing the tension in Janice’s ass, Louis reached out a hand and began massaging the flaming buttocks. Though his grip on her was harsh, she was nonetheless aroused by the seemingly affectionate gesture, and her sore flesh began to relax. Forgetting what Louis was really about she was taken off guard when the dominant suddenly pulled back and laid three sharp snapping cuts of the bamboo against the center of her desiring rear mounds.

		“Yeeeeawwww!” She collapsed against the bed and turned over. “Oh god, I can’t, please no!”

		“Just three more, my dear, unless of course you’d like me to double the count?” There was not even the faintest flicker in the fixed eyes that bore into her. She saw the truth in his warning, even as the sting of the three cuts still made her bottom burn hot. Reluctantly, she one last time climbed to her hands and knees to receive the cane. Gritting her teeth, her jaw fixed, her hands clenched, she waited.

		Swish! The bamboo struck like a bolt of lightning. A pause, and it struck again. With each cut she cried out, though there was some comfort in knowing these strikes were numbered. There was just the last she had to endure. Swish! The horrid rod came down for the last time, producing from the recalcitrant submissive a nasty wail that lifted her woeful cry into the air for anyone within the hotel to hear.

		Thinking she was finished with this debacle, Janice was about to rise from her humbled position when Louis revealed his further plans. Behind her quickly, he massaged the painful skin, and began probing deep inside her cleft. “You say you want it sexual? I think it’s time we gave you that gift.”

		There was a splash of some cold liquid traveling down her behind, and then fingers prodding their way inside both holes. Her instincts told her which one would see the most action that day. For all the times she’d protested anal sex in the past, she realized the protests were just a cover for the greater desire. As his hands played with the tight rear place, she felt herself relax and open to the penetration. When his erection entered her there, she cried, but it was in no way as agonized as the cries from the cuts of the cane. This violation was somewhere in that magical place between pain and ultimate happiness. The taking of her ass went on for some time, Louis not at all in a hurry to complete this ending. And when he was finally satisfied by her dark channel, Dak exchanged places with him and began the same kind of hard pounding attack that led to his own climax.

		

		Limp afterwards, Janice collapsed one last time to the comforting cushion of the old bed. Unlike before, this time, there was no effort made to rouse her, suggesting that the session was now complete. While she recuperated, she drifted for a little while, aware only that the whir of the camera had ended and the two men were dismantling the equipment. For a moment she imagined herself being left. Like used goods. These brutish men would take off with the images of her bared, caned and thoroughly screwed behind locked inside their video tape, images that would end up for sale on some sexual black-market.

		Janice wanted not to care. In a way the whole ordeal was feeling like heaven now in the aftermath; but reality creeping in around her, she realized what a horribly compromising position she was in. The whole adventure had been a mistake, she was sure of that. If there was only some way she could undo the shameful fact, but that appeared impossible with these two in command.

		“Louis,” she called to him with a meek voice.

		“My dear?” He turned around from his task and looked at her.

		“You’re not really going to sell the video?” she asked.

		“Sell it? I doubt that.” He smiled. “Here, you want it?”

		She was bewildered, seeing the video thrown next to her on the bed.

		“Wasn’t I good enough?” she wondered aloud.

		He laughed. “That’s what you’re worried about?”

		“Well, no. I’m not happy that you’d do this. I mean I didn’t really consent . . . “

		“Oh, you consented all right. But I won’t take advantage of you.”

		“But, if you didn’t want the video for yourself, what was it for?” She was baffled by the odd turn of events.

		“To lend an element of truth to our fantasy,” he stated simply.

		That she understood. Clasping the video case in her hands, she looked up at the two men and smiled. “You do all this for just a sexual lark?”

		“Oh, believe me, we’re getting all the satisfaction we want,” Louis assured her.

		“Didn’t I tell you, I could be very creative?” Dak added.

		With the equipment packed, the two men were ready to leave.

		“The room’s rented for the night if you’d like to stay,” Louis told her.

		“So that’s all?” she asked.

		“I think you’ve had enough.” His smile was almost kind. “You’d better look at that ass of yours before you leave. Might want to keep it under wraps with your old man around.”

		Janice felt her sore behind, finding that she could trace the cane lines on it with her fingers.

		“Perhaps we should meet together again soon?” Louis suggested, just as he was at the door.

		“Yes, perhaps we should,” she agreed from her lounging position on the burgundy comforter. Giving them a brief wave they left her to her own devices.

		Not wasting any time, Janice leapt out of the bed so she could view her behind in the mirror. Just as she suspected there were stripes on her ass, four of them that she could distinctly make out and another two faint ones below. Running her fingers over one raised red welt, she quaked inside knowing how this had embedded in her skin. She was only a few brisk manipulations away from a rip-roaring climax, something she was determined to take care of before she left the hotel.

		

		On the street outside the hotel, the two fierce looking men walked side by side, each carrying a large satchel to a van parked nearby. Placing their bags carefully in the back of the vehicle, they closed the door. Louis pulled his keys from a coat pocket. “Most satisfying afternoon, don’t you think?” he remarked to Dak.

		The other man smiled. “I think she’s ready for the big time, don’t you?” Dak observed.

		Louis had a winsome, hard-to-figure look on his face, as if he was imaging the red-head in the next video he’d create. “Oh, she’s ready, all right,” he said. “But next time, we’ll turn up the heat, really make her sweat. She’ll be crying for mercy in a way she never has. We’ll have it all on film and that one we’ll keep.”

		There was a devious glint in Dak’s eyes. “I have a distributor just itching to get his hands on it,” he said.

		“I hope you told them to expect something out of the ordinary. Mrs. Archer is going to perform like a diva of the stage. The only thing, her brilliant performance won’t be a performance at all. She’ll be scared out of her wits.”

		Louis was dangerous when he was this way, and that was what Dak liked about the man. Louis knew how to take women to the bitter edge of their desires. He could make them weep, and pant and lodge the most noxious protests, only to thank him in the end. Dak was certain that in the end, after the poor woman had been through her next trial, Janice Archer would appreciate the spectacle, including the erotic results.

		

		***

		

		“Where have you been?” Allen Archer said, his tone almost accusing.

		Janice was dead tired, her bottom throbbed and there was a strange feeling deep in her where she’d been penetrated by two erections that afternoon. A dull ache, it was producing an erotic charge and occasionally a twinge of pain at the same time. The skin on her punished behind was sore in its own way, feeling tight. She’d rubbed it a half dozen times on the way home. Awkwardly so. And she was dying to fondle it now.

		Unfortunately Janice hadn’t expected Allen to be home. He hardly ever was in the middle of the day, unless he was sleeping off a stakeout.

		“Out,” was all the answer she could manage.

		“Out? Out where?”

		Walking right by him, she threw her coat on the sofa. He followed her into the living room while he ate his peanut butter sandwich.

		“Since when do I have to account for my whereabouts every minute?” she asked him, obviously annoyed.

		“You don’t. I was just curious. There was a message on the answering machine from Dody, wanted to know why you missed your creative writing class.”

		“Oh,” she shrugged. “I’m bored with it.”

		“You seem to be bored with most everything, anymore.”

		“Maybe it’s because I don’t have much going on in my life.”

		“You’ve got to find something interesting to do,” he said.

		“Maybe I have,” she said, instantly regretting the statement.

		“What’s that?” he inquired.

		“Oh, nothing really.” She hesitated for minute. “I was at the library.”

		“The library?” He looked at what she was wearing. Her purple dress looked a little too fancy for her writing class or the library on a Wednesday afternoon.

		“I was doing some research on that article I’m writing.”

		“You know, if you’re having an affair, you might as well get it out in the open,” he said.

		“An affair!” she was shocked by the notion. “Why would you think that?”

		He shrugged and didn’t reply, his meaningful look was all that was needed to express his feelings.

		“Just because I have one odd day out on my own, you’re going to worry about that?”

		“I’d like the truth, and you’re still not telling me.”

		And he’s not going to get it, Janice thought to herself. “I have been doing a lot of thinking about a lot of things, Allen. I mean our marriage hardly feels like one with you gone so much. You remember that you were talking about retiring from the force, teaching, doing something less time consuming?”

		“Yeah, I have.”

		“Maybe you could think about it again.”

		Allen looked at his wife, a little confused. She wasn’t being the brash confident woman he was accustomed to. Her manner was soft, inviting, almost erotic. That was probably why he thought she might be having an affair. She had that “just-fucked” look in her eyes. And yet her words belied that possibility.

		“I suppose I could cut back on my assignments,” he conceded.

		“I think we need more than that, Allen. You’ve tried cutting back, but it’s never worked.”

		“Is this suppose to be an ultimatum?” he asked.

		She looked at him puzzled. “I don’t think so,” she said.

		He’d never known her to be so evasive. Something was up. Going to her he tried an affectionate approach. “We could see if we could work this out in bed,” he suggested, his lips meeting hers.

		She kissed him back affectionately and then pulled away. “No!” This was the last thing she wanted to do. Even as aroused as she was, she couldn’t risk her husband seeing the not so subtle marks on her behind. I have a deadline on that article and I have to get moving,” she said, brushing past his attentive gestures.

		“Damn, Janice, I don’t get it!” Allen barked at her annoyed. “You tell me that you want more time with me, and then you cast me off like that.”

		“Come home tonight,” she suggested. Maybe in the dark she was thinking.

		“Well maybe tonight just won’t work for me,” he retorted, unhappily. Grabbing an apple from the kitchen he walked out the door fuming. Janice knew she wouldn’t be seeing her husband until the next day, if then. It was not what she really wanted, but she’d have to settle for it. A little guilt creeping inside, she decided she could make it up to him once the stripes on her bottom faded. As for Louis, and Dak and fulfilling her spanking fantasies, the afternoon’s adventure was the most extraordinary thing that had ever happened to her sexually. She still wasn’t sure how she felt about it. But she was glad that she had the videotape safely tucked inside her purse on its way to be recorded over just as soon as she’d viewed it herself, just once.

		

		***

		

		Ducking her head against the rush hour crowd as she left the high-rise office building, Janice braced herself for the cold wind that would follow. A bitterness in the air. She wasn’t prepared for this change in the weather. She much preferred the Indian summer warmth to this turn toward winter. Throwing her coat over her chilled shoulders, she wriggled inside its protective warmth. Having just delivered the last segment of her article to her publisher, she’d be going home with very little to do there, except think up another article to write that interested her. How about spanking fetishes, dominant men and video tapes? she thought to herself, hearing her own internal sarcasm. Interesting subject, she could write a whole book since she obviously had enough personal material. My now, wouldn’t my editors be interested in that topic? she smirked to herself as she made her way down the street on her way to the parking garage.

		Why she had to park so bloomin’ far away, she couldn’t figure. Though when she’d arrived that afternoon, the weather had been beautiful, and she was enjoying the leisurely walk along what were much less crowded streets at that hour of the day. Now this messy looking weather blowing up in little more than an hour. . . she knew exactly how her evening would be spent. A glass of wine, an old movie and curled up under her afghan. Allen wouldn’t be home. After several days spending more time with him than she had in months, he announced that morning that he wouldn’t be home for dinner. A major sting operation underway, he probably wouldn’t be home until the whole thing unraveled, which could take a day or two.

		Janice had been rather delighted with the recent truce between her and Allen. Once her bottom healed she’d taken more sexual interest in him, reminding herself that he could be quite an adequate lover even if he wasn’t all that inventive. Still, she was ignoring her other sexual needs, like the one to be spanked. There’d been a few replies to her personal ad in the P.O. Box of late, but none of the offers could hold a candle to the moments she’d enjoyed, and not enjoyed, at the hands and paddles of Dak and Louis. And yet, even though she was still aroused by the pair, she chose not to contact either one. As tempting at it was, she was afraid of being drawn into their lascivious web. What if she got herself so entangled in their oddball world that she couldn’t get out? There was Allen to think of and more red stripes that might complicate things. What if he found out? No, it was just too dangerous for the carefully engineered status quo she enjoyed.

		Moving briskly down the street, Janice had no idea that she’d been followed until she reached the parking garage and heard footsteps a few feet back. Figuring that there was just another anxious commuter on their way home, she ignored the movement behind her until she became aware of a man towering directly over her left shoulder, far too close for comfort.

		“My god,” she jumped back as she turned around, seeing Louis.

		“How convenient that I found you,” he said, amazed with himself.

		“Found me?”

		He smiled deliciously, a grin so wicked it both frightened and intrigued her. Janice had the distinct feeling that all her self-will would fail in his presence.

		“I had the feeling that you’d enjoy a new video I’ve arranged.”

		“Oh?”

		“Why don’t you come with me?” His eyes alarmed her, but as if he was casting a spell on her she couldn’t stop staring into their incredible blackness.

		“How’d you know where I’d be?”

		“Your editor, Sam Cole, is a friend of mine. Mentioned you’d be seeing him today.”

		The reason sounded plausible, but odd. Louis knew Sam. She never would have guessed. Still, stranger things have happened.

		“I really should be going home,” Janice replied to him meekly.

		“To what?” he asked, quite seriously. “What’s there at home that could be more interesting than what I have in store for you?”

		“I don’t know. I guess there’s very little there, my husband won’t be home tonight.”

		“Then it’s settled,” he said, one hand slipping easily around her, so he could fondle her rear end just to remind her what he was about.

		“I suppose this will mean I’ll be getting spanked?” she asked.

		“Oh, most definitely,” he assured her. Having taken charge of her, she felt under his wing, cradled by a feeling of supreme comfort, though she was bathed in fear.

		Returning to the biting elements of the evening, the two took several city blocks on foot at a startling crisp pace. Janice was thinking as they made their way into a familiar neighborhood that they might be returning to the Fondulac Hotel. She was hardly surprised when they reached the entrance of the old structure, Louis holding the door open so she could move inside. Whisking her up the steps, they went not to the second floor where she’d met with him before, but up another three flights. She was panting when they reached the top while her companion was hardly winded.

		“You’ll wear me out before we get there,” she gasped, trying to make light of the fact. Louis however was much too somber to catch the humor.

		Looking about, Janice had the distinct feeling that this floor of the old hotel was deserted. An old occasional table in the hallway bore a thick layer of dust. A similar unkempt state described the window sills. The threadbare carpet on the floor had not recently been vacuumed.

		“We wouldn’t want to worry about the noise,” Louis commented in his deep baritone as he noticed Janice’s watchful gaze take in the details.

		At the end of the hall, Louis opened one of the doors without bothering to knock. Inside the dimly lit space Janice was shoved into the arms of another man. “Get her ready quickly,” Louis instructed the man.

		There was a flurry of activity around her, with at least a half dozen men obviously preparing for some wild show. Before Janice could make any sense of the situation or the people in it, she was unceremoniously pushed deep into the interior of the darkened space, a pair of masculine hands diving for her clothes, pulling them off with a speed that made her try to fight back.

		“What are you doing!” she cried.

		“Gag her if she starts to scream,” she heard Louis order.

		“Good god, stop this,” she gasped, struggling against the remarkable strength of the man disrobing her. Unfortunately she knew she wasn’t going to get away no matter how she fought. In that instant she was sure she’d be raped before a set of cameras, three that she was actually able to see, all trained on her. They’d been filming her since she entered the room, her mind recalling the familiar whirring noise. Suddenly a bank of floodlights was turned up high shining right in her eyes, blinding her to the details about her fate. Involuntarily, tears trickled down her cheeks as she realized what was to happen.

		Finding herself nude, her wrists manacled, her ankles in cuffs, she was thrust against a small bed, affixed spread-eagle to the four corners, her hips thrust high with a thick bolster underneath.

		She must have been protesting too loudly, her voice screaming for the men to stop; because moments later, she felt something stuffed into her mouth and a gag tied around her face, muffling any sound she made. Left lying there, crying out of fear, she was angry with herself for the vigorous sexual charge she was getting from this horrid moment. How could she possibly feel anything arousing from this absurd theatre? Perhaps I’ll be lucky, she thought to herself. Maybe they just want to use me as they did before, take their pictures and leave me whole. She prayed with all her might that this would be true. At the same time, she could kick herself for trusting Dak and Louis. Good god, what have I done? she screamed internally.

		Swish, smack! An angry snap of leather against her ass, Janice realized that she was being whipped. Not spanked, not affectionately held over some man’s lap, not even ruthlessly paddled with a hair brush or caned with a measured but ritual cut of bamboo, but whipped thoroughly. After a time, it was not one but two straps flailing her behind, both with rigorous force. Two men wielded the blasted things, alternating strokes so that there was hardly a second that her bottom was not in the most vile pain. She screamed into the gag for all she was worth, the soggy cotton doing its job to dampen the sound.

		What these men would do to her next, she could only assume was a viler version of the ass rape she’d had two weeks before. Knowing that there was no way to avoid the inevitable, she tried with all her might to let go the fear, and find some satisfaction for herself. Unfortunately, the pain made that impossible. Only when her tormentors paused in their attack could she even grab a breath of air or feel something other than the terrible sting. When they shoved a well-lubricated dildo in her ass, she reached the abyss. Feeling as though she was spiraling downward into a terrible chamber of horrors, Janice lost any train of thought, until with an abruptness that was as startling as it was curious, everything changed.

		Someone banged loudly on the door outside.

		“Police!” she heard the sound of stern voices made the room turn frenetic.

		The door knocked in, “You’re under arrest!” Was the next mean shout.

		She heard men bark orders with authoritative voices, the fear and tension in the room an explosive combination.

		Rights being quotes, handcuffs snapped, strong armed men struggling with strong armed men with guns. Janice caught glimpses of the activity when she opened her eyes; but mostly she kept her eyes shut tight, thinking that she could hide from the embarrassment of being discovered. From the corner of her eye, she saw the nude men about to rape her ass being led away, cocks gone limp in seconds. Some minutes later she felt someone remove the dildo, the gag, and then undo the manacles and cuffs that bound her to the bed. “You’ll have to get dressed and come to the station with us,” she heard the kind sound of a familiar voice.

		A blanket thrown over her body, she was turned on her back. In the glaring, bright light bulbs her eyes focused, a look of horror instantly replacing a look of chagrin as she gazed up to see the face of her husband staring down at her with an expression as shocked as her own.

		“Janice!” he gasped.

		“Allen!”

		

		***

		

		The station house was bustling with activity and anxious, gossipy whispers. Janice Archer was left in a room by herself for nearly an hour. She knew exactly how long she waited as she watched every minute go by on the school-house style clock that hung on the faded green wall. The fluorescents above were making her head ache. If only she was in one of those interrogation rooms with the single light overhead that she’d seen so often in movies, she might get away from the feeling of oppression.

		While she waited a dozen stories raced through her brain as she tried to decide what she could tell Allen. Of course it was Allen she was worried about. She was probably in a lot more trouble with the law, but it was her relationship with her husband that now scared her most.

		When the door finally opened, she jerked, having nodded off for just an instant. Allen’s grimacing face appeared, quite different than the shocked one that had discovered her naked and red-assed on the hotel bed. Never had she seen him looking so haggard. With a tablet in hand, he was obviously ready to take notes; but he threw that on the table, and waltzed toward the windows as if he could look out on the night. He said nothing, just stared.

		

		“They kidnapped you?” Allen asked, when he was finally ready to speak. He didn’t look away from the windows, his eyes seeming glued to something, though all he could really see through the opened blinds was the reflection in the glass.

		“Kidnapped? Kind of,” Janice answered, thinking of the way she’d been tricked by Louis.

		“You know these men?”

		“I had met Louis before,” she admitted. Janice wasn’t sure that Dak Bridges was in the room. He might have been behind one of the cameras but she couldn’t be certain.

		“They did force you?” he wanted to assume.

		“Force?” She hedged a moment. “Yes, I guess. In a way . . .” she lost her voice.

		Allen Archer had never been so cold to her. Looking her way for a moment, he stared her dead straight in the eye.

		“Did you consent to this, or not?” he asked.

		“I didn’t consent, Allen. I didn’t know it was going to happen.”

		His grim expression faded to a perplexed one, though Janice could still see the pain there. He didn’t speak for the longest time.

		“Am I in lots of trouble?” she finally asked.

		“Depends on what you have to say?”

		“What do I need to say?” she asked.

		“The truth for starters. The men that had you tied up told us you’d consented to do videos in the past. They made it sound as if you were turning kinky tricks, just for the pleasure. A real pro.”

		“That’s not true!” Janice blurted out.

		“Suppose then you tell me what is?” he said in calm, still voice.

		Biting her lip, Janice wondered just exactly how much of the truth she should confess. There were so many different aspects to the story of her fantasies. Which one made the most sense? Which would Allen believe? Which would cast the best light on the situation, if that was possible at all? All tied up in knots inside, she breathed deep, trying to dredge up the courage to get the through the next tough minutes, knowing that this hour might have a whole lot to do with her future, especially her future as Mrs. Allen Archer.

		“I didn’t plan for this Allen,” she finally began. “But I did start it happening.”

		“Tell me.” he said, looking a little more interested and a little less pained.

		“Well, you see . . .” this was going to sound strange . . . “I have this thing about being spanked.”

		“Spanked?” A little shock wave registered.

		She nodded.

		“You have a thing about being spanked?” his voice rose in volume.

		“A fetish kind of thing?” She hoped he’d understand without a lot of explanation. Holding her breath, she watched as her husband strolled from the window toward the table, where she sat meekly waiting for his response.

		“Spanking, huh? A fetish thing? I guess I didn’t know that about you, Janice,” he said. Sitting down at the opposite end of the table, he folded his hands in front of him and looked her squarely in the eye. “Perhaps a little confession would be good for the soul,” he went on. “Tell me. I’m all ears.” He was self-contained, almost smug and very professional. “And don’t worry, Janice, I’m used to long sessions in this room with suspects and perpetrators. We have all night.”

		

		***

		

		At two a.m. the young uniformed cop that had taken Janice to the station brought her home, showing her all the way to the door of her apartment on instructions from her husband. Allen’s last words to her before he’d left the interrogation room were simple. “I want you to go home, take a bath and see if you can sleep. Just be sure you don’t leave before I get there.”

		The suggestion for a bath was really a kind one, so indicative of Allen. He’d been so calm and detached while she’d laid out her story for him. She noticed a few winces, but he was surprisingly passive to her revelations, almost as though it was a stranger not his wife telling the tale. And she told him everything, including the agonizing revelation that she’d been taken anally the last time she was with Dak and Louis. In turn, she found out from Allen that the two dominants were in the business of making pornographic movies, which in itself wasn’t a crime. However, they’d managed to commandeer other woman like herself, many with a lot less desire than she had for the crude kind of sexual practices being filmed. In addition, the two would charge admission to events like the one she was caught in. The more money paid, the more the “guest” got to participate. It was suspected that two of the men who’d been poised to rape her had in fact paid for the right to do so.

		Of course, Louis and Dak found a willing woman all the more attractive for their purposes. Janice had fallen right into their hands. What Janice Archer didn’t tell her husband, was how easily it had been for the two of them to have her, especially the first time. She relied on her real fear of that night to convince her husband that she was sincerely petrified the whole time she was assaulted.

		

		Janice took the bath, which soothed her, some. But as for sleeping, there was no way she could really rest having no idea what was going through her husband’s head. He’d sat intrigued through her long explanation, but had commented little. And when she’d left the station, he’d made no personal comment, just his helpful suggestions to get her to relax. Curling up on the couch, which she should have been doing by seven that evening, she flipped though late night TV finding nothing that interested her. She tried reading a novel that was way too complicated for her weary brain. And then for a moment she actually dozed with her head resting on the tall arm of her new rose-colored sofa.

		At about three-thirty a.m., the front door opened and closed. Though Allen was being deliberately quiet, the sound of it was like thunder in Janice’s ears.

		“Allen?” she said sleepily as she saw her husband walk into the room.

		He looked at her anxious face as she stared up at him through sleepy eyes.

		“Slept much?” he asked.

		“No. Not really. I was waiting for you.”

		“I thought you would,” he acknowledged. “You’ll probably be glad to know that there won’t be any charges pressed against you. That’s the good news. You will have to agree to a lengthy deposition regarding Bridges and Grimes.”

		“Grimes.”

		“Yeah, Louis Grimes.”

		“Humph. I never knew his last name.”

		Allen nodded, then sighed. “Well, if it’s all the same to you, I’m dead tired. We’ll have our talk in the morning.”

		“I have to wait until then?” she pleaded with him.

		“Yeah,” he said nodding his head. “Because then I’ll feel like getting angry again, and I can blow off some steam. Trust me, I’m only acting like a teddy bear because I’m beat.” Turning away, he disappeared into the bedroom. She would have liked to have followed him there, curled up in his arms and let his warmth get inside. And though he certainly wouldn’t have kicked her out of bed, it just didn’t feel quite right invading the morose territory of his angry stew.

		

		***

		

		Janice made pot roast, mashed potatoes and a big tossed salad with blue cheese dressing, Allen’s favorites. She’d missed him in the morning when he’d slipped past her on the way to work. She was still sleeping until the phone rang at eleven, and she woke to answer it. All the worry about an angry scene had quickly evaporated. Apparently Allen didn’t want address his anger with her. Still, she wasn’t sure that was a good sign or not. In the meantime she was doing her damnedest to play the perfect housewife, just in case she there was a chance she still had a marriage left. Part of her wondered why she’d tried so hard, when their relationship hadn’t been all that good in the past. However it didn’t take much to answer that question. She still loved him. If only they could work things out about time and sex and a few other matters, they might be able to have the real marriage she wanted. The fact remained, Allen was simply too good a man to give up. Other husbands might have rung her neck after the night before. He’d actually been civil.

		

		“Hi,” she heard his voice behind her and turned startled.

		“Hi,” she tried her most welcoming smile, a little sexy, a little kind, and as warm as she could make it.

		“We’ve got to talk,” he said.

		“Before or after pot roast?” she asked rather timidly for the usually forthright Janice. This whole incident had made her much more humble than she’d ever been.

		“Definitely before,” Allen replied. Moving into the living room was a clue for her to follow.

		Until then Janice hadn’t noticed the paper sack in his hand, but the crinkly sound of it as it hit the floor made her curious to know what was inside.

		“You need to know I’m taking a sabbatical from the force,” he said.

		“Like we talked?” She was amazed.

		“Maybe. After last night I’d just as soon take some time away to let things blow over. And then there’s you and me. It’s about time we redefined some things.

		“Yes . . . “ she encouraged him by the inflection in her voice. Her heart racing, it annoyed her how he could remain so utterly calm. He must be furious with her but he wasn’t letting on.

		“First, I’ll be around more often, regardless of what I decide to do about work . . . I might just retire and do that teaching we talked about. Or I might take shorter hours, a department switch. I haven’t made up my mind.”

		“Then you’re not leaving me?” Janice chimed in.

		He almost looked surprised that she’d ask. “That really depends on you.”

		“On what?”

		“On your accepting the other decisions I’ve made.”

		“Like what?”

		“Like regarding your behavior.” Now his voice was beginning to rise, the emotion that he’d contained so well becoming more apparent. “You’ve gone off the deep end, Janice. Giving your ass to men as a present doesn’t set well with me. Doing a video? That’s even more disturbing. Realizing after the fact that I—and half the police department—were looking at my own wife’s bare ass getting flogged like some 16th century criminal, or better yet, some 20th century whore, that doesn’t sit well with me either. In fact, Janice, I can’t think of one thing about last night’s arrest that doesn’t turn my stomach.”

		Feeling the wrath behind his words was almost refreshing. Blowing like a bitter November wind to cleanse her soul, she could almost feel the guilt and regret that had lingered with her all day slipping away as she took his barbs in the spirit they were given. She needed this.

		“I know we’ve had our ups and downs, but I always thought we had a certain respect for ourselves and each other. Your letting bastards like Grimes and Bridges turn you into a piece of sexual meat makes me wonder if I know you at all.

		“I heard so much that upset me last night, I thought all day long that there was just no way you and I could go on.” His mounting rage for an instant turned to sadness. “But then, I remembered all those words, that confession, the admission that what you really like is that old-fashioned discipline. I admit I was stumped. Sounded ludicrous at first. But you know, the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. The idea of reddening your butt as wild as it was last night when we burst in on you . . . well, that’s damned appealing.” By then he was almost smiling. “I guess what I’m trying to say is that, you want our marriage, Janice? You’re going to pay the piper.”

		Janice stared at her husband amazed by the heartfelt words that poured from his lips.

		“I’m going to blister that fanny of yours till it burns like hell. You get out of line, you get sassy, you so much as think about seeing another man for any reason, you’ll get it again. That’s the way it’s going to be around here. And I promise, I’ll be around here a whole lot more than you’ve seen me before. So much, you’ll probably regret you wanted me here. But there’s one thing for certain, you’ll get your spanking desires if it’s the last thing I do.”

		Reaching into the paper sack on the floor, Allen drew from it a large wooden hairbrush and a leather paddle reminiscent of one she’d seen at the party. She stared at the two implements, her heart not only racing, her bottom already feeling the sting. A wild and wonderful warmth filled her entire lower region.

		It was the hairbrush that remained in Allen’s hand. The leather was left on the couch. “Might as well get started,” he said motioning her to him. Janice struggled with replying. This was such a different Allen speaking, an Allen she could grow to appreciate. So stern and forceful. She’d seen this side of him when he was working, but focused on her now, she shivered with excited expectation.

		“You’re going to do it now? Right now?”

		“Right now,” he confirmed.

		“You really mean it?”

		“Over my lap,” he said.

		No nonsense delivery, a little annoyance in his tone. She shivered more.

		Janice almost stumbled crossing the room. At his side, she felt awkward being there for this purpose, but she wasn’t given much time to think of it. As though he’d been spanking her all their marriage, Allen pushed her down across his lap with a firm, efficient shove, and began fooling with the waist band of her jeans.

		How silly of me to wear jeans she thought. It just made the waiting more difficult. Fiddling with the clasp on her pants, it took a few minutes before he had the garment off her waist and over her hips. As was her recent custom, she was wearing thong panties so he could see right off that there were remnants of last night’s ordeal still apparent on her skin.

		“I imagine that you’re still sore?” he guessed correctly.

		“I can feel it, if that’s what you mean?”

		“Too bad for you,” he remarked. Lifting the edge of the panties, he drew them down over the two orbs and pushed them to the floor in a pile with the jeans. A completely bare ass before his eyes, he gazed on the familiar sight with new eyes, appreciating his wife from a much different perspective than he ever had before. Holding her about the waist with his left hand, his right hand gripping the hairbrush, he began a long, slow, methodical spanking. It began with some hesitation, but picked up speed and intensity as Allen’s determination increased with each smack that landed on those twin butt cheeks. Not long, and the globes were aflame with a mad shade of red, burnished by heat, looking even splotchy in places as the brush roughed up the skin. Janice cried and thrashed about. It seemed that she couldn’t bear anymore, but she didn’t even try to weasel out of this predicament. She deserved every righteous stroke. If there was ever a paddling she deserved, it was this one.

		The blistering went on for nearly a half hour, with a few pauses here and there for both participants to catch their breath. In the end she was simply sobbing, begging his forgiveness, pleading for him to stop, pledging her loyalty to him forever, if he’d just have mercy on her.

		“Oh, please darling, I’m sorry, I am, please, I can’t stand this.”

		

		For a long time after her anguished cries exhorted him, Allen ignored her efforts. How easy that was to do. All he had to do was think of the nasty scene the night before, and his own embarrassment before his peers. That thought in mind, a new round of swats with even more resolve peppered her angry looking cheeks.

		

		Janice hated every second of the pain, but she didn’t hate her husband. As painful as it was, the treatment was setting things right between them and there was a tear or two of happiness mixed with all the others.

		Suddenly stopping, Allen laid the hairbrush down beside him on the couch, and picked up the leather paddle, an act Janice saw from the corner of her eye.

		“Oh, Allen, no please!” she wailed in agony.

		“You don’t want this too?” he asked. “I thought you liked getting spanked.”

		“No. no. Please, please no!”

		“You know I should,” he said, laying the cool leather on her hot skin.

		“But you won’t, you can’t. I’ve learned my lesson. I swear. I promise.”

		“Oh, I’m not so sure about that,” he countered. Replacing the leather with his hand he began to massage her mounds eagerly. “Just remember, this will happen again, you can be sure of that. I’m not so sure I won’t give you a whole week’s worth of spankings just to pay for last night.”

		She couldn’t dispute his desire, she certainly deserved as much. But by then, the action of his fondling hand felt so heavenly she would have agreed to anything. Stirring up that strange mix of raw energy that was always present after a spanking, her loins were on fire. So much so she might have raped him.

		On this occasion however, Allen definitely remained in control. Though he’d never seen his wife quite his way before, he immediately understood her arousal. Aroused himself, he let his hand drop between her parted thighs to find her warm home moist and ready for him. Venturing higher however, his fingers began to press against the tight back door—the one she admitted had been breached two weeks before. He’d never had her there, could remember her protests when he’d tried anal sex in the past. Now, however, he wouldn’t take “no” for an answer. Having given herself to two reprehensible thugs, he was not about to let her deny him access to this most intimate treasure.

		“Ah, Allen,” she purred, and winced, and urged him on, all in the same voice.

		Her eager response was inspiring.

		Anxious to proceed, he deposited his wife on the couch, on hands and knees, and began to undo his belt.

		“Is this how it was with your ‘johns’?” he asked.

		She wanted to protest the word ‘john’, but then thought better of it. Wiggling her red fanny for him, she spoke her desire without words.

		Descending on her, Allen penetrated the dark channel, consumed by a dark sexual heat. Anger, indignation, and justice mixed with desire made this flagrant violation the crudest thing he’d ever done to his sassy-assed wife. The fact that she was loving it as much as he was told him volumes, much more than her mere words these last two days. He was right when he’d come home to tell her that they’d be “redefining” a few things. Not so sure then what that meant, he was utterly sure now.

		

		In bed an hour later, the two lay happily in each other’s arms. It seemed like months, maybe years since they’d been this close.

		“You’re really going to be home more?” she asked him.

		“Is that a problem?” he asked.

		“No, I’m just feeling so lucky,” she said. “I do something really stupid and almost criminal, and certainly immoral, and all of a sudden I’m getting everything I want.”

		“I suppose last night was a wakeup call for both of us. But as far as you being “lucky”, I’m not so sure that you’re going to feel that way when I’m through with you.”

		“Though with me?”

		“Until I’ve finally decided that you’ve paid for this crime.”

		“So you are going to spank me daily?”

		“Maybe hourly,” he said.

		Now, she knew he was kidding. But how much she couldn’t be certain. The one thing that she did know was that in Allen’s arms—hot, sore bottom and all—was where she really wanted to be. As her loins grew ready for another sexual interlude, she couldn’t wait for him to spank her again to keep the fires burning. Pulling up on her elbow, she looked down at his face, the mustache and the whimsical smile, the firm jaw line that could harden with indignation. She loved it all. Toying with his chest hair, she leaned in and kissed him lightly on the lips. Some of her sassy boldness was returning, now that she realized that Allen did still love her, and this wasn’t just a dream.

		“So you suppose that you could use your belt on me sometime?” she asked with a devious glimmer in her green eyes. “I know the hairbrush is traditional, and the spankers are inventive, but I’ve always wanted that angry wrath poured out from a man’s leather belt.” She raised her eyes brows making the query.

		Allen smirked. “Say, no more, Mrs. Archer,” he replied. “You just better be ready for another angry sting, because if it is angry wrath you want, I’ve got plenty.”

		“Ooo, yes!” she said, wiggling erotically against him. Her smiled was deliciously wicked as she prepared for another good heated sting. Climbing up on her hands and knees again, she waited for Allen to find his belt. Her patience was rewarded when she felt that first smack of the doubled leather strike her plump satisfied flesh.

		

		

		Another Kind of Submission

		

		Dieter Claussen would have never been mistaken for a warm man. Officious and gracious, but cold to those that knew him, he kept most people at a distance and that was the way he liked it. His wife, on the other hand, was so directly opposite him in personality. The statuesque brown-haired Heidi Claussen oozed sensual grace: her voice, soft like the morning dew of summer on rose petals; her hazel eyes, lustrous with a light that came from within her sultry being; and her heart, one that desired to give with its full measure to the one she loved.

		For five years the fragrant woman had given herself to Dieter. They’d met and married on a cruise ship that sailed from Denmark south to the Mediterranean. Caught up in the romantic atmosphere of dancing, wine and endless hours with little to do but fall in love with the handsomest man on the ship, or in Dieter’s mind, the most beautiful female passenger, the two were naturals for a whirlwind courtship. The ship-board wedding was complete with satin gown and flowers and a host of adoring fellow travelers that allowed them a private honeymoon for the remaining two weeks of their trip. Only one small thing in Dieter’s wooing of his bride caused Heidi some concern. He’d told her that he had old fashioned values, and considered that his wife should be subject to his rule. Given that Heidi herself had been raised with ‘old-fashioned values’, and that her parents long marriage was an old-fashioned one, she thoughtfully decided that this wouldn’t be a problem for her. Little did she know exactly what Dieter meant until she crossed him for the first time.

		Returning home to New York, both needed to adjust to the fact that they’d, with little conscious thought, changed their entire lives in one rash moment of erotic excitement. Their first spat was precipitated by the crazy circumstance of trying to combine two very different lives. Dieter was thirty-two, a stockbroker. Heidi, just twenty one, worked with her dear friend, Joanne, in her catering business, providing all the fancy food for soirees and dress balls given by the city’s wealthiest families—ones like Dieter’s family. Dieter’s immediate assumption was that Heidi would quit her job as soon as she returned from their honeymoon.

		“You’re not!” he declared surprised when she announced to him otherwise. While Heidi was quite yielding, Dieter was finding his new bride had a defiant streak that occasionally flared at him. He had a feeling that there was a tiny piece of his beautiful wife that could be as intrepid as his stern manner; though at her young age it was thankfully not well developed.

		“Of course I’m not quitting my job,” she replied to him, maintaining a sweet smile on her pink-cheeked face. “I wouldn’t have asked you to quit your job.”

		“Of course you wouldn’t, but you are a woman who’s married into a wealthy family. There’s no need for you to work. Besides, I expect a good deal from my wife, and I doubt that can be accomplished while you’re working these hands of yours to the bone in the kitchen.” He’d come to her, taken her soft hands in his and rubbed them with his masculine ones.

		“Do you have a problem with my work?” she wondered at his slightly judgmental tone.

		“I’ve never had a problem with hard work. But it’s not exactly the kind of thing I want for you.”

		“Well, you’ll have to accept it regardless,” she said, just a little too haughtily. She shook him off, the first time ever, and went back to dusting a porcelain vase that had been sent them as a wedding gift.

		“Heidi!” he spoke harshly. “The tone of your voice is unacceptable.”

		“It is?” The young bride thought a moment. “I’m sorry if I snapped.”

		“I won’t allow your being rude to me.”

		“I’m sorry,” she repeated, sounding sincere.

		“Another tone like that,” he warned, “I’ll take you over my knee.”

		“You’ll what!” She was stunned, practically dropping the vase.

		Noticing the bauble, Dieter took the vase from her and set it down on the table so he could go on with his reprimand.

		“You heard me,” he retorted.

		“You’d do that?” She couldn’t believe him.

		“I assumed you’d figure that sort of thing when I told you I expected an ‘old-fashioned wife’.”

		“I never exactly thought that, no,” she answered.

		“Well, just so you know. I’ll be keeping a strap in the closet just inside my study, should it become necessary.” Her baby blue eyes went wide, her jaw dropped open. “Understand, my love, it’s not something I’ll ever do easily, but I will exercise my rights as your husband.”

		“You’d honestly spank me?”

		“If you misbehave.”

		“But that’s for children, and I’m not a child.”

		“Children and misbehaving wives,” he corrected her.

		“Dieter, please,” she moaned to him, as she moved close into his tall lean frame, a coy smirk on her face. “Can’t we have a normal marriage, settling our differences with conversation and compromise?”

		“You remember the marriage vows, love and obey?” he asked.

		Heidi vaguely remembered the ship’s captain mentioning the word ‘obey’; but in the excitement the whole ceremony went over Heidi’s head. “You take that seriously?” she queried. His hand was around her, affectionately stroking her back, his lips for an instant pressed to her forehead.

		“Most assuredly, and I don’t think we’ll have a problem darling.”

		“But I still want to keep my job, at least for a little while. Joanne was hardly expecting me to take off on my big trip only to leave her with no help when I returned.”

		Dieter sighed heavily. “A month,” he replied. “No more. Just enough time to give your friend notice so she can find new help. Then, you can use you skills at planning parties and concocting all the food for the affair we’ll give for our friends. That’ll keep you busy for a while. Of course, I don’t expect you to cook, we have a fine one, Mrs. Alpern. She’s been with me for five years as my housekeeper.”

		“Yes, and that was something I wanted to speak with you about,” Heidi broke in. “Is she really necessary, now that you’re not a bachelor anymore? I mean, if I’m not working I’m perfectly capable of keeping this apartment in shape.”

		Dieter laughed. “You must be joking, love. I’m not going to have you on hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor. This place is nearly three-thousand square feet, that’s hardly small. You’d wear yourself out keeping it as polished as I like it.”

		“But then what am I suppose to do?”

		Well, in addition to planning our party, there are lots of things . . . “ he struggled to think of them. “Classes you could take, you are an art buff. Hone your talent for that. And there are teas and volunteer boards, you know womanly things like that.”

		Except for an art class, nothing that Dieter mentioned appealed to her. But she was not about to cross the man that loved her so passionately every night. After all, she’d agreed to this marriage, now it was time to make it work; and she was determined to do that.

		

		Heidi managed to squelch her more independent thoughts in favor of making her marriage to Dieter a success. She quit her job after a month, allowed Dieter’s mother to organize her social life with a lot of young women that she really didn’t care for, and began looking into the prospects of taking the art classes Dieter mentioned. Frequently, she did sneak into the kitchen before her husband came home from work and prepared their dinner meal on the sly. Mrs. Alpern was her willing accomplice, making sure that the master of the house, or the apartment as this case was, was none the wiser. He probably wouldn’t have been that put out, but she didn’t want to take any chances.

		For six months, it seemed their marriage was near perfect with all of Heidi’s accommodations to Dieter’s wishes for her. What changed all that, and changed the nature of their relationship altogether was something quite unexpected. Something she would have never anticipated.

		The party that Dieter wanted just after their marriage had to be postponed until after the holidays. There was just too much going on for them with business and getting settled, for the necessary arrangements to be made. Once Christmas was over however, Heidi put her creative juices to work full throttle, designing a mid-winter gathering she knew Dieter would be proud of. Everything was planned in exquisite detail. She spent hours poring through cookbooks for just the right hors d’oeurves, ordered the roast weeks in advance, and began stealing hours in the kitchen while Dieter was gone, practicing new recipes for canapés and tarts and delicate sauces. There were beautiful flowers in a half dozen delicious shades of blue that were flown in from warmer climates—Dieter had said that money was no object. She purchased European linens by mail because she couldn’t find what she wanted in the local stores, and had hand-picked the string quartet from musician friends she knew from Juilliard. For a young woman with an endless budget, perfect taste and the means to have it, she did as she hoped her husband wanted, and created the most elegant party she could imagine.

		Heidi’s had her dress made special, something that might have cost a fortune from a designer; but with the help of a seamstress that Joanne contacted, the “one of kind” piece was made for half the price. She considered this dress a “coming out” statement to the social world. No longer a young maid, she was a matron of elegance and class. That was why the peach colored sheer silk was fit to conform to her lovely curves, so that with every move she made her womanliness exuded to eyes that viewed her. Cut low in front, her generous cleavage showed, while in the back the draping fabric left the graceful lines and delicate skin bare. The slit at the side of the skirt ran to her hip, though not so much that the dress could ever have been considered tawdry.

		While sharing her plans on almost all the details of the party with Dieter, she kept the dress a well-kept secret. Only when she unveiled herself to her guests, did her husband get his first glimpse of his wife looking like a goddess of sensual charm. The guests were thoroughly delighted with the new Mrs. Claussen, but it was Dieter’s expression above all others, she remembered as she made her entrance into the living room. For an instant, there was a look of shock on his face, and then a smile, a gracious one, as he beckoned her to his side. For the entire party they acted as the happy newly-weds. Imported wine and champagne flowed. The canapés and tarts were an overwhelming hit and the music was considered divine—as divine as the elegant hostess herself.

		

		When the last of Dieter and Heidi’s guests had left, when the string quartet was out the door, and even when Mrs. Alpern, who had tidied up just a bit, said she was going to bed, “I’ll be up bright and early to finish the clean-up,” she’d said, and she would be—only then did the magical night take an ugly turn.

		“Heidi, come into my study,” the tired hostess heard her husband’s stern voice in what sounded like a command. She was a little light-headed with champagne still flowing through her blood stream, and her mind weary from conversation and so many people. Numbly joining her husband in his inner sanctum, she was perplexed and even a little annoyed to see that he was taking such a serious tone at two-thirty in the morning. They should be climbing into bed for a well-deserved rest.

		“If it can wait until morning, I’d appreciate it,” she said with a sigh as she slumped into a chair in front of her husband’s desk. Dieter was strolling the office, and if Heidi guessed right, seething to himself for some unknown reason.

		“I can’t believe the spectacle you made of yourself tonight,” he began his assault.

		“What! The party was perfect, I know it was,” she gasped mouth wide open.

		“That dress, your lush deportment.”

		“What’s wrong with the dress. Everyone complimented me on it.”

		“Of course they would. But it was not something I would ever have allowed you to wear.”

		“Allowed?”

		“You’re my wife, not a woman on the make.”

		“How dare you imply that.”

		“I’m afraid that’s how I saw you all night, fawning over the men like you were looking for some extra-marital adventure.”

		“I was not!” She was as livid as she could be.

		“I beg to differ. You might as well have been nude, the cleavage, the slit to your waist.”

		“It is not to my waist,” she declared unhappily, standing up just to show him otherwise.

		“I won’t put up with my wife acting like a slut,” he said.

		“Not a word you’re saying is the truth, Dieter, and I’m not going to listen to another,” she snapped. She started toward the door, but before she could get there, Dieter beat her to it. One hand was on her arm, the other inside the cabinet nearby withdrawing the strap that he’d told her months before would be hanging there.

		“You’re not going to spank me?” she gasped astounded.

		“Oh, but I am,” he countered.

		Hauling her rudely toward his winged-back chair, he sat down, thrust her over his lap, and began pelting her struggling behind with the foot long leather.

		“Dieter, stop!” she cried.

		Ignoring her, Dieter went on letting the mean thing land at least two dozen times on her behind until they were both out of breath. For an instant Heidi thought her husband was through and tried to pull off his lap; but Dieter, getting his second wind, had other ideas. It took nothing at all to push the silky fabric from his wife’s behind. That done, he jerked down her sheer panty hose discovering quickly why there’d been no tell-tale panty lines, she’d worn no panties. That fact only made him more furious. Beginning again with the strap, he reddened the flesh that was only pink, all to the vigorous protests of his frightened and appalled wife.

		“Stop it!” she wailed a half dozen times.

		“I stop only when I’m ready!” Dieter informed her after one particularly loud cry. “And I’d suggest you keep your voice down, you wouldn’t want to wake Mrs. Alpern.”

		The leather came down hard, each crack of the implement on her behind one that resounded through the study, creating a horrible music as it blended with the sounds of Heidi’s distress.

		“Ouch! Good god, Dieter, no!” she tried each time to end it with an even more exuberant protest

		And yet, Dieter was firm, convinced that it was imperative he keep his wife from flaunting her obvious beauty as if it was something to be had by any man. He saw spanking as the one sure way for his sincere disgust to be clearly understood. With a few pauses, alternating the furious blasts from cheek to cheek, the determined husband went on, until he was sure that the pain of this encounter would linger with his wife long after the spanking was over—if not literally, certainly in her mind.

		Once Heidi was on her feet again, Dieter stared up at her with eyes that held her immobile in front of him, despite the desire in her to flee to their bedroom.

		“From now on, you’ll clear your wardrobe with me. Your attire is to be demure and tasteful, no cleavage, no short skirts,” . . . he was thinking of several things that hung in her closet, “no slits, no going without proper underwear, and nothing sheer. You will carry yourself as a woman of virtue and your conversations with men at any party, ours or any other that you may attend, will be conducted only while you’re at my side. And in the future, a single glass of wine, or port will do. You’re far too loose with more than that in your system.”

		Exhausted, weary and in pain, Heidi listened to her husband’s orders, wanting the entire time to protest his overbearing rules. But she had no strength to fight him. He always won. Six months as his wife, and that was one thing she was sure of. Dieter Claussen got his way in business, with his family and now with his wife. There were not going to be any seams in his personal or professional relationships.

		That night Dieter slept in the adjoining bedroom, as though he considered that another punishment his wife would bear for her unseemly behavior. However, before she woke the next morning, at about eight a.m., he crept into their bedroom, raised the sheets and planted his morning erection between his Heidi’s soft thighs, driving his need to a quick completion with her hardly conscious. He didn’t stay to see her reach any kind of satisfaction, but left the room and the apartment as soon as he was dressed, deciding to go into work even though it was Saturday. That left Heidi without any time to discuss the shocking aftermath of her one glorious party. And for the first time since her whirlwind, shipboard romance, she wondered if the marriage had been a mistake.

		

		***

		

		As the months and years went by, Dieter’s rule over his wife became more complete. Heidi hardly breathed without her husband’s permission. She dressed modestly as he directed, refrained from too much contact with men and squandered her days away doing the things that Dieter wanted her to do. The art classes that Dieter had first recommended never happened. Too suspicious of her after that one night, he nixed the idea, saying he wanted her to wait for that kind of frivolous activity until she was more used to her wifely role. Because there were few options for her that truly pleased her, Heidi found herself spending a good number of hours each week volunteering at a children’s center. Dieter found this particularly acceptable, probably because there were few men around the place. By his twisted thinking, it was perfectly okay for her to volunteer her time, but when she mentioned taking some classes to become a teacher, he was appalled that she’d even consider that kind of common work. He didn’t say that in so many words, but Heidi had become quite accomplished in reading the true meaning behind his statements.

		The spankings continued regularly. Despite her attempts to toe the line, just to keep Dieter happy—and when he was happy he could be charming, sexy and fun to be with—there was always something that was not quite to his liking. Though her infractions of his many rules seemed minor to her, they were enough of a problem that Dieter felt it necessary to correct the misbehavior with a trip over his lap. At least twice a month, and sometimes more often, she would be summarily taken aside, her bottom bared and the strap laid on with a vigorous intensity. Dieter was never light with his correction. Most often he used the strap, though occasionally it was his hand that pelted her behind; then other times, by some whim, he’d take up a riding crop, a hairbrush or even a wicked cane that were all kept in the closet in his study.

		The one consistent fact about the spankings, the night she was been punished, Heidi could count on Dieter to let her linger in bed by herself for a time, only to come to her with a raging erection and a wildly passionate sexual style. Unlike their normal times making love, when he was interested in pleasing her as well as himself and their caresses were warm and sensuous, these times after she’d been punished were crazy affairs. Strangely, after just the first few times, she responded almost as wildly as Dieter. Something about being spanked aroused her, though she didn’t have a clue why on those nights she’d turn so savage. Whether it was the spanking or her husband.

		

		Such was the pattern of Heidi and Dieter’s married life for nearly five years, until unbeknownst to Dieter, he set quite a different course for the months that followed. The change began when he invited a friend, Matthew Hunter, to dinner one evening. It wasn’t unusual for Dieter to invite guests to their home, but Heidi had never had a guest quite like this one. Matt Hunter was an artist, taught classes at a small art school he’d founded himself. Hearing that, Heidi was reminded of the suggestion that Dieter had made to her early in their marriage, and then readily withdrawn when his jealousy loomed more important than anything else. She wondered if her husband might have changed his mind in the intervening years. There was still an artist inside her, one that rarely got a chance to express itself in its full measure.

		Matthew Hunter’s art was not what interested Dieter Claussen in the man. Though they’d met when Matt had placed some of his oils paintings in Dieter’s offices, it was his inclinations toward woman that seemed to bond the two men. One evening, the two shared a drink and casual conversation while they admired one of the Matthew’s paintings that now hung over Dieter’s desk.

		“There’s something about this one that really struck me,” Dieter offered with a quizzical look. While a basically abstract piece, it was possible to make out two figures, a woman and man, their juxtaposition intriguing. “I’m not sure what it is, but it communicates a certain power to me.”

		“You might be surprised to know what I was thinking when I painted that,” Matt said, observing the piece.

		“Oh?”

		“I’m not exactly a feminist,” Matt went on, as though he didn’t want to reveal too much about himself before he understood how Dieter would react.

		“Really? I’ve never fashioned myself much of one either,” he replied.

		“Mind you, I appreciate women for their intellect and talent, and would never try to put one down, or say they are less than equals with men, but I’m rather dominant in my personal relationships with them. That was what I tried communicating with this work.”

		“Exactly,” Dieter replied, amazed at how the artist had captured just that masculine dominant mood in the abstract form. “You say you’re dominant in your personal relationships?” Matthew Hunter was a man of his own age. As men go, Dieter acknowledged that he was a handsome one that most women would find very attractive. He was of average muscular build, with dark hair, usually slightly disheveled in an avante garde sort of way, though only his hair seemed typically artsy. Strong facial features, aquiline nose, sharp chin, high cheek bones and eyes that could narrow intently or laugh with glee, there was nothing “sweet” about this artist. He obviously created his work from an earthy source, not an ethereal one, which was probably why Dieter enjoyed Matt Hunter paintings so much.

		“Yes, in certain areas I take charge, and when a woman tries to play games with me, or for that matter, otherwise acts like a brat, I don’t hesitate to show my disapproval.”

		Dieter smiled, feeling a kindred spirit in his midst. “And how do you show your disapproval?” he asked.

		Matt was amused by the answer before he could even speak it. “When a good dressing down doesn’t work, I spank them on their bare behinds.”

		Dieter couldn’t have been more delighted. “How interesting,” he observed. “I knew that I wasn’t the only one that used such methods, but I’ve never had the pleasure of finding another man that uses the same means of keeping a woman humble.”

		“Humble?” Matt questioned. “I don’t know if my brats are ever humble, but they do get my message when they’re over my lap. Sometimes I wonder if the treatment really works. I almost think they come back for more, though that’s never bothered me.”

		“There are interesting side benefits,” Dieter agreed. “I did find that instituting the age-old disciplinary methods put my marriage on the right track. Heidi was very young, just twenty-one when we married. I nipped her bad behaviors in the bud right away, and have had a most obedient wife since. A regular trip across my lap, and she’s a most yielding woman.”

		Matt Hunter eyed the executive carefully. While he was fascinated to find another man that spanked his women, he still wasn’t quite sure if they were talking about the same kind of male/female relationship. In any event, he let the matter drop since it wasn’t his business. The two shared a few more personal and professional thoughts before Matt left for the evening.

		A week later, the artist was invited to dinner in the Claussen home. Dieter was planning a surprise for his wife, one that Matt found interesting even though he’d never been witness to another man’s disciplinary session.

		

		***

		

		“Mr. Hunter, my husband tells me that you’re quite a renowned artist?” Heidi said, as she was getting acquainted with her guest.

		“In the city perhaps, but it’s doubtful I’m known much beyond.”

		Matt Hunter was thoroughly charmed by Heidi Claussen. She was drop-dead gorgeous, her face a radiant warm one. The changeable hazel eyes, a cascade of lustrous brown hair, and what appeared to be a sumptuous body beneath her prim attire. As far as Matt was concerned, for a woman of twenty-six she was dressed much too conservatively in a long silk skirt, flowered sweater and flats. He could imagine her wearing something quite different if she’d been his wife, but that thought he had to set aside.

		“I’d love to see your work,” she said quite interested.

		Matt loved how her eyes danced as she spoke.

		At that moment, Dieter returned to the room and Heidi seemed to retreat into herself at the sight of him, that sweet light in her eyes fading.

		“I see you two are getting to know each other,” Dieter said, noticing their pleasant expressions.

		“You know my interest in art,” Heidi said. “I was just telling Mr. Hunter how much I’d like to see his work.”

		“Perhaps that can be arranged,” Dieter replied.

		Heidi was surprised. Matt was one of the most stimulating men she’d met in some time. He had an energetic fire exuding from him that made all kinds of crazy thoughts come to mind she had to squelch immediately. She wondered if Dieter noticed her reaction. He was so in tune with her responses to other men, something that even after five years still got her in trouble. With Matt, however, Dieter seemed to forget all his suspicions. She wondered why?

		“Have you ever considered taking art classes?” Matt asked. He looked around the apartment, noticing the artful decor. “Dieter tells me the decorating is your handiwork, you’re quite good.”

		She blushed. “Thank you. I have considered some instruction. But well, there just hasn’t been the time.” She sighed heavily.

		“Maybe with Mr. Hunter,” Dieter offered.

		This was an even greater surprise to Heidi, that Dieter would be willing to have her do something that was verboten a few years ago.

		

		Dinner was delightful start to finish. The conversation was lively, and even though she was used to holding back, she became more animated as the meal went on. Dieter even poured her a second glass of wine, which she found easy to drink. The feel of it made her light-headed and a little giddy.

		“We’ll have our coffee in my study,” Dieter told his wife when the men were finished with dessert.

		“Shall I join you?” she asked.

		“Certainly, dear. Give us a few minutes.”

		Pushing away from the table, Dieter led their guest to his private study and Heidi heard the door close with a decisive click. After consulting with the cook and helping clear the table, Heidi took the coffee cart Mrs. Alpern had prepared and wheeled it to the study door. A brisk knock and her husband answered.

		“Thanks, darling.”

		Dieter took over the cart himself, while Heidi prepared for an enjoyable conversation with their guest. However, her plans for a more enriching talk about the art world were interrupted.

		“As much as I’d like this evening to go on in this way, there’s a matter that needs to be handled. Heidi,” he addressed his wife.

		“Dieter?”

		“One of the interesting things I’ve discovered about Mr. Hunter is that he has some of the same notions about women and men that I have. I thought tonight for some added spice to your next correction, that I’d spank you in his presence.”

		“You what?” she gasped.

		“I’m sure you remember that I didn’t have time to take up the matters I discussed with you yesterday morning?” Without telling Matt Hunter everything, Dieter reminded his wife of her last egregious err: Heidi having over-spent her house allowance, something she was prone to do, even after he’d painstakingly shown her how to keep her accounts. A bounced check, and he’d been furious the morning before, vowing to punish her when he got the chance. But at the thought of being spanked in front of an audience, she paled.

		“But I never thought you would . . . “ her voice trailed off.

		“Maybe another person in attendance will instill in you a little more resolve to correct the matter,” Dieter said, his eyes narrowing as they often did when he was trying to get his point across.

		To this announcement, Matt Hunter sat passively in his chair, sipping the coffee that Dieter had handed him. There was a genuine look of interest on his face, not one of horror that Heidi hoped for. No wonder her husband found Matt a suitable companion for her. He was cut from the same chauvinist cloth that he was, even if the artist had a more laid-back personality.

		After staring at him for what must have been a little too long, Matt smiled at her. “It’s been quite a while since I’ve had the pleasure of seeing a lady’s derriere reddened—by someone else. It’ll be a treat for me.”

		Heidi felt as if a knife had been thrown in her back, her trusting heart rent in two.

		“Get the strap for me dear and come here,” Dieter instructed.

		Feeling as if she was floating, disconnected from her body, Heidi rose from the chair and padded timidly to the cabinet. It might have been the drink in her system that was making her head spin, but she was almost in a faint from anxiety, knowing that the dashing artist would get a full view of her naked rear as her husband laid on the punishing strap. Having found the implement, she was tempted to run from the room, theatrics that Dieter would surely punish with an even more vile spanking. Deciding that it was useless to protest his plans, she returned to her husband’s side and handed him the leather. Staring down at his impassive face, she didn’t dare look at their guest, she was so embarrassed.

		“Rather than mess up your nice clothes,” Dieter said, “Why don’t you change into a shift.”

		Adding horror to horrors, Heidi almost balked “I can’t do that.” She was nearly in tears.

		“Oh, yes you can, now run along and get yourself ready,” Dieter countered. “And be prompt.” He rapped the strap against this thigh enough so that it had to sting. “The sooner you’re back the easier this will be.”

		Heidi had no choice but to obey him, obey being a word so indicative of their relationship. But the shift? It would add so much humiliation, like being treated as a child. She hated the thought.

		The idea for the “shift” had been born about a year into their marriage, when Dieter became frustrated with her sometimes bulky clothes, panty hose and the other undergarments he demanded she wear. They only got in the way of finding her rear end when he wanted it. Because she was a well dressed woman, he also appreciated that spankings were not conducive to keeping fine clothes in good shape. Going on a little search of stores and catalogues, Dieter finally settled on the perfect garment for a good submissive wife to wear to a spanking. Covering only the essentials, and barely doing that, the white cotton garment was a simple cut, short, hardly reaching to the tops of her thighs, and on the top, cut loose with a scooped neckline and large armholes so that it wouldn’t bind if twisted. Heidi wondered why he even bothered at all with her wearing anything. But since the first time she’d been spanked, he’d never spanked her when she was completely naked. Presenting herself to Dieter in the brief lace-trimmed shift, she felt like a child appearing before her angry father.

		As Heidi retreated to the small room just outside the study where she’d find the garment conveniently hung, she trembled wondering how she was going to make it through the evening, displayed for this man like a naughty brat. Still, doing as she was told, she removed her clothes, hung them on a hook and pulled the white cotton over her head. According to Dieter’s instructions, she wore nothing else. She might as well have been naked for all that the shift didn’t cover. As she walked, she knew her breasts would practically pop out on the sides, her nipples now embarrassing hard; and there was little way the base of her bottom wouldn’t show. How humiliating!

		She waited much too long before she finally had the courage to return to the study. And Dieter, noticing the delay, leveled a reproving stare, while Heidi tried her best not to look at the fascinated eyes of Matt Hunter.

		“Are you having some problem?” Dieter asked.

		“No, sir,” she replied, having resorted to calling her husband “sir”. At times like these it seemed almost required, though Dieter had never demanded it of her.

		“I hope not.” His tone was warning. Dieter knew full well that she was flustered and embarrassed with Matt in the room, but that’s exactly what he wanted. A little heightened fear could only enhance the results he desired.

		Wasting no more time, the scowling man drew his wife over his lap and raised the shift above her bottom so that the two cheeks shone in the light from the study’s lamp. With her bottom aimed right at Matt Hunter’s eyes, the man had the perfect view of her gleaming posterior.

		Taking up the strap, Dieter leveled the first smack so it hit on both white mounds, causing the flesh to jiggle and raising a faint blush. This spanking started out slowly with ten good measured strokes of the leather, each delivered with a firm sharp smack. As spankings go, it began easy, perhaps her husband did have some compassion. However once the initial smacks were over, he began the task in earnest, picking up speed and power so that before long Heidi was in terrible distress. Though she tried to refrain from too much howling, just because Matt was there, it was impossible to hold back the response to the pain that grew in intensity with each smack laid on.

		To Heidi’s utter dismay, Dieter planned this spanking as one of the most severe. Instead of stopping at a moment she could almost predict, having been through it so many times before, he kept going. He’d only paused for a brief respite and then resumed. The blasted strap cut into her flesh, from the tender tops of her thighs to high on her mounds. When she struggled the thing wrapped about her sides—something that was a terror to her the way that poor part of her anatomy stung like the dickens. This was a sting that lingered much longer than the others.

		When Dieter finally finished, Heidi could only sigh relieved. Unfortunately, he had one last thing for her before she was dismissed.

		“Get the cane,” he ordered.

		So weary, she didn’t want to believe what she was hearing.

		“Heidi,” he barked, troubled by her hesitation.

		“No, no I won’t,” she snapped defiantly.

		Dieter, not accustomed to such mutiny, popped up from his chair, and pulled his wife with him to the closet.

		“You will not defy me!” he roared at her.

		“I will!” she shouted back.

		“Have you lost your head?”

		“Perhaps I have,” she retorted, not understanding why she was suddenly defying her husband when she’d been so compliant for years. She even forgot that Matt was in the room, looking on in amazement at the wild scene.

		“Well, I have remedies for that,” Dieter declared. Retrieving the cane he wanted, he hauled her back to his desk and thrust her over the end. In the process the shift was completely removed so she was naked. Luckily there was little more to see than what Matt had already been privy to. In any event, the fact that she was bare would keep her from rebelling more, and Dieter knew it.

		“I had only planned on giving you four, but you’ll take twelve for your impudence!”

		“Please, Dieter, I am sorry,” Heidi blurted out, realizing what havoc was going to be vented on her sore behind.

		Dieter, not paying any attention, began the caning, laying on five swift cuts before another sound was uttered. Then the cry that rose into the night air was startling. And to each cut thereafter, the wail was a repeat of the passionate plea. To her already flaming behind, the furious husband added red stripe after red stripe in a neat and even sequence. The final ones, ten, eleven and twelve hit in the worst place of all, across her thighs, something that Heidi had only endured once before in all their five years of marriage.

		When Dieter was finished, he returned the cane to the closet and sat down opposite from his bewildered and astonished guest, while the young wife sobbed.

		“Heidi, I expect an apology to me and our guest,” Dieter declared. Still bent over, her bottom burned like a thousand fires had been lit there. The sobs dying away, she heard her husband’s demand, but it took some moments for the message to sink in. Apologize? That meant standing, turning around and letting the two men see her completely naked. She couldn’t, she absolutely couldn’t. Peering out from her tear-filled eyes, she saw the shift lying in a ball in front of her. Could she get away with grabbing it to cover herself? She had no choice but to try. Reaching for the slip of cloth she held it to herself, so it managed to hide most of her physical treasures. Thankfully her husband didn’t balk at her modesty.

		“I’m sorry for the scene,” was all she was able to say.

		Matt nodded, and she thought she saw her husband raise his hand. Whether he did or not, she took the gesture as a dismissal and quickly fled the study. Racing to her bedroom, she locked the door and threw herself on the bed, giving in to all the tears not yet shed.

		“I hate him, I hate him, I hate him!” she cried into her pillow as she pounded it with her fist. She never believed she could say these words, but she did so without feeling one ounce of guilt. For that moment she hated Dieter Claussen and she hated being his wife.

		

		***

		

		A week after her miserable night with Dieter and Matt Hunter, Heidi was hardly feeling more charitable to her husband. But swept up in planning a party for one of her good friends, Cecile, she used the event to forget the humiliation that she’d suffered. Cecile lived in the same apartment building, just down the hall. With six children, two dogs and a mess of a home, the woman was in need of some assistance planning her husband’s fiftieth birthday party. Heidi, at twenty-six, couldn’t imagine being as old as fifty, but she hardly thought of her friends that age since they were so active and filled with fun. Such a contrast to her own life, which looked dour in comparison. Her thoughts about Dieter weighed heavily on her, the nagging feeling in the back of her mind that her marriage just wasn’t what she’d always dreamed about. Then again, she didn’t know what she’d dreamed of, she’d been so utterly whisked away from her youth before she had a chance to really live it. With Cecile’s party she was glad for the opportunity to pour her energies into something completely outside her normal life. And with Dieter’s blessing, she let herself go. Her husband was quite sweet to her after the night with Matt. She even wondered if he thought things had gotten out of hand, though that was not something he’d ever admit. And then, with Dieter leaving for a short business trip, all things considered, she was happy not to have to answer to him for a while. She just might have waged a full scale war if he’d been around. She needed time.

		

		One afternoon as she was on her way to Cecile’s apartment, the phone rang and Heidi hastily took the extension in the front hall.

		“Heidi, this is Matt Hunter.”

		“Oh, my.” She blushed, hearing the unexpected voice on the other end.

		“How are you?” he asked, sounding very sincere.

		“Fine, just fine. If you want Dieter, I’m afraid he’s away for a few days.”

		“I don’t want Dieter, I wanted to speak with you.”

		“Oh, really.” She was trembling as if she was standing in front of him again, naked.

		“I know our last meeting ended quite abruptly,” he said. “But I wanted to get back to the idea of your taking some classes at my school.”

		“You do?”

		“Of course. I know you were genuinely interested.”

		“Oh, I don’t think so, Mr. Hunter,” she said.

		“I promise, I’ve completely forgotten that scene a week ago.”

		“That you mentioned it means you haven’t, Mr. Hunter,” she countered. “I don’t see how anyone could not remember it.”

		“Perhaps you’re right. But it doesn’t matter,” he said.

		“I suppose it only means that if I fail to put on my colors right, you’ll spank me.” For a usually polite and compliant Heidi, she was being quite contrary. Something that actually felt good, though it might have felt better if it had been her husband she was talking to.

		“Heidi,” Matt’s voice was almost a whisper, “I may have some similarities to Dieter in a very narrow sphere, but no, I’m not inclined to spank my erring artists. Art is a field that requires lots of latitude and you’ll get lots with me.”

		He was incredibly kind, she could imagine his dark eyes looking at her fondly, as they had the night at dinner. If only she wasn’t so terribly embarrassed by the spanking, and the silly defiance that made it worse. She would have loved to take Matt up on the classes.

		“I appreciate the offer, I really do,” she said being more congenial. “But I just don’t think I have time for it. Now, if you don’t mind, I have an appointment I need to get to.”

		The good-bye was brief. Heidi left to wonder what it would be like to take Matt’s class. She was sure that her heart would be pounding madly the whole time and she’d never learn a thing.

		

		A few days later, after Dieter arrived home from his business trip, Heidi met her husband at the front door scared to see a grave look on his face.

		“Is something wrong?” she asked.

		“Yes, something is wrong,” he answered directly.

		She could already feel her bottom tingle in that familiar way it always did anticipating a spanking. She looked at him with a strained expression, hoping she hadn’t done something to upset him.

		“Matt Hunter tells me you rather unceremoniously turned down his proposal of classes.”

		“Yes, I did. I didn’t think you’d be happy with the idea.”

		He nodded, understanding her reasoning.

		“Well, I told him to call you again tomorrow, that you’ll be more than happy to take lessons from him.”

		“I would?”

		“Isn’t that what you want?” he asked. “If I remember right, I made my feelings very clear the night he was here.”

		“It’s just that night . . . .” Heidi couldn’t think of anything she wanted more, even if she’d have to get over her embarrassment.

		“Forget that night, I’m sure Hunter has,” Dieter said.

		She smiled broadly. “Oh, I’d love to take some art classes. You know I’ve been looking for something new to occupy my time.”

		“There, you have it,” Dieter said. He leaned in and affectionately kissed her on the cheek.

		Heidi wondered why he was so happy with the arrangement. Certainly he must trust Matt when he didn’t trust any other man with his wife.

		“You haven’t given him permission to spank me, have you?” she wondered aloud.

		“No, though it wouldn’t be such a bad idea, if you paint outside the lines,” he joked.

		Heidi didn’t take it as a joke at all. And though her suspicions were raised, she had to agree to the classes now and she was happily willing to take the risk.

		

		***

		

		Heidi walked into Matt’s Hunter’s gallery with her heart racing miles ahead of her. Beyond the entrance was the studio where he held class, the large room having high windows and a dozen easels scattered across the hardwood floor. There was a small platform where a live model would sit at one end, at the other end a potter’s wheel, sinks, tables for clay sculpture, and so much more in this appealing arena she didn’t know where to look next. Something wild in her soared to the heavens seeing the exuberant blend of colors splashed everywhere in vast paintings on the walls and easels. The environment was curiously erotic. Alone in the room, having arrived early for her class, she scoped out the place just to get her bearings, this being such a new environment from her sheltered life. Struck with the feeling that Dieter, despite his encouragement, would never have approved this, she felt guilty even being there. Any moment she expected to hear some stern man’s voice, chastising her for having entered this unfettered world.

		“How good to see you!” a familiar voice boomed out, awakening her from her anxious musings.

		She jerked about, thinking that her fantasy had indeed come alive. But it was only Matt walking toward her with a warm, inviting smile. A comforting hand at her back, she felt more welcome in this place than she felt in her own home, the feeling washing through her so real and lively she wanted to bask in it forever.

		Still, seeing Matt’s face, she remembered two weeks before and blushed, her cheeks becoming so hot she could feel her ears burn.

		“This is a wonderful place,” she exclaimed, moving away from the prickly feeling she had standing so close to the artist.

		“My home actually,” he said.

		“I can see why.”

		She fidgeted nervously, trying to find some words to say. It had been so easy to talk to Matt when he was in her own home. Now she felt more like a tongue-tied adolescent than a woman. “So the class starts soon?” she asked.

		He glanced at his watch. “Ten minutes. Let me get you settled.” He walked toward an empty easel and tore away a dozen sheets from a sketch pad until he found a fresh unused piece. “You’ll want to buy your own supplies, but now you can borrow some from me. You understand that there have been two classes already, so I’m going to have to work with you afterwards to keep you caught up.”

		“I didn’t think this was race,” Heidi replied.

		Matt smiled at the wit. “You’re right, it’s not,” he conceded, “but there are some concepts I’d like to go over, so you have an understanding of how I think about art.” She nodded. “Settle yourself, and we’ll be starting soon.” Heidi had a feeling that Matt felt her anxiety and was kindly backing away so she could get used to the setting.

		The class went well, Heidi picking up charcoal and sketching for the first time since high school. A talent that never died, her hand began to feel again the creative flow that it was destine to produce. Some reconnection in her mind and body being made, she flew through several pages of the sketch book intently putting the images of a simple still life on paper. At the end of the class, Matt dismissed the other students while Heidi remained. For the most part, he gave her his introductory lecture on concepts and philosophy while she listened fascinated by the lengthy speech. She could have listened to Matt for hours, his animated expressions and body movement as fascinating as the words he spoke. He was what he taught, pure and simple, the archetype of his own philosophy, the purest example of Hunterism, so he called it and so he should.

		“Well, that’s probably all you can absorb for a first session,” he said, finishing up. “Any further questions?”

		She’d questioned him several times in the hour she spent listening. They even had a healthy banter about a few ideas she found unusual, but in the end she was left with lots to think about and little to say. Though her heart was speaking so loudly, she was sure that he could hear every word it said about the glorious sensations she had just being in his world.

		“About the other night?” Heidi broached the one difficult topic she had to address. She felt as if it still hung over their friendship, clouding her ability to think of him as anything more than just a nasty scoundrel parading as a genuinely nice guy.

		“You mean that unfortunate scene after dinner?”

		“Yes.” She blushed again.

		“I meant what I said on phone, Heidi. I’m not like your husband. That’s not to say I’m running him down, I just don’t see things quite his way, and I’m not sure he understands that.”

		“What do you mean you don’t see things his way? Are you saying you don’t really share his joy in spanking women?”

		“Oh, that is a real joy for me,” he admitted.

		Her heart instantly sank like lead in water.

		“But,” he went on, taking her hand in his, he made sure she was paying attention, “I spank women because there’s a common thrill we share, because sometimes a naughty bitch pisses me off and I think the brat deserves to have her bottom reddened—and she usually agrees. But I never spank a woman because they’re subservient to me, or because I think inherently they’re less than I am as a man. I don’t spank women because it’s my right to do so, I don’t spank them because I want to humiliate them, trick them or put them down. But I do spank them because it’s a terrific sexual tease and because it’s fun on both ends of the stinging paddle. While I think it’s a useful remedy for some relationship difficulties, I don’t think of it as the only way to run a relationship.”

		Matt said so much her mind was swimming. “You think my husband’s motives are different?”

		“Mainly, I think he views women differently than I do.”

		“He doesn’t see us as equals,” Heidi stated thoughtfully, not even sure that she made the comment aloud.

		“I’d say that’s probably true,” Matt acknowledged. Apparently she had voiced her feelings.

		Heidi wasn’t completely sure what the technical difference was between Dieter and Matt, but she could feel it in the dissimilar spirit of the two men.

		

		For several weeks the arts classes provided Heidi with a new way to view the world. Her eyes opened to people and ideas that she’d been shielded from for five years. Matt Hunter was a tremendous artistic talent, but more than that he communicated to her theories and information and thoughts that expanded her thinking. Her mind raced wildly every week when she left the studio and would for hours thereafter. The chaotic clutter in her thinking was even responsible for one spanking interlude with Dieter. So lost in her artistic endeavors, she completely forgot the time one afternoon while she was sketching—and thinking of Matt. Dieter walked into the apartment, no dinner on the table, no bright fresh wife to greet him, and several tasks he’d given her that morning left undone. A brisk and vigorous paddling had her in tears quickly and then racing to make it all up to him. With a biting threat to withdraw the privilege of the classes, Heidi was more careful to make sure that such a slip up didn’t happen again.

		Just as important Heidi kept her true feelings about the classes from Dieter’s scrutiny, telling her husband only what he would want to hear: that it was a pleasant diversion, lots of fun, and it gave her some ideas for a painting she’d do for the apartment—the guest bedroom. She’d been shopping for just the right piece for months, and informed Dieter that she’d like to do the painting herself. That idea pleased him.

		There was no doubt however, that her time spent in the Hunter studio gave her a sunnier disposition, something that Dieter never bothered to associate with the classes. He saw his wife as a woman of many moods, governed by unseen forces. Whatever made her happy suited him, he really didn’t care what the source. As long as he thought she was in good hands, he didn’t care.

		The affection between Heidi and Matt grew each time she took a class. Though it wasn’t warranted, she stayed after each day, discussing her work and art and everything they could think of, even if it was unrelated to either subject. Years of having said so little had caught up with her. As though her voice box needed exercise, she was flooded with things that she had to say.

		

		One afternoon as she struggled to get the colors right for a body of water she was painting, she became annoyed with herself. Nothing looked right to her, and in frustration she threw a glob of bright red paint against the soft blues and greens.

		“What the hell did you do that for!” Matt exclaimed coming up from behind her. “This is not suppose to be a frustrating endeavor.” He reached in around her shoulder and began scraping off the offending red.

		“I am frustrated.” She threw her brush into the can by the easel. This looks stupid! I’m about ready to throw it in the trash!”

		“You do that and I will spank you,” Matt warned. It was the first mention of spanking since their conversation her first day. A gentle chill in his delivery suggested that he was serious.

		Heidi sighed. “I don’t know. Sometimes this is so easy, and at other times, I can’t paint my way out of a paper bag. I love it while I’m doing it and the next minute, I look back and I hate it!” She put energy into her declaration, so much so that Matt’s hand came to rest on her back and massage her shoulder to soothe the distress. “I feel like giving up.”

		“What’s made you so down today?” Matt asked, slightly annoyed.

		“I’m just in a bitchy mood,” she admitted.

		“Well, you know how I handle bitchy moods,” he said. He looked around her so she could see the stern expression in his eyes.

		“You’d do that?” she asked. “You’d spank me?”

		“Yes, I would, you get all upset over something as silly as this.”

		“You think it’s silly?”

		“I think getting in a tizzy over a painting is very silly,” he remarked.

		So close, their shoulders brushing, their lips just inches away, their hearts so near they could feel the other beating, the sexual heat between them sparked. Matt’s lips moved closer still until they touched hers, ever so lightly. For an instant suspended in the tense filled moment, Heidi didn’t move.

		“Oh, my,” she suddenly jerked away. “I’ve got to go.”

		Matt stepped back, watching as she anxiously cleaned the rest of the mess on the canvas and began putting away her brushes and oils. All the sweet lush energy had fled, no doubt drown by guilt. He would have said something to counter her feelings but he was certain that she wouldn’t have listened. She needed some time to calm.

		

		The next class date Heidi missed. Afraid to be alone with Matt again, she stayed away. Afraid of herself, afraid of Matt, afraid of the feelings that had been coming up more regularly about the state of her marriage. She didn’t want to open a can of worms, but she believed herself too weak when she was around the artist to stand firm.

		The afternoon of her missed class she got a call from the artist.

		“Where were you?” he asked her, clearly peeved.

		“I wasn’t feeling well.”

		“That’s a lie,” he said.

		“No, it’s the truth,” she argued.

		“I want you here tomorrow to make up the class, you need to keep working on that painting while your creative desire is at its height.”

		“I don’t think that would work.”

		“You have other plans?”

		“Well, not exactly,” she couldn’t think of a reasonable excuse on the spot.

		Matt could tell she was scared, nothing more. “I want you here,” he said again. “No excuses, or the next time I see you I will spank you.” His stern delivery left her no choice.

		She thrilled to his words, the desire leaping up so strong, she was trembling as she laid the receiver in its cradle. Remembering their kiss, that sweet affectionate kiss. It was like a bell tolling in honor of an ending, or signaling a beginning, resonating with the sounds of change she feared and needed both.

		

		Stepping into the studio the next day, Heidi was surprised to see Matt was alone, no class had started at the hour he told her to arrive.

		“The other students?” she asked, when he peeked at her from behind his own easel.

		“This is a private class.”

		“Matt, I don’t think that’s good idea.” She took one step back.

		“I think it’s a perfect one. Get your painting ready and get started. You need a good hour’s work on that canvas before I even talk to you.” He seemed so gruff and official, and clearly irritated with her. She thrilled to that too, finding some strange delight in his authoritative manner. Why didn’t she get that same feeling from her husband she wasn’t sure.

		Following Matt’s instructions, Heidi set up for a session with her painting and began her work, as usual getting deeply involved in the process.

		“Are you feeling better about it now?” Matt asked some time later. He’d come up from behind her and was standing so close his chest touched her back. She could feel him like lightening storming through her.

		“Yes, I am.”

		His hand reached out and lightly caressed her shoulder. She shuddered from the sensitive touch, knowing she should shrug it away, but not having the courage or the will.

		“And what about our kiss,” Matt went on. “The reason you didn’t come yesterday?” He was still sounding awfully stern. “How do you feel about that?”

		“Ashamed,” she admitted. She swiveled around on the stool breaking the physical connection, though he still loomed over her as though his potent energy would swallow her whole.

		“Why be ashamed of honest affection?”

		“I’m married,” she exclaimed exasperated that he didn’t understand.

		“That’s not a good enough reason.”

		“It’s not?”

		“Just because you wear the man’s ring, and have a few legal documents stuffed in your safe to certify your relationship doesn’t mean that there’s anything real there.”

		“There was at one time,” she said.

		“I imagine there was. You’re a romantic woman, I’d guess. You wouldn’t have married him unless you had some great wild passion at the time. But I’d also guess that the love’s gone flat and meaningless, that you’re starving for affection and warmth and acceptance for yourself as a woman.”

		Heidi couldn’t argue with a word he said. So very astute.

		“Anything I said sound familiar?” he asked, gently lifting her chin with his hand, so he could see her tear-filled eyes.

		Unable to reply, Heidi shook off his affection and scooted off the stool, fully intending to flee the room.

		“Come back here!” Matt ordered, though she was well on her way out the door. Catching her before she could slip from his grasp, he pulled her back inside.

		“You’ve got to stop this,” she exclaimed.

		“And why’s that?”

		She shook her head, her whole body quaking as she tried to get him to drop his steel tight grasp on her arm.

		“Because I can’t listen to you!” she snapped.

		“And why’s that, because I’m telling the truth, but you’re too chicken to listen?”

		Something in Heidi welled up, a volcano of buried feeling so intense, she couldn’t stop the sudden eruption. With an abruptness that shocked even her, she let go with her free arm and slapped Matt Hunter on the face.

		His look was instantaneous rage, but it altered quickly into one of sheer determination. Pulling her into his private office, he slammed the door behind him and forced her to look at his face.

		“I wasn’t planning on doing this today, but I’m not very fond of women running away from me and then slapping me.” His expression looked positively lethal.

		Sitting down in a chair, Matt pulled the shocked young woman over his lap and raised her long skirt to uncover his target. A pair of cotton briefs facing him, he lifted the waistband and drew them down over the lovely mounds he’d had the pleasure of seeing once before. He might have stared at them all day, but he had important work to do. Not a second wasted, he began spanking the lovely bottom with the palm of his large hand. Striking the shimmering mounds of flesh, he soon covered every inch so the whole canvas of her skin turned pink. Another round of smacks, and the pink began turning a darker shade, like the blush of a deep pink rose.

		Heidi was so embarrassed, flustered and ashamed of herself, she hardly put up any protest at all. Being in this position was nothing new for her. How many times had she been her over husband’s lap, she couldn’t begin to count; but there had never been a spanking like this. It stung, there was no question of that. But behind the strikes there was affection. Each strike seemed delivered with a little bit of love, if that was even possible. So casual and easy, like Matt himself, the act was more a seduction than a punishment. As he rained his gentle fury on her, her body replied not with wails and bellowing cries of distress, but with desire.

		Heidi had no idea how long the spanking lasted, five minutes, twenty, forever? Her mind was unable to compute anything but the longing it produced. She moaned in agony of the pain itself, but there was an erotic edge that Matt could not mistake. When the strikes stopped, the artist’s hands did not; his power over her moved her beyond his lap a couch by the office window, where he removed each piece of clothing from her sensuous body. And as he removed his own, the two made love, dwelling in the heated energy rising from their mutual need.

		For the instant of their coupling Heidi felt no guilt. Belonging in Matt’s arms, in this world away from reality, she was at peace.

		

		“You know Heidi, you’re a different woman when you’re undressed,” Matt said, as he’d risen from the couch, and was pouring glasses of wine from a bottle of burgundy.

		“Sheds my inhibitions?” she wondered. In the afternoon glow that permeated the studio’s sultry air, she gazed at the artist’s firm muscled flesh: his long limbs, hairy thighs and the delicious pouch between his legs where she’d sampled some of the power that could be found there. His penis, now limp, looked like a delectable meal, her tongue longing for a taste, but she wasn’t yet bold enough to ask.

		“There’s a hellion underneath all the masks you wear, Heidi.”

		“There is?”

		“You usually have sex like today?” he wondered.

		“Sometimes,” she said.

		“Like when?”

		She blushed to admit it, “After Dieter spanks me. But then . . .” her expression looked worried. She shook her head. “I never should have done this.”

		“But you did, and without much encouragement I might add.”

		“No! You captured me, in case you forgot!” she replied indignantly.

		Matt laughed. Sauntering back to where she was lounging on the couch, he handed her the glass of wine.

		“Oh, I can’t,” she said staring at the glass.

		He looked frustrated with her. “Yes, you can. I’m beginning to think I’m going to have to re-educate you to everything.” He lifted her hand, pried her fingers open and set the glass inside. “Drink.”

		“But Dieter . . .”

		“Do you really care about Dieter?”

		“Yes, of course, I do.” She looked appalled.

		His eyes perused her lovely naked body in way she couldn’t ignore. She blushed.

		“You’re used to him. But the man humiliates you, controls you, puts you down. He hasn’t let you think your own thoughts, live your life, I’m surprised he’s even allowed you to breath.”

		Heidi wanted to cry hearing the truth so bluntly stated.

		“But that doesn’t have to last,” Matt said kindly.

		She bit her lip, trying not cry. “I never thought about changing it,” she said.

		“Well, start.” He told her sternly. Sitting down next to her, he made sure that she drank the wine. And as he did, his hands roved her silken flesh, her body beginning to feel the surge of need well up again. The wine finished, they made love, remaining afterwards entwined in each other’s arms, Matt stroking her hair, and kissing her lightly everywhere about her face. Such sweetness poured from Matt to her she might have stayed the night. But as she dozed briefly and then awakened, her eyes caught sight of the time.

		“Oh, my god!” She pulled off the couch and struggled to get her clothes on all at once.

		“Why the hurry?”

		“Look at the time!” she exclaimed.

		Nearly six thirty, Dieter would be home and furious that she wasn’t there.

		

		***

		

		Heidi hurried in the door, throwing her coat on the hall tree, removing her gloves and leaning her portfolio on the wall. She heard the stirring in the living room, and took a deep breath trying to relax.

		“Where’ve you been?” Her husband was standing at the other end of the entry hall, his fingers clutching a glass of scotch.

		“I was . . .” she faltered, realizing that in her mad dash home, she still hadn’t decided what excuse might reasonably placate a sure to be angry Dieter.

		Her husband, not allowing her to remain frozen by the doorway—as if he was afraid she’d escape—took her hand and led her into the living room and sat her down on the couch. A keen eye trained on her, he inspected his wife carefully. “What have you been doing?” he asked.

		All she could remember as she waited for the words to dawn on her, was she and Matt in bed together. She wanted the artist now, his comfort, his sweet and stern words of admonishment. He could certainly instill more courage in her quaking psyche. “I was at my class,” she said.

		“Your class was yesterday,” Dieter reminded her.

		“I skipped it.”

		“And why was that?”

		“I was frustrated with my work, and Matt was quite put out with me.” All that was true. “Actually he was rather furious with me when I didn’t show up.”

		“I imagine he would be,” Dieter remarked.

		“So, he insisted that I make up the session today, and we had sort of a confrontation.” All that was true too. “And,” she winced, “he spanked me.”

		Dieter raised his eyebrows. “Well, that explains your disarray.”

		Heidi, impressed with her husband’s response, never believed lying could be so easy.

		“But perhaps you could explain the smell of liquor on your breath?”

		Heidi winced again. This question she was not prepared for, having forgotten about the wine she’d consumed. Looking completely chagrined, she drew from herself every bit of courage she could, and began a tale for her husband that was truly an out and out lie. “I met Lindsay Creighton before my class, and we stopped at the Bistro near the gallery. We had just one glass of wine.”

		Dieter looked as though he didn’t believe her, not because he thought that his wife had lied, but because the idea was completely unheard of. Heidi simply did not drink during the day and never without his permission.

		“What’s gotten in to you!” Dieter exclaimed.

		“I’m sorry.”

		He thought for a moment. “I was rather pleased to see that Matt went ahead and took your failings to task, but this drinking is another matter. You can go to the study and prepare for your punishment.”

		“Please, it’s already been once today.”

		“I really don’t care,” he said icily. “Just hope I don’t cane you.”

		There was no arguing with her husband when his resolve was so fixed. She had no other choice but to obey him.

		In the study, Heidi removed her clothes, donned the shift she knew he’d want her to wear and then taking the strap from the closet she laid it next her as she bent over his desk. This ritual was one he’d outlined in the last few months. It seemed that according to the time of year, the season, and his mood, her husband changed the spanking ritual giving them both a fresh look at their endless spanking dramas.

		A few minutes later, Heidi heard the door open and Dieter arrive. For a few minutes he stood back and looked at her naked behind peeking out below the white cotton. Finally raising the shift over her bottom, he inspected the flesh. “I don’t see that Matt left marks, what did he use?”

		“A paddle,” Heidi lied. “I don’t think he was quite as harsh on me as you would have been.”

		“Humph. That’s understandable.”

		Heidi again breathed easier knowing that her husband was accepting her story.

		But when he took the strap in hand, she tensed, as she always did, and cringed when the first stinging smack landed squarely on the spot where just a few hours before Matt had used his hand. The difference between the two styles of punishment was easily observed, the sessions so close. Where Matt was affectionate but very thorough, her husband was thorough and cold. The implement landed with a sharp, determined intensity. Her cries delivered on schedule were summarily ignored. Dieter began and ended the painful spanking as he did all the others, likely within minutes of the mental time frame he used to gauge the beginning and the end.

		When he was done her bottom was fiery hot, with mean looking burns, almost like welts, appearing on her skin. What had happened earlier over Matt’s lap had been just enough to make her flesh more sensitive to a second assault. But just for good measure this time, Dieter landed several hearty whacks on her upper thighs. She scowled and danced and wriggled uproariously from the pain of those strikes, but he didn’t let that deter him. Returning to the center of her bottom, he finished off with a flourish of fast stinging shots until his poor wife was sobbing like a child. It was a response he looked for and expected.

		

		***

		

		Following the afternoon in Matt Hunter’s office, on his couch, a torrid love affair began. For Matt, it was only reasonable considering his growing feelings for the lovely young woman. And for Heidi, the affair was a beautiful interlude in what had become such an ordinary life. After six weeks, of playful and affectionate spankings, steamy sex, and hours spent talking intimately, a bond developed between the artist and his pupil. One so dear it seemed impossible to tear apart.

		“I want you to leave him,” Matt informed her one afternoon as they were cleaning up their brushes and preparing for the rest of their rendezvous, the personal part. They managed to keep Heidi working at a brisk pace, so she could impress Dieter with the need for all the hours spent at the studio. So far, he hadn’t balked. After all, three lovely paintings hung on the walls of his house and he’d proudly commissioned one for his office.

		“Leave Dieter?”

		“I’m not going to wait in the wings for you forever, Heidi. Knowing that he’s spanking your bottom and screwing you whenever he wants.”

		“But leave him?”

		“You don’t love him, I’m not sure how much love you ever had for him. But you’ve told me yourself that it didn’t last. And it’s not as though we haven’t discussed this nearly every time we’re together, how it will be just you and me. We won’t have to hide the affair. How much you need what I’ve given you. Should I go on?”

		Heidi shuddered, knowing that eventually things would get to this, but she hated that it was now.

		“You’ll talk to him?” he pressed her.

		“Yes, yes I will,” she said, not wanting to disappoint the man she loved. She didn’t know how she’d do it, but she would.

		“Is that a promise?” he asked.

		It was hard to spit out the “yes”, but she managed with a huge lump in her throat.

		She was speechless, leaving Matt’s studio that afternoon without the sex they’d been regularly sharing after her lessons.

		

		Two days later, Heidi returned for another class, this class not a private one. There were a dozen people around her she thought would keep her safe from the demands that Matt was making on her. She wasn’t sure why she couldn’t do what was in her heart and end her marriage. Years of habit she supposed, and a little fear. Dieter was a formidable man, ruthless in business to some. She’d guessed that much in nearly six years. If she declared to him that she wanted a divorce, he’d hit the roof, get very ugly with his barbs, and certainly try to overpower her desire, not just with his reasoned arguments, but with judgment, shame and guilt, all the things he’d used to control her. She could imagine the confrontations, horrid wars that would leave her depleted and weak, doubting everything she’d tried to accomplish for herself since she began as Matt’s student and lover. The love affair was so private, so sweet and tender. Like a haven away from the empty rest of herself, she didn’t want to spoil that haven with the glaring reality that it was immoral and adulterous. Dieter would take delight in doing that.

		At the crux of this dilemma, Heidi returned to the Hunter studio, knowing that Matt wouldn’t let her slide on this, anymore than he’d let her slide on taking lessons from him months before.

		

		“So did you take care of the things?” the artist asked as the class was finishing up.

		It wasn’t easy to talk with all the people around them, but Matt didn’t seem to mind.

		“No, not yet,” she said, remaining slightly aloof to him when she’d never been before.

		He walked away irritated but said nothing. When the room was empty of other students, Heidi went to him where he was rifling through a pile of papers on his desk.

		“Lose something?” she asked.

		“Yeah, my self-respect,” he replied sarcastically.

		“Why’s that?” she inquired, hearing the hurt in his voice.

		He ignored the question. “What I’m really looking for is that list of donors to the charity auction.” He was completely in a stew not finding the paper, and when Heidi spied it resting in a stack beside her, she plucked it from the mess and handed it to him.

		“Thanks,” he said.

		“You’re really mad at me, aren’t you?”

		He stared at her. “Oh, I am. I’m pissed as hell.” He was being truthful. The way his eyes flashed, she didn’t know what to say. Obviously there wasn’t much that would please him except one thing.

		“I suppose he made love to you last night?” he asked.

		Damn! That was the worst question he could have asked. She wished with all her heart that she and Dieter hadn’t been together. She even wished she could lie to Matt, though that had become increasingly impossible for her to do. The truth was, she had been with her husband. It had been one of those nights when she’d done something he didn’t like and he’d spanked her, sent her to bed, and later came to their bed for sex. Even though she laid there allowing the assault, putting very little feeling into the act, she knew that wouldn’t make any difference to Matt.

		“We did,” she admitted. “But it wasn’t . . . . “ she started and stopped.

		Matt threw up his hands in exasperation. “Who am I kidding!” he exclaimed. Casting her a disgusted glance, he moved past her back into the studio. When he didn’t return after a few minutes, she followed him out.

		“If you want to, Matt, you could take it out on my ass,” she offered sweetly. “Maybe that would inspire me?”

		“Inspiring a two-timing little vamp?” he said.

		He’d never said anything like that to her. “You really think that?” She was shocked.

		“Right now I do,” he said. “You have your money, your easy life and you have a lover on the side. What could be more perfect?”

		“That’s not true!” she snapped at him, upset herself.“Really? Excuse me if I don’t believe you.” He was cleaning up some paint that had been dropped on the floor.

		While he fumed, Heidi fumed. She hated impasses, and though she knew this one was her problem to get over, the frustration welling inside was nearly out of control.

		“Why can’t you be understanding of this one thing?” she retorted nastily.

		“Because I don’t want to be,” he said, quite smugly.

		“This is just so hard for me, I don’t know how to begin.”

		“How about with telling him the truth,” he suggested flatly.

		There was a horrible feeling in the pit of her stomach, she almost thought she was going to retch. “You know you’re about as stubborn and impossible as my husband,” she snapped angrily.

		His eyes gleamed dark and furious, his rage on the edge. “Don’t you ever compare me to that bastard!”

		“Well, right now it fits!” she snapped. “You’re an exasperating, mean and an impossible bully!” Heidi was going to help with the clean-up as she often did, but instead, with her anger rising to an impossible peak in the face of Matt’s, she picked up a can of solvent and brushes, and threw them angrily at the floor with all the force she could muster.

		“You little bitch!” he snapped back at her as his eyes went from the mess on the floor to her flushed face. “You think I’m a bully, well let me show you a bully.”

		Grabbing her hand, he thrust the outraged Heidi over a stool, held her down at the small of her back and began spanking her bottom with an intensity she’d never felt from him. Even through her skirt that he’d not bothered to raise, she could feel the stinging burn. Matt, however, not satisfied with such an easy spanking, stopped for a moment having spied a two foot ruler within his reach. Taking it in hand, he held her down with one hand while he raised the skirt with his other, and then tore off her panties. A slightly pink bottom to punish, he managed to seize her flailing arms so she wouldn’t tumble off of the stool. Holding them at her back, he let the ruler say the rest, the thing snapping harshly against her pink cheeks.

		“Ouch, goddamit stop!” she wailed. Never had she really protested a spanking from Matt. But this one was horrible. The pain was instantaneous, not something that built up. The ruler, a flexible implement and an unforgivingly hard one, it was just the right kind of tool to deliver the nastiest burn in the least amount of time. Each smack not just stung, it burned white hot, so she was certain that there’d be blisters when he was finished.

		She tried to wrench away, only to have Matt angrily haul her back. “Don’t even think about getting away from this one, you cowardly brat!” The ruler came down briskly, her bottom bouncing wildly from the hurt. As much as she tried to get away from the agony, she only hurt herself more, with the wooden implement landing haphazardly against her thighs, her bottom and even her tender sides. Matt didn’t seem to care about being methodical, he let his righteous indignation speak for him, with a ferocity he’d never used on the woman he’d grown to love so dearly. If this didn’t communicate his sincerity, nothing would.

		“Ow, gawd, nooooo, stop!” the wails were loud and passionate.

		As the spanking wore on however, Heidi’s cries began to diminish even as Matt’s enthusiasm for the punishment was beginning to dwindle. When all the spit and fire was finally gone from them both, he tossed the ruler back up on the table, and pulled Heidi to her feet.

		Flustered, crying and struggling to put her torn panties back in place, she looked at Matt having no idea what to say to him. She wished he’d take her in his arms and make love as he’d always done before, but he didn’t this time. Instead, he stared at her with hardly any more warmth than he had before the spanking began.

		“You stay with your husband, Heidi,” he said, his voice cold and dispassionate. “You let him suck the life out of you, the marrow out of your bones, the heart out of your heart. You let him squash your passions one by one. He won’t need threats to keep you obedient, or keys to keep you locked up. You’ll do it for him, because you’re too cowardly to do anything about it.

		“Go ahead, you let yourself live on empty and see how you feel a week, a month, a year from now. I thought you had the guts to get beyond this, but I guess I was wrong. Be weak because it’s easy. Wither away, that way you won’t have to face him. You think I’m the bully. I’d rather bully you into being honest with yourself and him than stand by and watch you turn your back on the woman you are. But the standing by is over. We’re over. It hurts too much to see you do this to yourself.”

		Heidi didn’t bother to wipe away the tears that streamed down her cheeks, they fell involuntarily until a drop or two hit her sweater. Nothing to say, she looked from Matt’s pained expression to the mess she’d made on his floor. By instinct, she started to bend down to clean it up, but Matt’s hand was on hers to stop it. “I’ll take care of it,” he said. “You go home. Go home to Dieter.”

		Such defeat in his voice, she couldn’t handle it and she was out the door moments later.

		

		***

		

		A heartbreaking two weeks passed for Heidi and Matt. The deceitful young wife struggled through each day with Matt’s words ringing in her ear. The tone, the passion and the power of them something she felt so deep she thought she’d never be able to remove the imprint they made on her psyche.

		On the other hand, Matt reigned in the emptiness in his heart, which was easy for him to do. A master at not letting any woman inside too far, he worked hard to purge Heidi Claussen from his memory. Unfortunately, one of her unfinished paintings had been left on a studio easel. For all the attempts he made to move it, he wasn’t able to pack it up and have it sent to her. If it was the only piece he’d have of her, he planned to keep it.

		

		The day was brisk, the air bright, a circus of clouds careened and floated and seemed to play leap-frog high in the November sky. The last of the leaves had fallen from the trees, leaving bare branches rising prayerfully into the air like hands upraised. Against a brilliant blue sky the black and gray of the empty trees looked stark, but not as stark and empty as they’d look next to the gray winter sky that would soon follow. It was still warm enough that the sun got inside to warm the skin. A perfect day for a walk, Heidi Claussen chose to park several blocks from Matt Hunter’s gallery and take the rest of the trip on foot. She was feeling more filled with life than she had in some time.

		At the door of the Hunter Gallery she peered inside, tried the doorknob and discovered that it was locked. Her heart sank. It was impossible. He had to be here, it wasn’t in her plans for him not to be. Knocking on the glass she waited. Another knock, she waited more. She was about to turn away despondent when she saw Matt inside, moving toward her. She smiled though her smile quickly faded when she noticed the woman following him.

		Unlocking the door and opening it, the artist allowed her to enter, though he paid no attention to her, going back to the conversation with the young brunette.

		“I’m glad we could get together on this, Anna. We’ll have a lot of work to do next week when we get started with your mural.” He held the woman’s hand in his as affectionately as Heidi had known him to hold hers.

		“Thank you so much, Matt.” Her eyes gazed at him with such warmth, Heidi was about to cry for the fear that suddenly gripped her. Only when the young woman was well out the door, did Matt turn to her.

		“I’ve already been replaced,” she wondered.

		Matt looked bewildered, not expecting the question. “Replaced? You mean Anna replacing you?”

		She nodded.

		“No, I don’t work that fast,” he said. “So, you’ve come to get your things?”

		Heidi took a deep breath, thinking of all that Matt had said to her the last time she’d seen him. He was right about everything. She hated that, but he was perfectly justified in giving up on her because she hadn’t had the guts to change things with Dieter. Hopefully, he would see things differently now. If only she could screw up enough courage to tell him.

		“No, I’d like my things to stay,” she said in as clear and direct a tone as she could manage for her shaky knees and anxious stomach and pounding heart. “I came to offer myself to you, ass and all.”

		“Why would I care to have you?” Matt asked, apparently not at all swayed by the sincerity in her voice.

		She gulped, hoping the words wouldn’t stick in her throat, they still seemed strange. “Because I’ve left Dieter,” she said.

		He looked at her first surprised, then his eyes narrowed suspiciously. “You have?”

		“I have.”

		“Tell me?”

		She looked relieved that he’d listen to her tale. “These two weeks have been horrible. I’ve missed you so much. I tried to tell myself that things worked out for the best, that maybe I really belong with Dieter. But there is no way I can believe that and be honest with myself.” She looked at Matt hoping to see a reaction, but so far, he remained passive. “Last night I came home late. I’d spent the day in the city, just walking, trying to figure things out. I realized how much there was in life that I hadn’t experienced. I need to explore myself and the world, having been scrunched into this tiny box I’ve let Dieter make of my life. I had to accept how much I hate it. I walked all over the city like I was an independent woman who could go anywhere, and I loved the feeling, even though it scared me. I realized that I couldn’t keep everything inside me anymore. It’s got to be set free, no matter how painful it may be at the start.” She took a deep breath, and started again. “All these things just kept churning around inside. I lost track of time. When I got home, it was past seven. Dieter was pacing the floor. Of course he was furious and was about to haul me into the study to give me the spanking of my life. He told me so—I wonder how many times he’s said I was going to get the ‘spanking of my life’.” A degree of bitterness surfaced for an instant but then retreated as she continued. “I was looking at him, thinking I’d submit like I always do, but I realized how much I hated it, I mean really hated the way he treated me. This strange feeling gripped me, something really deep in my gut. I told him to stop, that I didn’t want him to spank me ever again. Not ever. He looked at me like I’d lost my mind. I don’t know when I’ve ever seen Dieter so shaken.” For a moment Heidi was quiet thinking back to the scene. “Then,” she raised her voice again with a smile breaking out on her lips, “I packed my bags and walked down the hall to Cecile’s. You wouldn’t believe the expression on her face when she saw me.”

		Heidi waited while Matt stared at her.

		“So, you’re offering yourself to me a free woman?” he asked.

		“A free woman,” she replied, beaming happily. She eyed him for a moment while a pink blush appeared on her cheeks. “What I’d like most for you to do right now though is pull me over your lap and spank me the way you did that first time.”

		“Why would I want to spank you now?” he wondered puzzled.

		She shrugged. “I’m not sure, maybe because it would tell me you still care, maybe because I still feel guilty for leaving Dieter, maybe because I have all this pent-up emotion that has to go somewhere. I really don’t know, it just feels like the most special thing you could do for me right now.” Her eyes offered him a passionate plea that was impossible to resist. He might have smiled in amusement, because it was amusement he was feeling, but he wouldn’t. “That is of course, if you’re willing to take me back?”

		“Humph.” He shook his head, knowing how his own heart was soaring. “Well, you certainly have changed my day,” he remarked. “But I suppose I can be flexible.”

		“And . . .” she was anxious to hear him reply to her question.

		“Sure, I’ll be more than happy to spank you, you certainly deserve it.” His words sounded stern, but there was a playful look in his eyes that he couldn’t hide. “I’m sure you’ll never get through this day without getting rid of all the emotion inside. And most definitely, you’re guilty of all kinds of despicable acts, like flagrant adultery.”

		She was starting to look relieved.

		“Of course the real reason why I’ll spank you is because I still care.” He almost whispered that last reason, just so she’d really listen to the heartfelt words.

		“That means you’ll take me back?” She was about ready to leap on him, but she held back.

		“Yes, it means I’ll take you back,” he said as a second later she jumped happily into his arms. “But first, take off those awful clothes,” he said looking at the dour looking sweater and skirt she was wearing. “Tomorrow, we’ll buy you some real ones.”

		“Ooo, that sounds like fun. I’d love a really really short skirt.”

		“Don’t worry you’ll have a dozen, so I can get to this bottom of yours,” he said as he playfully fondled the precious mounds.”

		“And lots of other sexy things?”

		“Lots,” he said. “Right now, however get out of that nasty skirt and bring me the paddle. I think it’s time we got started on the rest of your sordid and tawdry life.” He was snickering happily.

		Heidi smiled, feeling the erotic tingle between her thighs turn into a full-fledged shot of passion. Naked, how lewd! she thought to herself. Moving lithely to Matt’s office, she shed her clothes quickly, and found the wooden paddle in his bottom drawer. Returning to the studio, she stood next to him as he sat applying oils with a brush to a painting she’d never seen before. Taking a really good look she saw that the canvas was of her, of her bare flesh from behind, her torso turned so she was staring at the artist over her shoulder with a look of mischief in her blue eyes. Though it was not overtly rendered, Heidi could detect an unusually pink derriere on her image. She smiled. In just a few minutes, she’d be able to pose for the picture in the flesh, for her bare skin would be one red hot work of art. Snuggling in to her lover’s side, she couldn’t wait to begin.
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