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    Punish a Peeper 
 
      
 
    Adam Webb raced down the street in his bright red Wrangler, slamming through the gears of the manual transmission. For years, the old Jeep had endured his reckless driving, and today was no exception, for Adam Webb was late. Not late to work. Not late to a wedding. He was late getting home. His wife, Chelsea, was undoubtedly there waiting for him, but even she didn’t warrant the breakneck pace. The thing that drove Adam Webb to ignore the speed limit, fly through stop signs, and pound through potholes was his next-door neighbor. 
 
    Kristin Landon.  
 
    Every day, Kristin Landon came home from work at precisely five forty-eight. Every day, she parked her car in the driveway, never the garage. Every day, her sensible heels click-clicked to her front door. Adam had discovered that if he arrived at his home before Kristin, he could find some reason to be outside when she swung her long legs from the dark blue Lexus. A friendly wave often led to neighborly conversation. 
 
    He liked to see what she wore to work. He liked to see how she’d styled her hair. He liked to imagine things about Kristin that would probably get his face slapped. He smiled. He’d been slapped before and it was usually worth it. 
 
    With the last corner in sight, Adam downshifted and spun through the turn, his eyes scanning the destination ahead. The dash clock read five forty-three. Sure enough, no navy Lexus next door. He bumped into the driveway and pulled into the garage. He left the door open and sauntered to the mailbox. It didn’t matter if Chelsea had already picked up today’s delivery; the trip to the street was only a diversion. 
 
    A short stack of letters awaited him in the round-topped black box. He grabbed the envelopes, then squatted down and picked at a few imaginary weeds among the flowers that rambled around the base of the post. The landscape crew really did all the work, but this was one of the proven strategies that placed him outside at five forty-eight. 
 
    Adam didn’t look up when the Lexus rolled by. His insides quivered, but he kept his head down and counted to fifteen. Then he stood up and strolled toward the garage, paging through the stack of mail in his hand. 
 
    Kristin opened the car door. Over the top of a shiny, oversized postcard, Adam watched her legs, slim, toned, smooth, and exposed to -thigh by the cling of skirt to car seat. The toes of her pumps hit the concrete and when she stood up, the skirt fell to just above her knee. She leaned in and retrieved her purse and a briefcase. He paused as she slammed the door. 
 
    “Hello, Adam,” she said. It would have been too awkward not to speak. 
 
    On the outside, he kept his smile benign and his tone casual. On the inside, his tongue was dragging the ground and his eyes were popped out. “Hi, Kristin. How was work today?” 
 
    “Same ole, same ole. Trying to stay on top of everyone’s problems.”  
 
    He grinned. Yeah, I’d like to be on top of something. 
 
    She pointed to the stack in his hand. “Have you decided about the Regent’s Gala?” 
 
    He stared, nonplussed. For one, he thought the word was pronounced gay-la, but she said gal-uh. And for two, why was she bringing it up out of the blue. “Huh?” Okay, that sounded dumb, but she’d caught him off guard. 
 
    Kristin tapped the postcard with a pale pink fingernail. The color of the polish matched the color on her lips. “Regent’s Gala.” 
 
    He looked down to where the words Regent’s Gala stood out in huge turquoise letters. “Oh, um…” Dumb again. 
 
    “Chelsea mentioned it,” Kristin said. “We thought it might be fun to go together.” 
 
    “Yes!” Adam waved the card in the air. “Yes, we are all going to the Regent’s Gala,” he said, careful to imitate her pronunciation. 
 
    She smiled. “Good. If you’re in, that’ll convince Sean.” 
 
    Sean. Her husband. His buddy. “Oh. Okay.” He hoped he hadn’t just condemned the male brethren to a night of uncomfortable clothes and fru-fru food that would barely feed a runway model. 
 
    Kristin skirted the back of the Lexus. “Have Chelsea call me when she has time, will you?” 
 
    “Sure.” He lingered, watching the sway of her ass. Mmm, great ass. Inside, he found Chelsea sitting at the kitchen table, paging through a magazine. Fun for Kids, of all things. They weren’t near ready for kids. 
 
    “Hi, Doodles,” she said, without looking up. 
 
    He leaned over and kissed the back of her neck. “What’s this?” he asked, peering over her shoulder at an entire spread about how to make those funny looking Minion things out of toilet paper tubes. “Are you trying to tell me something?” 
 
    “No, don’t be silly. It’s for when I go visit my sister. I want to be the cool aunt.” 
 
    “Whew.” He tossed the mail on the table and rummaged in the fridge for a beer.  
 
    Chelsea closed the magazine and grabbed up the slick postcard. “Oh, the Regent’s Gala.” She said it gay-la, too. 
 
    “Gal-a,” he corrected. 
 
    She laughed. “Only if you’re British.” 
 
    He frowned. Was buttoned-up, well-informed, rule-following Kristin wrong? “Kristin wants you to call her when you have time.” 
 
    Chelsea leaned back and reached to the counter for her purse. “Can you order us a pizza?” she said to Adam, then pulled out her phone and with one tap was talking with the woman next door. 
 
    In the short time since Kristin and Sean Landon had moved in, the two couples had become close friends. Kristin and Chelsea shopped, went to Zumba, and had lunches together. Adam and Sean hit the running trails or cheered, analyzed, and complained about football, basketball or baseball depending on the season. As couples, they went to dinners and concerts. It was a convivial arrangement for all involved.  
 
    Especially Adam.  
 
    There was something about Kristin that made his insides buzz as if he were filled with bees. She was interesting and intriguing and inflaming. The star of his current fantasies, both in bed and out. He never considered actually cheating with her, but looking wasn’t cheating, and thinking wasn’t acting. He wouldn’t ever hurt Chelsea that way, she was too sweet and kind and beautiful, but somehow the excitement of their early marriage had faded to routine, passion replaced by familiarity. The mystery of Kristin supplied just the spark to keep the thrill of the chase alive. 
 
    “Dinner tomorrow,” Chelsea said when she disconnected from the phone. “Don’t forget. We’ll meet you at the Skyline Grill.” 
 
    “I won’t forget,” Adam said. How could he? He wanted to sit close to Kristin, to talk and laugh with her. At times, it could almost feel like a date, even though each of their spouses were also at the table. 
 
    Kristin’s going out wardrobe was much more fun than her work clothes. As an HR manager, she wore conservative business suits, albeit with a colorful blouse or unexpected piece of jewelry. On their couple’s dates, Adam got to see her bare arms, a flash of cleavage, or jeans molded to her fabulous butt. He liked the Skyline Grill, not for the food, or even because it was an easy walk from his office building. His favorite feature of the restaurant was the half-circle booths that allowed his knee to bump Kristin’s ‘by accident’. He had to be careful, it couldn’t happen too often, but when it did, they’d both giggle and apologize over a moment of intense eye contact. 
 
    He swore he felt a connection, a hint of interest on her part akin to his own. But then he’d notice how she had a hand on Sean’s thigh, or their fingers were intertwined, and dismiss such notions as wishful thinking. 
 
    “We’re all going to the Regent’s Gala, right?” There it was again, gal-uh. Kristin dipped a pita triangle into the Skyline Grill’s signature creamy spinach dip. Adam waited for Chelsea to correct her, but his wife ignored the alternate pronunciation. 
 
    “I’ll order the tickets tomorrow for all of us,” she said instead. 
 
    “Do we gotta wear the monkey suits?” Sean asked, leaning back in the booth and spreading his arms. 
 
    “It won’t kill you for one night.” Kristin bumped his ribs with her shoulder. 
 
    Adam saw the chance for points. “I don’t mind it,” he said. “If you own a tux you might as well wear it.” 
 
    Kristin smiled at him. When he glanced at Chelsea, she was studying him with a suspicious lift to her chin. 
 
    “Since when do you like getting all gussied up?” she asked looking down her nose. 
 
    “It won’t kill me for one night. Right?” He winked at Kristin then rolled up his straw wrapper and flicked it her way. The little paper wad sailed right down the front of her deep cut neckline. He hadn’t meant to do that, but, as he’d learned playing baseball, the throw follows the gaze. 
 
    “Ack!” Kristin slapped her palm over the bare triangle of skin. 
 
    “Good shot, dude.” Sean chuckled and drove his fingers down the front of Kristin’s top in a territorial move. 
 
    She pushed his hand away and came up with the offending paper wad herself. “Naughty, naughty,” she said to Adam rolling the little ball between her finger and thumb before dropping it on the table. Sean scooped up the ball and flicked it at Chelsea. It hit her right in the middle of the forehead and dropped into her lap. She squeaked. The guys hooted. 
 
    Chelsea grabbed up the makeshift toy. “Stop it. You’re going to get us thrown out,” she warned, depositing the paper in her empty salad bowl where it sopped up some Italian dressing. 
 
    Adam ignored her, already busy tearing a strip from a paper napkin to make more ammo. Sean did the same. 
 
    Kristin smiled at their antics, but then she plucked the stir stick from Sean’s cocktail and tapped it against the palm of her hand. 
 
    Adam took it to be some sort of scolding gesture, but since when did women’s squawking make any difference to him. He threw overhand at Sean, and the tightly wound paper flew like a bullet across the table and hit Sean in the throat. 
 
    Sean laughed but didn’t retaliate. “Chelsea’s right,” he said. “We’re not in middle school.” He glanced at Kristin and unfolded the napkin strip. Kristin smiled and patted his thigh so high up she might as well have been fondling his crotch. 
 
    Adam frowned. Pussy. And yet, this little bit of conflict had ended in Chelsea scowling and Kristin alluding to at least a hand job. How had that happened? 
 
    Kristin pulled her small clutch to the table. “How much are the tickets, Chels, I’ll send you a deposit now,” she said, breaking the awkward silence that had settled. 
 
    “Two hundred a couple,” Chelsea said. 
 
    Adam winced. They had the money, but really? Is that the way he wanted to spend his hard-earned cash? Not. But there was no way out of it now. His only consolation was the idea of Kristin in a short, tight cocktail dress. 
 
    Kristin tapped on her phone, and a second later Chelsea’s phone chimed, signaling an incoming email. The money transfer notification. “All set. When should we go shopping?” 
 
    The women buzzed over the fashion possibilities, while the guys planned their next run. 
 
    Later, in the car, Chelsea scolded him again. “You sure got wound up tonight. That’s not becoming behavior.” 
 
    Becoming behavior? What kind of uptight language was that? He looked into her disapproving face, painfully aware of the stark contrast between his wife and Sean’s. Sean had been an equal participant in what Adam considered harmless fun, and yet Kristin hadn’t clucked over it like Frumpy, Dumpy and Grumpy. To drive home her displeasure, Chelsea went to bed that night without giving him the usual blowjob and fuck. Unhappy, he jerked off in the office while watching porn, convinced that Kristin would never leave him so needy. 
 
    On Saturday, the girls laid out by Kristin and Sean’s pool, pursuing a glowing tan for the gala. Sean kept himself busy inspecting the landscape and complaining about how the garden crew had shaped his shrubs incorrectly. Adam excused himself and sauntered to his own house, but as soon as he was out of sight, he rushed upstairs. He grabbed his binoculars, as of late conveniently parked on the bottom shelf of the hallway étagère, and bounced to the edge of the tub in the guest bathroom. From the little window that sat just above the tile line, he had an unobstructed view of the sunbathing women. 
 
    He trained the binocs on Kristin. Yes, she was much farther away than when he was tramping around the yard with Sean, but this way Adam could stare, ogle, and leer, instead of only catching unsatisfying sidelong glances. He swept his gaze over her long, shiny hair as it cascaded down her back and over her shoulders. Then the nipped in waist. Finally her delicious ass. Her swimsuit consisted of such a small amount of material that she might as well be lying there naked. Her cheeks were all but completely exposed, full and round and firm. Adam thought about grabbing that luscious flesh and spreading her open. The idea made him groan. 
 
    He stood and watched, his fantasy running wild, until he noticed Chelsea rise up to her elbows and turn toward their house. The annoyed survey of the path from there to here told him she was questioning his absence. Time to get back. He left the binoculars on the bathroom sink top and ran full out to the garage. He grabbed a pair of pruning shears and slammed through the side door. Fighting the need to gasp for breath, he sauntered toward Sean, twirling the tool in Chelsea’s direction for emphasis. 
 
    “Take a look at these.” Adam chomped the jaws of the shears onto a branch. It fell at his feet. “Clean these stragglers up in no time.” He looked at Chelsea again and flashed an innocent smile as Sean took the clippers and attacked the hedge. There’s nothing wrong with looking. 
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
    Adam spent the next week finding excuses to be outside when Kristin came home from work. Sometimes it was only a wave across the yard, but he considered any contact or acknowledgment a win. It became the challenge of the hunt more than the prize itself that intrigued him. 
 
    On Saturday, Adam and Chelsea, along with Sean and Kristin, joined two other couples for monthly dinner club and game night. During the meal, the men congregated in the family room and the women claimed the kitchen. Adam had never minded this segregation until Kristin and Sean had joined the group. Now he found excuses to make trips to the kitchen. Refill his plate. Bring some ketchup to Sean. Everyone needs more beer. But for the games segment, the split was designed to keep spouses off the same team. They for sure were never partners. The typical suggestive party activities took on new meaning. 
 
    “Guys, line up.” Hostess Jeanette directed the action. “Put on your blindfolds.” 
 
    The men shuffled into place along a row of chairs and dutifully covered their eyes with scarves. 
 
    “The object of this game is to identify your wife,” Jeanette said. “But only by touch.” 
 
    Everyone laughed. 
 
    “Can we touch anything?” Sean called out. 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Jeanette giggled too. “You may only touch their hands.” 
 
    “That’s no fun,” another of the guys said. 
 
    “One by one, the ladies will pass by you and offer their hands. Touch them, and decide which one is your wife. Here we go.” 
 
    Adam held out his hands and waited. He was sure he could identify Chelsea, but that wasn’t his objective. He would use this opportunity to claim Kristin. He thought back to their dinner and the way she handled the straw. To the look of her fingers as they wrapped around the stem of a wine glass. The rings she wore. 
 
    But more important, he thought about the shoes she was wearing tonight. The scarf was an inefficient blindfold, and he discovered that by scrunching up his nose, he could get a glimpse of the feet in front of him. A pair of black canvas slip-ons would identify Kristin for sure. 
 
    A warm hand slipped into his. He scrunched his nose and strained to see the woman’s shoes all the while caressing her hand like he was contemplating. He felt dragon-lady nails. This was hostess Jeanette, well-known for her extreme manicure. He glanced down and saw flat sandals. Next. Slightly plump, damp. Flip-flops. Nope, not the one. Third. Long slim fingers, rounded nails. Soft skin. Rings on both hands. This had to be Kristin. A glance at the shoes, black canvas slip-ons, confirmed it. He spent a lot of time investigating, stroking and squeezing her hand, then didn’t pay much attention to the rest of the group as they passed by. 
 
    “Unmask,” Jeanette announced.  
 
    Adam pulled off the blindfold, blinking. The women giggled in the kitchen. Only Jeanette stood in front of them. She handed out slips of paper. “Write down the number of the woman you think was your wife.” 
 
    Adam penned a big number three. The other guys wrote their selections. 
 
    “Who wants to go first?” Jeanette asked. 
 
    “I will.” Adam stood up and handed his number to Jeanette. 
 
    “Moment of truth.” Her eyes twinkled. “Number three, come on out.” 
 
    Adam turned toward the door in eager anticipation. And the woman who stepped into the room was, no surprise, Kristin. 
 
    “Wrong!” Jeanette crowed, enjoying what she thought was a huge embarrassment for him. 
 
    Adam wasn’t embarrassed at all. He hoped this silliness was somehow sending Kristin a message. 
 
    All of the other guys guessed right, and Jeanette declared Adam the loser. He didn’t care. But the game had affected Chelsea more than he anticipated, and their sex life suffered all the more.  
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
    The evening of the gala, Adam squeezed into his tux. It had been months since he’d last worn it. Evidently, he’d been having way too much fun since then. The waistband of the pants screamed too many beers and brats. Nothing he could do about it now. He left the hook undone to give himself some breathing room, then pulled the vest down over the gap. No one would ever know. He vowed to lose a few pounds before he had to wear this get-up again. Even better, he vowed never to have to wear this get-up again. 
 
    Sean looked equally uncomfortable, pulling at his bow tie over and over as they settled in at their table. Adam had to admit that Chelsea was gorgeous in a slinky red cocktail dress and spiky heels. But Chelsea was Chelsea and he could see her any day of the week. He could touch her, kiss her, fuck her anytime he wanted. Theoretically, at least. Something about that lack of challenge made her less interesting. 
 
    It was Kristin who commanded his attention. He’d imagined her in something revealing and slutty and at first glance was a bit disappointed in the strapless blue gown that swirled just above her knees. She’d piled her hair on top of her head, twists and braids here and there, a few tendrils escaping at the nape of her neck. He’d seen her in bouncy curls or plain ponytails when she went to work, but never anything elaborate like this. She looked classy and calm and it made him feel anything but. 
 
    Over dinner service, they listened to the organizers explain the charity cause everyone was here to support. They clapped politely. The silent auction opened as dessert came out. Chelsea and Kristin began making trips to the tables to bid on items they didn’t really need. 
 
    “How about we hit the bar?” Sean said once the women were gone. 
 
    “Thanks. I’ll catch up. I might bid on something.” 
 
    Sean laughed. “That crap? Be my guest.” 
 
    Adam nodded and began perusing the tables. Every time he found something that Kristin had bid on, he made the next bid. They circled the room this way, she bid, then he’d bid, then she’d bid again, and he’d do the same. He was scribbling his name under hers on a spa package when an arm circled around from behind and a hand closed over his.  
 
    “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’re trying to annoy me.” Kristin slipped the pen from between his fingers and crossed out the letters ADA on the bid sheet. 
 
    “And why would I ever want to do that?” He turned to her with a smirk. 
 
    “I imagine you wouldn’t.” She set her clutch on the table. “But sometimes boys like you forget their manners.” 
 
    “Boys?” How ridiculous. He was thirty-two. He drew up tall. “I’m no boy.” He said it with an air of authority and promise of what a man could deliver. 
 
    She held his gaze, and from the corner of his eye, he saw her unclip one end of the strap from her purse. “Yes, I know. Out here, you’re all man.” Her fingertips grazed his chin, slid down his chest, traveled below the belt line but fell away before making any contact of significance. “But in here.” She tapped his forehead. “You think like a boy.” 
 
    His smile waned. If she meant he thought about sex, then hell yes, he thought like a boy.  
 
    She unclipped the other end of the thin strap and doubled it over, holding the loose ends in her right hand. The loop dangled. He didn’t grasp the significance of this gesture, so he ignored it. 
 
    “We should talk about it,” he said.  
 
    “By all means. Let’s…talk.”  
 
    The way she said it, he knew she meant something besides just talk. Anticipation flared inside him and he nodded toward a service door, then took her by the hand and led her from the ballroom. He’d expected to find darkened privacy, but instead, the bright lights and hustle of the behind-the-scenes staff jolted him. This obvious sense of being where they weren’t supposed to be, and discovered as such, threw him off. He stopped short and looked both ways if about to step into traffic. 
 
    “This way.” Kristin pulled on his hand and led him away from the chaos. After a few twists and turns, they were in an unused meeting room, where chairs and tables were pushed against the walls. Once the door closed, the only light came from the moon above the skylights. This was more like it, romantic and yet gritty at the same time. 
 
    “What is it you want to talk about?” Kristin turned to face him. 
 
    He stepped close and looked down into her face, smooth and lovely in the reflected moonlight. His whole body tingled. Of course, he’d thought about a moment like this, but he didn’t know if he’d ever get the chance, much less have the guts to go through with it. He’d always told himself that looking wasn’t cheating, but now that the opportunity for more was within his grasp, he didn’t think he could pass it up. 
 
    “Maybe we don’t need to talk at all.” He leaned in. 
 
    She reached, and he thought she was going to hug him, but then he felt the strap of her purse pull tight across his ass. He looked down to see she was holding each end now, creating a complete circle around him. Interesting. 
 
    “Adam, your behavior of late is juvenile and immature.” 
 
    He froze. That didn’t sound like a come-on. And what the hell was the point of the strap around his hips if she didn’t intend to pull him to her with it? 
 
    “But, I, uh…” 
 
    “Chelsea is my best friend.” 
 
    “I know…” 
 
    “And your wife.” 
 
    “No shit, Sherlock.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” She sawed the strap back and forth over his ass.  
 
    Talk about mixed messages. “It does. But Kristin, you’re so... “He fumbled for a word that didn’t sound crude. “Hot.” It was the best he could come up with. “I can’t help but think about you.” 
 
    “Is that right.” 
 
    “I want you.” He tipped his head down, hoping to entice her lips to his. “I want to fuck your brains out, Kristin.” 
 
    She pulled back. “Drop your pants.” 
 
    Shock raced through him. “Huh?” 
 
    “I’m waiting.” 
 
    Wow. Just like that. He shed his jacket, tore at the vest, and ripped open the front of his pants. They fell to his thighs. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers and pushed everything to his ankles. His cock jumped to attention and strained toward her, begging to be touched. 
 
    “Turn around,” she said. 
 
    “Huh?” How would he fuck her if he was facing the wrong way? 
 
    “Adam, are you deaf or just stubborn?” Kristin tilted her head to the side. 
 
    Ah, she probably didn’t want him to see her struggle out of her constricting undergarments. Lord knows, he’d seen Chelsea trying to compress her already slim frame into an impossible torture device called Spanx. “Got it.” He turned. 
 
    He saw the pointy toes of Kristin’s party shoes step close. He felt her gather the tail of his shirt and tuck it up around the vest. He was now exposed from the waist down. Exposed and ready for action.  
 
    He expected her to sink in front of him, to get down on her knees and wrap her lips around his cock. He wanted her to suck him with greedy enthusiasm. He couldn’t wait to get his hands into her hair and mess up the intricate styling as he guided her mouth back and forth. He closed his eyes, his mind already taking him to the place of ultimate bliss when he’d stab his cock inside her. She’d moan from the pure delight of it all. They’d… 
 
    His vision exploded into a shower of tiny stars as something stung his ass. He jumped at the unexpected sensation. His eyes flew open and he twisted to see Kristin wielding her purse strap. She swung and another flash of pain zipped through him. “What the hell.” He turned around, one eyebrow raised. “You need a little extra something before sex?” 
 
    “Turn around, hands on the chair,” Kristin instructed. 
 
    “All right. Have it your way for now.” He bent over. “But I’m going to have it mine real soon.” 
 
    “This has nothing to do with sex.” She smacked him again.  
 
    He winced. “Then what the hell does it have to do with? My ass is bare, my cock is hard.” 
 
    “I told you. This has to do with you acting like a naughty boy.” Another cut. 
 
    “Hey, ow.” He stood up and flicked at the strap with his hand. “That’s enough.” 
 
    Kristin refolded the strap and pulled it taut between her hands. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed how you’re always outside when I come home from work. I see you looking, even when you think I don’t. And tonight just proves what’s on your mind.” 
 
    He laughed. “It’s on every guy’s mind.” 
 
    “Chelsea should be on your mind.” She pointed to the chair. “Now turn around and put your hands in the seat.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “I don’t think so.” He yanked at the tail of his shirt. 
 
    Kristin didn’t move. “Do as I say, Adam.” 
 
    “And what if I don’t?” He reached for his trousers. 
 
    “I’ll tell Chelsea.” 
 
    He laughed again and yanked his pants up. “So what. She won’t believe you.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure.” He tucked in the shirt and pulled the front of the pants as closed as he could get them. Maybe he was the one who needed the Spanx. 
 
    Kristin twisted the strap. “She found the binoculars in the bathroom.” 
 
    “She what?” 
 
    “Binoculars. In the bathroom. That’s a weird place to keep them, don’t you think? Especially when that window overlooks my pool.” 
 
    He felt his face flush. He became aware of the warm lines across his ass. 
 
    “She told me you’ve been acting distant lately.” 
 
    Me? “She’s the one holding out,” he defended. 
 
    “She’s not quite suspicious, but it won’t take much. When I tell her you hit on me, it will all make sense.” 
 
    His stomach clenched. “Kristin, you don’t want to do that.” 
 
    “You’re right, I don’t. Not because of you, but because it will hurt her.” 
 
    He gulped with a sudden realization. “Wow, I’ve been a jerk. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Her shoulders relaxed. “I accept your apology.” 
 
    “Whew.” Adam reached for his discarded jacket. “Glad that’s over. Let’s just forget any of this happened.” 
 
    “I said I accepted your apology. I didn’t say it was over.” Kristin caressed the strap again. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Apologizing is one thing. Truly paying the price is something else.” She nodded toward the chair. “Bend over.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You must learn there are consequences for your actions. Take the punishment, and then it will be over and forgotten.” 
 
    “What punishment?” 
 
    She twirled the strap. 
 
    Oh, he got it. He weighed the alternatives. He remembered the strange looks Chelsea had given him and calculated his chances with her. Then he looked at Kristin. She was fit and healthy, but she was a small woman. And that little purse strap, please. He doubted if she could deliver much in the way of punishment. Indulging her now was the best way out of this mess. 
 
    “Okay.” He tossed his jacket aside and pushed his pants down on his thighs. “Have at it.” He bent over and mooned her, certain that she’d enjoy the sight of his firm backside. He’d always had a toned body and conveniently forgot about the little beer belly he now sported.  
 
    “This isn’t about me,” Kristin said. 
 
    He glanced back. “It’s not?” 
 
    “It isn’t about Chelsea, either.” 
 
    “Then what the hell is it about?” 
 
    He heard the strap sing through the air. It landed on his flesh with a soft snap. But the small sound didn’t reflect the intensity of the sting. He jumped. This stroke hurt a lot more. His cock wilted. 
 
    “I would prefer you not use profanity.” 
 
    He ground his teeth to keep from using more. 
 
    “This isn’t about me, or Chelsea,” Kristin repeated. “It’s about you feeling bored and searching for some mystery and excitement. You think you see that in me, but trust me, I’m just as uninteresting as she is when you don’t make any effort.” 
 
    He heard the swish. He felt the deep sting. This time his knees bent and he felt his balls swing back, vulnerable. He scrambled to grab and pull them forward then pressed his thighs together for protection. 
 
    “From now on, you’re going to stop looking at me and start paying attention to her.” 
 
    Another cut. He sucked in a breath.  
 
    “Do you hear me, Adam?” Swish. Crack. 
 
    “Yes, I hear you,” he grunted. 
 
    “Good.” She paused and traced the lines across his butt, the pressure of her touch bringing both pain and excitement. Blood rushed. His cock stirred. She stepped back and for a moment he thought this little exercise in ridiculous might be over. He snuck a hopeful glance and saw her arm raised over her head. The next second, the silly little purse strap cut hard across his ass. 
 
    Adam shot upright. “Geez, woman!” he cried, grabbing at the burn. “That’s enough.” 
 
    She looked at him, one hand on her hip, the other holding the strap out like she was ready to swing. “You can wimp out now, but if you do, none of this will count. I’ll have to tell Chelsea.” 
 
    “No, no. I’m not wimping out. You do whatever it takes to keep your mouth shut.” 
 
    She pointed at the chair. 
 
    He bent over. 
 
    She began to strap him in earnest, rhythmic and hard, with enough time in between for him to catch his breath before another stroke took it away again. He shifted his weight from heel to heel. His knees sagged and then he forced them straight again. His breath came fast until he was gasping. And then groaning. He squeezed his eyes closed. He weakened and sank to his elbows rather than support his body on his hands. 
 
    Kristin strapped him again and again until each searing line had merged with the last, and his ass was lit up like a slot machine making a big payoff – flashing, pulsing, pounding. The pain knocked back any erection that had teased him, and now his cock shriveled in retreat. The innumerable suggestive thoughts that always ran through his head evaporated as his world became nothing but pain. 
 
    His self-control wavered. He couldn’t contain a cry that started out as a growl in his throat but ended in something closer to a squeal. His whole body sagged forward as if putting a little more distance between himself and the strap would make a difference. His eyes watered. 
 
    Then it was over. The swish, crack stopped. He heard himself sucking for air. He felt his ass throbbing. His face was wet. 
 
    “Stand up. Turn around.” Kristin’s voice came from far away. 
 
    He struggled to his feet and faced her, pressing the heels of his hands into his eyes for a moment. When he could focus, he saw her reattaching the strap to her purse. 
 
    “You are going to march back out there and make sure Chelsea has a good time. You’re going to get her drinks, you’re going to dance with her, and you’re going to stay as late as she wants to. No cutting out early.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay,” Adam mumbled. 
 
    “Is that how you answer?” Kristin stepped toward him. 
 
    “Uh…” He struggled to think straight. “Yes, I will.” 
 
    She shouldered her tiny little bag. “Better.” With that, she strode from the meeting room. 
 
    Once she’d disappeared, Adam reached back and squeezed his buns, the heat pounding beneath his palms. He’d been wrong about Kristin. She’d delivered a punishment with bite. He didn’t want to end up in a situation like that ever again. 
 
    It took a minute to get himself together. Pants up, vest buttoned, jacket on. He went to the men’s room and splashed water on his face and smoothed his hair. When he eased into the banquet chair beside Chelsea, even the cushioned seat drove the burn deeper. All the more reason to spend the rest of the evening on the dance floor. At least there, he could stand up. 
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
    Chelsea got drunk. That was just as well. That way, she didn’t notice his gimpy gait and sullen attitude. At home, she dropped her dress and passed out on the bed leaving Adam to change clothes unobserved. He stripped out of the tux and stood naked in front of the bathroom mirror, taking stock of his ass. Red. Not just red, bright red, with a mass of purple lines crisscrossing his butt. Hot and sore to the touch. He fell into bed hoping it’d look and feel better in the morning. 
 
    It didn’t. His ass looked like hamburger, with red, purple and white splotches covering every inch. The heat of the shower brought heat to the surface again. That soon faded, but the deep ache inside remained. He leaned on the sink front and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    Last night seemed like a dream. Today, after the fact, he didn’t know how he’d let it happen. But he had been acting like a jerk, and he’d been called on it. He could only hope Kristin would keep her side of the bargain now and he could start fresh. He laughed a little and hung his head. Kristin. Just yesterday her name had sent waves of desire through him. Today, the shivers were for a different reason. 
 
    “What the hell happened to you!” 
 
    Adam looked up and saw Chelsea in the mirror. Her make-up smeared raccoon eyes stared at him in horror. All kinds of excuses raced through his mind, but he didn’t have the energy to craft anything believable. He deflected without lying. 
 
    “Ask Kristin.” 
 
    She shook her head as if she’d heard wrong. “Kristin? What does she have to do with – that?” 
 
    “Just ask her.” 
 
    Chelsea stabbed her fists to her hips. “I will.” 
 
    “You should.” 
 
    “Okay.” Chelsea grabbed her phone and stomped into the hallway. “Hey, morning, sorry to bother you so early…” 
 
    Adam flopped on the bed. Maybe he should take some aspirin. Maybe he should sit on some ice. Now that Chelsea knew, it would be easier to tend to the aftermath of… He gulped. His punishment. How weird to think that. He closed his eyes and tried not to. 
 
    He must have dozed. Voices drifted to his dreams. Chelsea. Kristin. His eyes flew open, and he rolled to his side. Both women stood over him. 
 
    “What the…” He broke off, remembering Kristin’s words about profanity. 
 
    “Kristin told me everything,” Chelsea said. She’d scrubbed away the leftover party face and combed the wild bed-head hair. She crossed her arms and glared at him. 
 
    Adam grabbed the sheet and pulled it to his waist. “Yeah. And?” 
 
    “Yeah. And…” Chelsea hesitated, and from the look on her face, he gathered that the situation was as weird to her as to him. “She’s got the right idea.” 
 
    “About what?” Adam sat up, moving slow in both body and brain. 
 
    “About, well, about giving you what you deserve.” 
 
    “Oh, and just what is it that I deserve?” He challenged with sarcastic tone. 
 
    Chelsea’s eyes got big and she glanced at Kristin. Yeah, he knew he could scare her off. 
 
    But he couldn’t scare Kristin. “You deserve to be punished when you get out of line,” she said. 
 
    “Like last night?” Adam glanced over his shoulder. 
 
    “Exactly like last night.” 
 
    He turned his eyes on Chelsea again. “So just what is it you think you’re going to do?” 
 
    Chelsea lifted her chin. “Spank you. Just like Kristin did.” 
 
    He snorted. “I think that was more like a whipping.” 
 
    “Sometimes a girl’s got to improvise,” Kristin said. She lifted her arm and displayed an implement. He hadn’t even noticed that she was carrying anything. “I normally use a Ping-Pong paddle.”  
 
    Normally? Adam rose to an elbow, uncertain about what that meant. “Does Sean know you’re over here?” 
 
     “Of course. Sean also knows his place, and sees the value of accountability and discipline.” 
 
    “He does?” 
 
    Kristin flashed him a smug smile. “Do you think that’s the first and only spanking I’ve ever given?” 
 
    For the first time that morning, Adam’s eyes opened all the way. He stared at Kristin, his heart beginning to race. A new idea sprang fully formed into his head. Kristin spanked Sean. Questions invaded. How? How often? For what? “You. Sean?” He couldn’t bring himself to say the word spank. 
 
    Kristin nodded. “When warranted.” 
 
    “And you’re here to—me—again?” 
 
    “I’m here to provide some pointers. Chelsea will discipline you.” 
 
    His eyes slid to his wife, and she nodded. 
 
    “If you agree, that is,” Kristin added. 
 
    How could he agree? But evidently, Sean had. Adam thought about his buddy and the relationship Sean and Kristin had. How lovey they always seemed. How little they fought. Was this the reason? Was it worth the pain and the risk? Could it put he and Chelsea back on the right track? 
 
    He couldn’t verbalize any of that. All he could do was groan and press his face into the pillow. 
 
    “Let’s get started,” Kristin said to Chelsea. She gathered pillows and made a pile in the middle of the bed. “Up here, Adam.” 
 
     “Now?” He tried to stall. Even if this was going to happen, did it have to be now? 
 
    “Yes, now.” Kristin dragged the sheet away from his body. 
 
    “I can’t…” How could she expect him to take more? “Have you seen my ass from last night?” 
 
    “Don’t make it worse,” she warned. 
 
    “Kristin…” He turned to his wife. “Chelsea, please.” 
 
    “Now, Adam,” Chelsea said. She had a confidence in her voice that he’d never heard before. 
 
    The authority made him shiver, and he dove over the pillows, aching bum up high. 
 
    Chelsea caught her breath at the sight of the ugly marks. 
 
    “I’d wager he’s never been spanked,” Kristin said. She patted one cheek. “That right?” 
 
    “Never,” Adam said into the mattress. 
 
    “Not even as a kid?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Kristin sighed. “That explains some of it.” She ran her fingers over his ass. “I know it looks bad, and it’ll probably take ten days to heal up, but it’ll never look this way again. He’ll toughen up. The spanking will hurt, but with much less bruising.” 
 
    “Okay.” Chelsea wavered a bit. 
 
    “He’s okay, he’s not injured.” She squeezed and Adam sucked in air. “The butt is made to take it.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Chelsea said. 
 
    “Here’s the target.” Kristin traced boundary lines on his skin, talking about him as if he couldn’t hear. “Lower part of the cheeks and the sit spots just under the curve. Thighs are much more sensitive, I avoid that, but if you do go there, it takes much less force. Avoid getting too far to the sides, or too high up the back. Be aware of where his tail bone is.” She pressed her thumb over it. “And, of course, the kidney area is way out of bounds.” She stroked along his back. 
 
    He felt the bed shift as Kristin knelt on one side of him, Chelsea on the other. 
 
    “Implements,” Kristin continued. “You can use your hand if you want to. Other good things are a hairbrush, a spatula, a belt. You can experiment and see what you like and he doesn’t.” 
 
    Chelsea laughed softly. 
 
    “Go ahead. Do some practice,” Kristin said. 
 
    The hard surface of what he figured to be said Ping-Pong paddle massaged his ass. Then he felt a gentle tap-tap. Adam groaned. Everything was over sensitive now. 
 
    Kristin laughed. “A little more than that,” she said. 
 
    Pop!  
 
    He jumped and cried out.  
 
    Chelsea grew braver. 
 
    POP! Harder now. 
 
    “Argh.” He ground his teeth. 
 
    “Now you’re getting the idea,” Kristin said. 
 
    “Yeah, I see.” Chelsea was breathless. 
 
    “I’m headed home. If you need any more help, just ask.” 
 
    Adam turned his head and watched Kristin slip out the bedroom door. Whatever it was about her that had fascinated him so, had evaporated. He looked at Chelsea with new eyes. She was as beautiful as ever. She was as sexy as ever. He’d just stopped appreciating it. The paddle in her hand gave her power and intrigue. Now, she was full of challenge. 
 
    He reached back, his fingers stretching, and she took his hand. Adam sighed. He knew his life was about to change. For the better. 
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    If you enjoyed this novelette,  
 
    please post a review on Amazon. 
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    I've had kinky interests as far back as I can remember. As a kid, I didn't understand the what or the why, but I knew certain things were exciting to me. It didn't take long to figure out that my attraction to these subjects was—er—different from most of my classmates. And I quickly discovered that such topics were regarded as Taboo. 

As I tried to understand myself, there was nowhere to turn. That was waaaaaaaay before the Internet, but also no open discussion of such ideas was ever allowed.

Those who were brave found their answers in back alleys and porn shops, but for a young person with no resources and stranded in a small town, it was a lonely wandering through my fantasy world, always with the nagging thought, "What's wrong with me?".

It took many years to figure out there's nothing wrong with me. It was a long journey, still an open-ended one, and not without its conflicts and trials. But ultimately, I've come to a place of happiness and acceptance.

I embrace my kinks and enjoy them!

You can, too. 
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