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“Miss
Abigail, you look downright pretty,” Miss Hattie exclaimed after tying a
sash about Abigail’s waist. The rosy pink matched the blush on her fair cheeks,
and young woman’s blonde curls were combed so they fell softly to her
shoulders. Rarely did they look anything but wild, and Hattie was taking the
moment to admire the way she’d tamed the savage locks into place. The only
thing that was savage about her now were her eyes, and
they would never be tamed. Looking like some fierce bird’s,
a darker light always beamed out from under the blue color to make them whisper
things no child of her age should know about. Hattie always thought her young
charge’s eyes were too wise for her, but then maybe in time she’d catch up.




“It
should be a fine party tonight,” Hattie added for good measure, her hands
toying with the gray blue skirt, that had the look of
the sky on a stormy day. Abigail looked a bit like a storm cloud floating by in
her long full skirt. It was good the lace had softened the appearance,
Miss Hattie thought was much too severe when she first saw the dress.




“Oh, I
don’t care about the party, Hattie,” Abigail answered saucily.




“For
heaven’s sakes, why not? It’s your wedding banquet, there’ll be a hundred people there. What finer
occasion could there be to celebrate? You’ll be the center of attention, you
always like that.” Hattie continued to fuss with her hair.




“If
getting married appealed to me, then perhaps I’d be happy.” She gently
slapped the woman’s hand away.




“What!
That strapping young gentle-man, Miss Abigail, I’m surprised.”




“He’s
fine enough, but a little too stiff, I think. I’m having a terrible time
imagining myself any man’s wife, let alone his. I’d much rather be off with
Darcy.”




“Darcy’s
a hellion you’d best stay away from,” Hattie scolded.




“I’m
meeting her tonight, after the party,” Abigail
informed her with a devilish “You’re what!” The maid looked at her
wide-eyed in horror.




“Shush.
Father wouldn’t hear of inviting her to my party, so we’re having our own
later, just the two of us.”




The old woman
shook her head. It certainly wasn’t the first wild escapade she’d been privy
to, though it might be her last, with the young mistress leaving her family
home the following day as Aaron Barrow’s bride. That was good, Hattie thought
to herself, Abigail was getting much to
old for Darcy’s spirited shenanigans, and the rude aftermath that often
follows.




“You’ve
tried my patience for the last time,” Hattie said shaking her head.
“Just don’t dare get caught, Little Miss,” - Hattie always called her
“Little Miss” when she was lecturing. “You don’t want to go down
the aisle with a bruised bottom from your daddy’s cane, now, do you?”




“Believe me, the satisfaction would be worth the trouble. But even
father wouldn’t be that cruel. Not on the day before my wedding.” Her
perky smiled tried to con-vince a wiser Hattie. So
sure of herself, the old maid noted. How like the breezes of summer and spring
thunderstorms this one is. For all her relief she would miss her.




The banquet
was a terrific success, so everyone thought. Never had Neville McPhearson’s house gleamed so brightly. All the oil lamps
had been polished until they sparkled. The silver shone and the finest china
and linens graced the tables and sideboard. And of course, the bride-to-be
looked ravishing in her shimmering dress, like some angelic vision, coming down
the stairs to take the hand of her intended and accompany him to the
festivities. She didn’t look at all like herself, but some civilized lady;
though no one who looked on was deceived into believing that Abigail had been
duly tamed by the prospects of marriage. It was generally accepted that Miss McPhearson was marrying the right man for her. The no
nonsense Aaron wouldn’t put up with her antics any more than her father did;
and just maybe, the love of good husband, along with his strong hand, might at
last subdue the wild girl. At least that’s what everyone hoped, especially
Margaret and Neville McPhearson.




On that night,
Abigail danced in Aaron’s arms, and watched him looking long-ingly into her eyes. She was well aware of the odd
fascination that her body had with this activity; it was what had always
brought women and men together, so said her mother. It was something that
bonded them in ways that only a married woman would understand. Abigail always
smirked at such “private conversations” - it was an age old reality,
that Mrs. McPhearson’s daughter knew a lot more about
the facts of marriage they she believed she did. Abigail had learned most of
her information from Darcy, who seemed to know everything about life; though
how Darcy got her knowl-edge was something of a
mystery to her friend. Even so, when Margaret McPhearson
thought it was the proper time, Abigail listened to her mother’s gentle lecture
to the very end, giving her a thank-you and a smile when it was over.




And still,
with all her knowledge of life’s secrets, dancing in Aaron’s arms on the night
before that fateful wedding night, it was difficult for Abigail to connect the
reality of marriage with what she was feeling from her broad shouldered,
broadly smiling fiance. A fluttering in her stomach
perhaps, but that could be that she was tipsy from the glass of wine at dinner.
She did like his powerful arms around her. And she did enjoy the curious
sensations that were coming from his loins to hers. Like Miss Hattie pointed
out to her over and over again, Aaron was devastatingly handsome, by most
woman’s standards, tall and muscu-lar, with an
unblemished face that made a strong statement with high cheek bones, a well
defined nose, and an angular jaw line. His dark hair was always slightly
mussed, but not in an unattractive way, it attested to a certain earthiness. He
was a powerful man, having worked by his father’s side in their milling
business. And Abigail was told he was as apt a businessman as he was a
lumberman, having had ample experience as both.




He was the
perfect man, all right, but though he was pleasant enough, and obviously very
fond of her, there was a reserve that didn’t suit Abigail’s exuberant spirit.
She liked running wild in her child-hood dreams, and the prospects of having to
remain a housebound matron with a host of boring responsibilities didn’t suit
her. Still, at seventeen, she was destined to marry, and marry she would unless
she staged some outright rebellion. As often as she dreamed of such a flagrant
revolt however, it was just a pipe dream. She knew that her youthful days of
naughty escapades with Darcy were to end, and another chapter in her life was
about to be written. It was strange to be so sad on such a festive occasion,
Abigail had thought all through the evening. Though there was a moment while
they were dancing, when Aaron leaned down and kissed her on the lips that
Abigail forgot about the sadness, the unwanted changes, and even the impending
rendezvous with Darcy. She lost herself in the fragrant moment as Aaron’s scent
lingered with hers, and the sweep of his potent masculinity took her breath
away. Her heart had never beat so rapidly, and the fluttering in her stomach
became rude jolts that seemed to dive right to the center of herself, just as
she would dive headfirst into the swimming-hole, China Cove, when she and Darcy
swam in the cool waters on a summer afternoon.




“I’m
looking forward to tomorrow,” Abigail whispered to him, as their lips
parted.




“And so
am I,” he said. “We’ll have a long life together, little brat” -
for some reason Aaron had adopted that name for her, she swore it was because
he’d heard too many stories of her naughty antics.




“Yes,
perhaps,” she replied. “I’m beginning to think this is going to be
more of an adventure than I thought.”




She gazed into
his eyes, something she often found difficult to do, and saw them twinkling
with a light Abigail would swear was sheer cunning, as if he had something
really devious up his sleeve. Maybe, just maybe, she was finally ready to move
away from her childhood and become the woman that was expected of her. It was a
thought that made her much less apprehensive about the wedding the next day.




Moments later,
with Aaron on horse-back riding away, Abigail excused herself
from the remaining guests and made her way to the bedroom.




The hour was
already late and she was terribly tired, but there was no way she’d neglect her
friend on this night. Darcy would be waiting for her in China Cove - so named
for the exotic country that they’d only read about in books - a magical,
mysterious country that they would pretend and day-dream about in their private
habitat under the enormous oak tree, whose stoic silent limbs kept all the
secrets they whispered about under its graceful nurturing.




Not bothering
to change her clothes, Abigail was on her way. Just another last hour of
conversation with Darcy was all she wanted. She slipped quietly out of the
house, down the back steps, and into the warm night, while there were still
glasses clinking in the parlor and the sounds of grown-up laughter.




It was still
the eve of Abigail McPhearson’s wedding. The clock
was strik-ing two a.m. and Abigail, her mother and
her angered father stood in the library casting cross looks from eye to eye to
eye:




When Neville
sat, his wife sat too, but his daughter in her bedraggled and drenched dress
remained on her feet.




“What
could you possibly have to say for yourself?” her father queried her.




“It’s
really your fault I’m looking like this,” Abigail was quick to reply.




“Oh?”
He looked interested in her explanation, but no less furious with her. He
certainly didn’t appreciate her tone of voice.




“If you’d
let me invite Darcy to my party, I wouldn’t have had to leave the house on the
sly to be with her, this my last maiden night.”




“You
rendezvoused with Darcy Greenwood!” Neville shouted. It was reason to be
more livid than ever.




“I
did.”




“That
ruffian. I thought we agreed that you wouldn’t
be seeing her, and that was months ago.




“I
realize that was our accommoda-tion, but I’ve seen
her occasionally. And I saw her tonight.” Her status as a bride-to-be was
making her bold. She never believed her father would wield his usual punish-ments under the circumstances.




“I can’t
believe you’d violate my orders so blatantly, and own up to it so easily.”




“You want
me to lie to you, father?”




“That is
quite enough, Abigail.”




“I’ll be
a married woman tomorrow. I think that gives me a right to be bold.”




“But,
you’re not a married woman tonight,” he father seethed angrily.
“Margaret, go get the paddle.”




“Neville,
don’t you think tonight … “




“Tonight
what?” he questioned her. “Excuse this recalcitrant brat! Never.”




“But it’s
the day before her marriage. It’s just hours away. You wouldn’t dare.”




“You
believe that, Margaret, then you haven’t been married
to me for twenty-five years. Go get the paddle and cane, please.”




They’d all
heard the words many times, spoken in anger, with a stern repri-mand
in his voice. Neville McPhearson ruled his domain
with an iron fist, a quick fired temper, and a ready implement of pun-ishment in hand. By the looks of things, this punishment
would be particularly severe.




Margaret McPhearson knew enough to keep her tongue. Despite the way
she disagreed with her husband, this was not the time to counter him. Not when
he was this set in his resolve. Rising from her seat, she went to the cabinet
where he kept his collec-tion of implements. She
always cringed looking at the formidable things, remember-ing
how they were often applied before her eyes to the bare posteriors of her sons
and daughters. But never …. “




“Margaret,
are you coming?” she heard her husband’s stern command.




“I’m
sorry,” she said, sighing deeply.




Returning to
him with the requested items, he took the paddle in his large hand.




“Bend
over the desk,” he ordered his daughter.




“Father,
please,” she said, eyeing the dreadful sight of her father’s hand grasping
the wooden paddle, knowing what that meant. A strong shiver raced up her spine.
“I was hasty in my retorts. I’m sorry. I am tired. Please, just a little
mercy. This is my last night here.” Why her appeal might work this time,
when it never had before, she wasn’t certain; she hoped that somewhere in his
heart, he had some mercy, some small willingness to bend his rigid rules. But
he did not.




“Bend
over the desk, Abigail,” Neville repeated.




“But,
father, really!” She tried a more impassioned approach.




“I should
have suspected something like this from you, Abigail, that you couldn’t behave
yourself on the night your mother and I were proud to host your marriage cele-bration. I can’t even begin to think of the hurt it
causes us thinking of the way you repay us with this foolish behavior. You can
consider this an added wedding gift. Now, bend over the desk.”




“Please,
father, no,” she tried once more.




“Another balk, and I’ll report this to your intended husband, and
make certain he understands the proper way to control your behavior.”




“You
wouldn’t!” Abigail shrieked. The girl immediately threw herself against
the desk, bending over as she’d done so many times before.




“Draw up
your skirt,” her father ordered.




Abigail wasted
no more time, tugging at the broad soiled skirt. The beautiful satin was a mess
after having been drenched by the sudden downpour that had caught she and Darcy off- guard. In her hurry to return to the
house after their clandestine meeting, Abigail had slipped, falling into a mud
puddle, further damaging the dress that her father had paid handsomely for.
Pulling at the once lovely thing now, she gathered the abundant material in her
arms and held it at her waist, then pushed at the waistband of her bloomers
until she’d lifted them over her bottom and presented for her father’s view,
her bare behind.




With just two
small candles to light the room, Abigail’s fair skin glowed like alabaster,
like pure snow, the very thing to present to her new husband in their unble-mished state. How that skin would look in the next
day had Abigail’s distraught mother wondering. So many times, Margaret had
witnessed this scene with her youngest daughter. The others had been punished,
but never so many times. As often as she was corrected, Abigail seemed to take
pun-ishment as a challenge to try some more
outrageous stunt. Of course, the girl never planned to get caught.




Margaret shook
her head in resigna-tion. What a night for this, she
thought. And yet, Abigail had sealed this fate. It was almost like it was
pre-ordained, the whole confrontation, including the blasted thunder-storm.
Neville was simply implementing the inevitable. Perhaps it was for the best.




As usual,
Margaret watched, while Neville worked.




Standing at
his daughter’s side, the angered father raised the broad two foot paddle, his
arm going back some distance to make the blow fierce. Swiftly bringing his arm
forward, the wood landed squarely on Abigail’s upturned bottom.




She grunted
her first response. There had been so many times in the past that she’d endured
this treatment, certainly one more could hardly matter. A second, a third and a
fourth blow landed, as he continued on. By the end of the sixth sharp smack,
the imprint of the paddle was beginning to show as a bright red imprint across
the once white alabaster skin. A pause between each blow, made the anticipation
of the next difficult to bear. But there was much more to endure, her father
was only getting started.




Once Neville’s
initial twelve were over, he started in more briskly, leveling the paddle
against the flaming rear with quick sharp smacks that instantly made the sting
fierce, and Abigail’s cries more animated.




She begged
him, pleaded with him, raised her voice with impassioned words, “Oh
please! Father stop! I can’t take any more!




“You’ve
taken much more than this, young lady, and you’ll take more tonight. Stop your
hollering,” Neville barked.




“I
can’t,” she wailed as another blow stuck.




“Suit
yourself. If you want the whole house listening in, you might be blushing
pretty for lots of reasons tomorrow morning.”




“Please,
father, no!”




He leveled
another series of blows that stung like crazy, so much so that Abigail danced
her feet, as if she might dance away.




“Neville,
don’t you think …” Margaret interjected in her daughter’s defense.




“Hush!”
he barked, and at least another twelve smacks followed until he was finally
considering the paddling over.




“If this
is my last lesson to you, Abigail, I want it to count.”




SMACK!




“Oh,
please!”




“I hope
you’ll behave better for your husband, or surely you’ll be facing this your life long.”




“Please,
no more!” she wailed.




SMACK! SMACK!
SMACK!




They were the
finishing blows, but nonetheless fierce; they left their own imprint on her
bottom, the whole mass of once white skin was a hot-fired crimson, and Abigail
was sobbing.




“The
cane, Margaret,” Neville ordered.




Both women
shriveled at this new command.




“Not
marks, Neville, please don’t forget tomorrow.”




But ignoring
his wife’s comment, Neville grabbed the cane away from her and pushed Abigail
back in her place.




As fierce with
the cane as he was with the paddle, he was at least quick. Ripping off a half
dozen sharp cuts within seconds.




“Yeeeeeawwww! Oh god!”
she wailed with each one, though it did no good to cry because the next
followed rapidly on the heels of the last. Certainly by now, the whole house
knew that Abigail had been duly whipped and caned.




Thankfully,
the caning was over in a few moments, even though the burn in Abigail’s bottom
seemed to attack her every where with a pain that
lingered long, and sobbing that didn’t cease until the sharp sensations finally
diminished.




Stepping back
from his task, Neville eyed the punished bottom, the fading glow of red, and
the distinct lines where the cane struck. He was satisfied, satisfied that his
sobbing daughter would enter her marriage just as she should. For Abigail, a
well punished posterior was her trademark, a testi-mony
to the fact that this young woman would probably need substantial correction
her life long. And for his part, Neville would
certainly do his best to see that her deport-ment was
adequately handled in the future. It had been a quandary to him for days, what
to do with his opinion of Abigail’s conduct. But, with one last punishment, one
last glance at her crimson cheeks, he made up his mind to fulfill his duty in
giving his fair but rebellious daughter to another man. He’d talk to Aaron
Barrow before the cere-mony.




“You can
go now,” he announced.




Neville
watched as Abigail came to her feet again, pulled her bloomers about her bottom
and let the muddy skirt drop to her feet. “You won’t tell Aaron about
this, will you?” she asked. Stopping at the door on her way out of the
room, she implored her father with a sadly tear streaked face.




“I
should,” Neville replied, coldly.




“Oh,
father, please no, I’ll take another whipping, please don’t tell him!” She
was absolutely petrified at the thought of Aaron knowing about this. “He doesn’t
need to know of this, marriage will be a much different life for me, I know that.” She might have gone on pleading with him,
but her father wouldn’t hear of it.




“Hush
child, I’ll consider your request when I have a calmer mind,” Neville
replied. “Of course, if you behave yourself, there’s no need to worry
anyway. Now go to bed.”




Once Abigail
was out the door, Margaret sighed deeply, having nothing to say to her often
fierce husband. Love him as she did, she’d always found the man too severe.
Rising from the chair, she was about to give him her goodnights - it was far
too close to morning to consider anything else for this one day - but Neville
called to her. “Margaret, you can take your place now.”




“What?”
She turned wearily around at the door to question him.




“You
heard me.”




“You’re
going to chastise me too?” she asked.




“As
if you weren’t half this insurrec-tion.”




“I will
not!” she vowed.




“Don’t
shame yourself, Margaret, by acting your daughter’s age. It doesn’t become
you.”




“But
Neville, it’s so late, and we all need to be up early in the morning.”




“Then you
should have considered that earlier. Take your place, or I’ll tie you
down.”




With another
sigh, Margaret McPhearson made her way back to the
desk, and like her daughter had done, bent over the massive wood structure.




“I found
your attempts to defend her most deplorable.”




“Neville,
I was simply trying to make peace.”




“If
Abigail wanted peace, then she should have behaved herself in the first
place.”




“But why
this now?” she asked.




“Because,
my dear, you deserve it, and we both deserve the satisfaction later.”




He reached for
the bottom of his wife’s skirt to pull it up himself. Unlike with his daughter,
Neville took great inter-est in baring his wife’s
bottom. It was always a breathtaking sight that first glance
at her white rear cheeks, that even with age had not ceased to allure him. For
her pun-ishment, rather than the hard wood paddle, he
chose a buggy whip that would snap against her skin, making small marks and
sharp pains in her posterior. A few of those was all he needed to convey his
message to her. Time and experience had made his wife a more compliant woman
than he first knew her to be. Now submissive to his will most of the time, he
only considered this a small complaint, even if he was treating it with his
typical intensity.




“Neville,
I’m so exhausted,” she pleaded her case.




“Then you
take these few without incident, Margaret, and we’ll be on our way.”




The sharp
thing with its long leather shaft and brilliant biting end snapped against her
backside seven times, three on each lovely rear cheek, leaving distinct red
marks each time, a seventh strayed low, catching her at the base of her bottom,
right at the top of her right thigh. She howled like the dickens, and stomped
her feet.




“Oh, god,
please Neville!”




“A good
reminder to you, Margaret,” he said as he lifted her from the desk and
drew her into his arms. “Your support in matters like these is important
to me, I expect a more compliant wife.”




“Ah,
Neville, you’ve had me these twenty some years, you think I don’t support
you?”




He kissed her
lips deeply and she responded.




“Sometimes,
I think the reminder is worth the trouble,” he said. He felt her bare
bottom skin against his hand. He could just barely make out the slight welts by
feeling. She seemed to squirm against him, perhaps stimulated when he fondled
the punished places. “There, isn’t that better?” he asked.




By the way
Neville treated her after a punishment was over, Margaret almost agreed with
him, though she would never tell him so.




The house
hummed with happier tunes come morning. With the bird’s song came the cook’s
sweet tune rising into the air to wind its way throughout the house and dispel
any traces of the disturbance that might remain from the night before.




In her room,
the bride-to-be lounged in her bed as she listened to the morning, trying not
to think of what would be happen ing to her before
this day was over. It was too much think about, Aaron, the wedding, marriage
and… sex . In typical fashion, Abigail removed the
nervousness from herself, by pretending that there was nothing special about
this day at all. At least she tried to.




A twinge of
pain reminding her of the night before, Abigail felt her bottom. The poor
wounded thing was sore, and likely to be so for some hours for the fierce
licking she’d taken in the middle of the night. Yet it was well worth the
trouble to have had her last hours with Darcy. The childhood friend would
always be special to her. Darcy, like a roving Gypsy, had her own uncharted
path to take; she certainly wouldn’t be following in Abigail’s footsteps into
marriage. She was much more likely to make her way in the world as a
shopkeeper, or a tavern hostess, of even a dance hall girl in some wild western
town where such uncivilized places still existed.




Abigail
envisioned her friend’s life with much more excitement than her own.




“My
mind’s made up, Abby, you tie that knot tomorrow,” she told her, “I’m
off to foreign lands. Somewhere really special. Probably China.”




“You
can’t go to China without me! Besides how are you going to get to foreign
places? It’s not easy for a woman to go alone anywhere.”




“Hell, I
don’t know. But my daddy’ll be after me with a
shotgun likely, so I’m not tarrying here. You can bet on that.”




“I wish
you weren’t going,” Abigail said sadly. ,




“Don’t
worry, I’ll catch up with you somewhere.”




“Sure,
I’ll be pregnant in the middle of a sweltering summer and you’ll come serve me
lemonade.”




“Don’t
sell your life short too quickly, Miss Abigail,” she said with sunshine
eyes - they could twinkle even in the dark. “That Aaron Barrow is no boar
of a man. I think you’ll be surprised.”




“How
would you know?”




“Gals
like me hear things.”




“Tell me
what you’ve heard!” Abigail demanded.




“You’ll
have to see for yourself, luv. Now you best be
off.”




That was when
all hell broke loose, and the rain fell, and the dress got ruined, and shortly
after, she slipped in the mud and was caught by her father and paddled.




Still, it was
all worth it to hear Darcy’s version of things. That was what she’d miss about her
most, that and the way she made her one of the naughtiest brats around. She
wasn’t sure what she’d do now with no inspiration, then again, being married,
perhaps there’d be other things to inspire her.




In the early
afternoon of that day, Abigail trotted down the aisle of the small chapel on
her father’s arm, smiling broadly. If someone had lifted her dress to show her
bottom, they would have seen small red spots where the cane had marked her.
When she saw them for herself in the mirror, as she was getting ready for the
ceremony, Abigail resigned herself to the fact that the marks would be there
when it was time for bed that night. They weren’t all that bad - of course
there would need to be some explana-tion to Aaron -
if he saw them. Then again, she had no idea what would take place on her
wedding night, perhaps her bottom wouldn’t be a factor at all.




Despite her
sore posterior, her bruised feelings and the anger she bore for her father,
Abigail held her head high. She planned to go into her marriage with the same
haughtiness she had for life itself. Nothing at that moment would tame her, and getting out from under her father’s rigid
sensibilities suddenly felt like freedom, a lush exuberant freedom to celebrate
as much as she was celebrating a marriage.




Aaron took her
breath away. Standing at the chapel’s altar he wasn’t smiling at her. In fact,
his expression was a little grim, that was the way he naturally was. Serious.
Though he could laugh and smile and frolic, his basic nature was solemn, not in
any severe way to make him morose or surly, but solemn in a calming, reassuring
way. Sometimes she looked at that as an asset; other times she worried that
he’d be no fun. On this particular day, his solemnness
was comforting, and she found herself moving to his side, passing from her
father’s arm to his, with all her surging independence flooding through her.
Marrying Aaron was a move towards something steady, and perhaps to keep her
exhilaration in check. But most importantly, marrying Aaron was a move to freedom.




When the words
were spoken, the blessing finished, when the good Lord had shined down on the
pair with His infinite mercy, they turned about and marched together through
the chapel.




To Abigail’s
immediate delight, as the two looked towards the back of the chapel, there was
Darcy standing in the doorway, looking like some forest imp, her face filled
with light, wearing the only dress she owned: a diaphanous old thing with
flowers strewn across the front, its hemline slightly tattered. She was a vision
the way the sun-light hit her sandy red hair. Before Abigail and Aaron reached
the back of the chapel, she smiled and waved good-bye, and then skipped out on
her way.




“Who was
that?” Aaron whispered to her.




“Darcy
“




“Darcy
Greenwood? My she’s changed,” he said.




“You know
her?”




“Ah
yes,” he said.




Abigail was
intrigued by his reply, though by then, the two were too crowded with friends
and family to continue the con-versation.




The family
mill where Aaron worked and lived was some twenty-five miles from the McPhearson home. For Abigail however, going to her new home
was like moving to another country. In her childhood there were times she tried
to get as far as possible from her parent’s house, but she’d never been
twenty-five miles from home on one of her runaway excursions.




When their
carriage stopped at the big gray house Abigail thought her new home looked a
bit like Aaron himself, tall, substantial and solemn. While the house had been
his mother’s, she was dead some fifteen years, and with the remnants of his
family moving out so that Aaron could have it for his bride, the place was a
bit sparse.




“Things
need to change in here soon,” Abigail said, when she stepped into the
meagerly furnished parlor, and wandered around the room.




“You
think so?” Aaron replied, gazing at his stunningly beautiful wife.




Abigail was
suddenly feeling nervous. Here. Now. Festivities
over, it was just she and Aaron and lots of expectations. She thought her heart
was thumping in her brain.




“So, I’ll
be changing a few things,” she said, whipping around to look Aaron in the
eye.




“It’s all
yours, my love. You can do with it just as you like.”




She smiled, as
she quaked inside. “So, show me the kitchen,” she said.




“You want
to see the kitchen?” he asked, surprised. Even he knew that Abigail was
not particularly the domestic type.




“I
suppose I should, shouldn’t I?” Aaron paused a moment. “I think not,
not now,” he said. He came to her side, put his hand on her shoulder.
“You’re nervous, aren’t you?”




“Nervous?
About what?” she replied. Looking up to his face, he seemed taller than
ever, his stature having grown miles since the wedding a few short hours
before.




He didn’t
answer with words, but seemed to scoop her up into him, bringing his arms
around her, while kissing her on the lips. Gently lifting her from he feet, he carried her upstairs.




She didn’t
think about one thing she saw on the short journey to his bedroom, before he
deposited her in the big fluffy bed of soft comforters. Without thinking
another thing, she was caught up in the feelings of love and desire and
sensation that pulsed everywhere through her. Not even realizing what was
happening to her, they were soon both unclothed, their bodies melting against
the other like it was when they danced, only much closer and more intimate, as
his hands explored places on her that he would never have touched the night
before. Her hands responded, finding his flesh a curiosity, his muscles a
thrill to touch, their firmness making her more possessed by what was happening
inside her. Even as he gently entered her, she was so mesmerized by the
sensuous commotion that she forgot the twinge of pain that grabbed her between
her legs. He whispered comforting things to her in her ear, and her body
responded, relaxing into the steady movement of his manhood. No ever said it
would be this way. She was in awe of the feelings, from the fierce tin-gling sensations to the passionate degree of love that was
making this more than just another adventure.




Something in
her own body swelled, and a delightful peak of energy surged with a rush, and
then died pleasantly away even as Aaron shuddered himself, and then fell back
on the bed next to her.




When he turned
towards her, after they’d rested awhile in an exhausted silence, she pulled the
covers about her, while Aaron did nothing to cover his naked body.




“You
don’t have to be modest,” he said, running his hand through her blonde
hair.




“You know
your eyes are so dark,” she observed, not responding to his comment.
“You are modest,” he said.




“It’s a
first time… ” she replied.




“Then I
won’t push,” he said, pulling his arm around her body. “So, Mrs.
Barrow, you like the bedroom, or do you have to go to kitchen right away?”




“I like
this just fine,” she answered. “And to hell with the kitchen.”




He smirked and
hugged her close.




After a long
silence, with the need pressing, Abigail grabbed the sheet about her body and
moved towards the chamber pot at the far side of the room. The truth was,
Abigail wasn’t so much modest as fearful of Aaron seeing her naked. The marks
from her punishment had not faded in the least. They stood out rather boldly on
her pale skin, and she was sure he’d say something if he saw them. Finishing
her task, she returned to the bed, plopping down beside her husband, giving him
a sweet smile.




“Tell me,
Aaron, how do you know Darcy Greenwood?” she asked.




Aaron smirked,
but said nothing, as if he was fishing for words.




“What’s
going on here?” she asked, suspiciously.




“I don’t
know if I should tell you, it might be rather embarrassing for Darcy.”
“My love, I know Darcy as if she was a twin sister. We’ve been friends for
years.” “Yes, I’ve heard,” he said wryly.




“You
have?” Abigail wondered aloud.




“Darcy
Greenwood and I go back a number of years,” Aaron began. “Her father
used to work for my family. I first met her. when I was seventeen, she was
about ten and bit of a rascal, to say the least.”




“She’s
the most wonderful person I know,” Abigail said in her friend’s defense.




“The most
wonderful?”




“Except
for you, maybe,” she teased. “But she’s always been a hellion, a bonafide brat.”




“Just
like me.”




“Not like
you, not exactly.” Aaron spoke as if he knew exactly what he was talking
about.




“So,
what’s behind all the mystery, you’re not telling me everything. She is my best
friend. I think I have a right to know.”




“I
suppose it wouldn’t hurt, it was a while ago,” Aaron said. “Darcy was
always shuffled around from relative to relative, though I suppose you know
that. She’d spend a few months each year with her father, Darcy hanging around
the mill because Buford Greenwood had no where else
to take her. She was just an ornery brat most of the time, and I’d tease her,
but then a couple of years ago, I caught her with her hand in the til, taking money right out from under my eye.”




“She
stole from you?”




“Her
father put her up to it, he could be pretty threatening. Though, I like to
think I set her straight.”




“What did
you do?” Abigail asked.




“I should
have turned her over to my father, but he would have only fired Buford and I
didn’t want to see that happen. He was so shiftless, I thought it was better
she had some decent place to stay. So anyway, I whipped her good to teach her a
lesson.”




“You
what?”




“I
spanked her first, just a good sound paddling over my knee that first time. Boy
she could holler like the dickens.”




“I can imagine,
what I can’t imagine is you doing that to Darcy.”




“You’d be
surprised,” he said, his eyes twinkling merrily. “She was pretty compli-ant for a few days after. I think it stunned
her.”




“So, just
that once and she behaved?”




“Not on
your life. She was back to her old tricks and denying it a week later. She just
got more crafty with it, and thought I wouldn’t know.”




“But you
still did?”




“In spite
of her worldly attitude, there’s something in that girl’s expression. I could
always tell when she was lying. I warned her, that I’d raise her skirt, or
strip her britches, which ever she happened to be wearing, if she kept it up.
And I did. The last time I saw Darcy Greenwood until today, she was in the
woodshed behind the mill, bending over a sawhorse, her fanny bare as the day
she was born.”




“Oh, my
god!” Abigail exclaimed.




“I’d
found a razor strop, one of those two foot long leather straps that cut the
air, and land like fire. I laid into her bottom so that her poor tail looked
like I’d scalded it with hot water. Red as beet. She was howling for all she
was worth, top of her lungs. I really didn’t care. There wasn’t a man around
the mill that wasn’t cheering me on. We were all worried for the girl, more
worried than her father ever was.”




“My god,
I can’t believe this.”




“I’m not
surprised she never told you. I suppose such things aren’t the kind of thing
you talk about in normal conversation with a friend,” he speculated for
her.




“No,
they’re not.”




“I think
she got the message that last time. Usually after I’d punish her, she’d swear
at me like a drunken old sailor. But this time, she was much more subdued.
Though her eyes still flashed lightening, almost as prettily as that pert round
bottom of hers was flashing crimson.”




“Why was
that the last time?” Abigail asked.




“Buford
Greenwood got fired. After I punished Darcy, she refused to help him anymore,
so he was trying to steal the money himself. Buford moved off somewhere, and I
guess Darcy went back to her Aunt’s.”




Abigail
nodded. Darcy usually lived with her Aunt Bess. Abigail had met her when she
was ten, Darcy, an older and wiser twelve. To think that her best friend had
once had such a relationship with her husband, it was startling. Perhaps it
explained Darcy’s strange comment the last night. And apparently Darcy didn’t
think any the less of Aaron for the treatment he’d given her, her friend had
always been one of Aaron’s greatest enthusiasts when Abigail was deciding
whether she should marry him. Little did she know …




“So, my
love, enough about Darcy Greenwood,” Aaron said, pulling Abigail into his
arms. It wasn’t long before the gentle fires that were brewing in them since
their first sexual escapade an hour before were fanned again, as their hands
began to play with the arousing private spots. With a little more effort,
because she was sore, they made love again, and then rested again, both
thinking of nothing but curling up in each other’s arms for the remainder of
the night.




Just as
Abigail was drifting off to sleep, Aaron pulled away from her.




“Turn
over, my fine little brat,” he said.




“What?”




“Turn
over.” He was sounding stern.




“But …
not yet Aaron, I need to get used to this,” she replied, too petrified to
pull the covers away.




“But
nothing. You’re my wife, and I plan to have complete access to your body. I’ve
seen everything but your bottom. Besides, I don’t believe for one moment that a
young girl that swims nude in the swim-ming hole is
going to be modest about her body.”




“How do
you know I swim naked?” She looked stunned.




“I was
looking for you a few months ago.”




‘You
lascivious man!”




“Hush!
And turn over.”




She pretended
she was mad and didn’t. “No,” she answered him, and drew the covers
higher, to her chin.




Instead of
ordering her more sternly, as she almost expected, Aaron began tickling her
sides, until she was screaming loudly for him to stop. Having twisted and
turned all over the place, when he finally stopped tor-menting
her, she was her tummy, Aaron inspecting her butter soft thighs, and the
alabaster bottom.




“My, you
have such soft skin,” he whispered as he stroked her rear.




As sweet as
his tones were, Abigail wasn’t really listening, knowing she needed an
explanation for the less that perfect appearance of her posterior.




“What are
these?” he finally asked.




“Those,
what do you mean?” she asked.




“Yes, it
looks like cuts of some sort.”




“I fell
in a patch of briars, it was really very stupid, I was walking along by the
stream, my feet just fell out from under me,” she continued in one breath,
“and not wanting to fall on the rocks, which would surly
have bruised me badly, I fell on to the shore. Unfortunately, there was a very
nasty briar patch right there. The horrible things went right through my thin
dress and cut me.”




“My,
that’s quite an explanation,” Aaron said. He continued to run his hands along
his wife lovely body. “Now if I believe it, that would be another
thing.”




“Honestly,
Aaron, it’s true.”




“My
dear,” his voice suddenly turned chilly. “You lie to me and you’ll
find more than just a few red scratches on your bottom.”




She turned
over at once.




“What are
you saying?” she said.




He continued
with the stern authori-tarian cool, something she’d
not yet wit-nessed from her husband, as kind and
gentle as he’d always been with her. “I will not tolerate lies, any more
than I tolerated Darcy Greenwood trying to steal from me.”




“And I
suppose you think you’d paddle my ass too,” Abigail said.




“You lie
to me, I wouldn’t hesitate for a second,” he warned. “So tell me
where these came from?”




Abigail
blushed, her father’s visage suddenly appearing to her, when she thought she
was done with the man. Now he was haunting her marriage bed, damn him!




“My
father punished me last night,” she confessed at last.




“I see.
Is this something he’s used to doing.”




“He’ll
tell you that,” she replied.




“And is
that true?”




“I
suppose so,” she confessed reluctantly.




Aaron
snickered. “Good.”




“Good.
What does that mean?”




“Good,
you didn’t try to lie again.”




“How are
you your misdeeds last night, and how he thinks we should handle the
confrontations in our marriage.”




“He
did!” Abigail’s blue eyes were wide-eyed in wonder.”




“Yes, he
told me all about the best way to handle Abigail McPhearson
Barrow,” he confirmed. He kissed her on forehead and then the lips, with
Abigail too stunned to reply. “Now, my love, I think it’s time we both got
some sleep. I’ll need to introduce you to the kitchen in the morning.”




“But…”




“Hush,”
Aaron said softly.




“But.. .
” she tried again. She wasn’t finished grilling him, a million questions
immediately raced to the front of her mind.




“Hush, my
darling,” he answered more sternly this time. “You need some sleep,
and so do L” And with his arm holding her warm body tightly to his side,
he snuggled in with his bride to sleep for the night.




Abigail,
exhausted as she was, lay awake far longer than he did, thinking and rethinking
the startling revelations - Darcy’s punishments, Aaron’s private meeting with
her father, and the rude awak-ening that perhaps she
hadn’t escaped the firm strong grasp of a powerful man at all. She’d only
exchanged one uncompromising dominant with another. Even if he did make love to
her like magic, this unexpected turn of events put her .marriage in a whole new
light.





 









Chapter
Two





 






 





Abigail gazed
up from the garden into the cornflower blue of the sky, whipped by a wind that
spread the clouds into fine thin wisps of white. The roses were blooming and
she was taking pride in the summer flowers that bloomed, thinking how odd it
was to be happily living a very normal kind of life. So far there hadn’t been
anything stirring to distress her. Being married was filled with too many other
things to arouse her passions. Falling into bed nightly with Aaron felt like
diving into a sultry foreign land where everything tasted vividly. The touch of
his skin made her body shiver with sensations so vibrant, she thought some
nights she’d burst from her skin.




Thinking about
Aaron constantly made every second of her day rich. When he wasn’t at her side,
away at the mill, her thoughts came back to him over and over again, delighting
her with each fresh new memory of their time together. This was being in love,
she was certain of that, and it was a life she never wanted to leave, unless of
course he would take her to a bigger town or better yet, some bustling city and
wider adventure than she could imagine - that would be the completion of all
her fondest dreams …




“0000,
ouch!” she cried. His hands were at her waist. Coming up from behind, he sur-prised her with an affectionate hug. “You’re going
to the mill now?” she asked, looking over her shoulder into his startling
eyes.




“Yes, and
I’ll be home for dinner, my darling. With some good news, I think.”




“Good
news? About what?”




“It’ll be
a surprise.”




“I love
surprises, but I can’t wait all day long!”




“Ah, but
you will,” he replied, turning her around, so that he could look at her
shining face. “I’ll be back in a few hours.” He leaned down and
kissed her face, not just her lips, but her eyes and her rosy cheeks and even
her fore-head.




“I’ll
miss you,” she said, thinking of how they’d made love that morning.




“Don’t
worry, there’s plenty of me com-ing home for some of
that stew.” His eyes twin-kled.




Her first stew
turned out better than any-thing her novice hand had cooked for him so far. It
was a relief to both of them that she’d finally created a concoction they both
loved. Even set-tling into the domestic part of
married life was not so difficult, Everything was hers, nothing had to be
shared with sisters and brothers and her parents. And away from her father’s
stringent rules and his mean strap - could anything be more heavenly?




Aaron held her
off from his big surprise all through their dinner meal. Abigail pried and
begged him to tell her his news, but he was com pletely
mum until he’d polished every bit of food on his plate, including a second
large slab of buttered bread.




“You’ve
got to tell me now,” she purred at him childishly.




“You
haven’t eaten a thing, Abigail.”




“Oh, I
can’t when I’m excited.”




“Maybe
I’ve made too much of this.”




“Aaron,
please,” she droned.




“Oh, all
right,” he relented, smiling broadly - something he rarely did. “My
father’s bought a new mill in Brighton Springs. He’s giving it to me, to us.
We’ll be moving in little more than two weeks.”




“What!
We’re moving?” She looked petrified.




“You
always said you liked adventure,” he reminded her. “This will be a
good one.”




“Adventure!
In that savage, backwoods valley!” Abigail shrieked.




“My lord,
what’s wrong with you?” Aaron said, seeing the vile expression on his
bride’s face.




“I
certainly hope you’ll turn down your father’s offer.”




“No. I’ll
not turn it down,” Aaron replied. “It’s a generous gift, perfect for
our future and certainly not something to get upset about.” He was
completely dumbfounded over his wife’s objections.




Abigail stewed
for a moment. The thought of moving a hundred miles away, further into the
wilds, away from any city and the kind of adventure that she desired left such
a bad taste in her mouth she wanted to spit.




“I’ll not
go!” she announced, suddenly taking on the haughty bearing of an arrogant
child.




“Perhaps
we should sit down and discuss it reasonably,” Aaron suggested,
maintaining his calm, even though he was about to loose
patience with this unexpected performance. He’d never seen Abigail quite like
this; stubborn as she sometimes was, nothing had happened in their young marriage
to upset her so.




“There’s
absolutely nothing to discuss, Aaron. If you’d only consulted me, you would
have known that I am not about to spend my life in some out of the way outpost
in the midst of the uncivilized wilds.”




“I’m
afraid the deed is already done,” Aaron informed her, his eyes narrowing
in that stern way he had about him.




“Well,
then you’ll just have to undo it, because I won’t be going with you.”
Rising from her chair, she started for the door, her flushed face looking at if
it was about to burst.




“Don’t
you dare walk out of this house!” Aaron roared, his own anger no longer
suppressed.




She looked
back at him and stomped her foot, then swished her behind sassily and continued
her exit.




“I told
you not to leave!” Aaron blared, and this time he was out of his chair,
swift enough to catch her arm, and whirl her around.




“I don’t
care!” she snapped.




“Your
father warned me about your rebellious streak. To this point I thought it might
have been his problem, but …”




“Let me
go!” she cried, trying to wrench away from a very firm grip.




But Aaron was
much too strong for her. Lifting her away from the doorway, he carried her to
the other side of the room under his arm. Sitting down on a kitchen chair, he
briskly flung his flailing wife over his lap. Holding her tight-ly to him, his hand came down on her bottom with a
veritable rainstorm of smacks.




“What do
you think you’re doing!” she screamed.




“Spanking
your butt! What does it feel like?”




“Stop it
now!” She tried wiggling from his grasp, though it was a useless effort.
Aaron only doubled his effort, spanking her harder and more vigorously the more
she tried to get away.




“You are
a vile bastard!” she roared, a declaration she’d never used before, though
at the moment it came from her tongue so easily, she didn’t even realize what
she was saying.




Aaron spanked
her harder yet, his hand not letting up for even an instant, so even through
the protection of her skirt, her bottom was beginning to burn hot.




“You’re
not going to sass me, no matter how angry you are!” he vowed.




“Ouch, goddamit!” she wailed.




“That’s
it!” Aaron blared, hearing her curse.




Raising her
skirt, he pulled down her drawers and began again on her bottom, this time with
nothing between her reddening rear and the sting of his hand.




“You
swear again, I’ll use my belt!” he warned her.




“I’m
sorry, please stop!” she cried, feel-ing the
impact of the sting so dear, she wasn’t sure she could take much more of it.




“Not
until you’re ready to discuss this reasonably,” he said. The steady pelt
of his hand wasn’t letting up, even as he spoke.




“Ouch! Goddammit!” she cried again. It hurt so badly, the
pain so fierce, in all her pun-ishments ever, she’d
never felt anything so hor-rid.




“You must
want the belt!” Aaron said.




“No, no,
oh no, please don’t, I’m sorry.”




Aaron
continued spanking her so hard his hand was hurting - no doubt as much as his
Abigail’s rear. The hot blush on her wiggling bottom was a fiery red so he
wondered if either of them could take any more.




“Are you
ready to behave yourself?” he asked.




Abigail said
something through her sobs that he couldn’t hear.




“Are you
ready to behave?” he asked again.




“Yes, all
right! I will, just please stop!”




Though he
wasn’t sure he could believe her, Aaron stopped anyway, and pushed the
exhausted young woman from his lap to her feet.




The look on
Aaron’s face was fierce, his eyes as dark as Abigail had ever seen them.




“There’d
better not be another word, especially another curse from your lips, or I’ll
get my strap, and I will blister your bottom raw!”




“No, no,
please,” Abigail said, at the same time she was gulping back a sassy
retort. She could see her husband meant every word he said.




“I will
not have you flying off the handle at the first mention of something that
upsets you. You’re an adult and you’ll be behaving like one. Is that
understood?”




“Yes.”
She bit her lip. The strangest and loveliest feeling ever was suddenly apparent
emanating from her hot rear end. “I’m sorry, I guess I lost my head.”
She was trying hard to be contrite though she hardly felt it.




“You
certainly did lose your head.”




“But,
Aaron please! I still don’t want to move,” she pleaded with him
passionately.




“Brighton
Springs is a lovely town. Out of the way, yes, but not buried in some untrav-eled mountain valley. Have you ever been
there?” he asked.




“No,”
she admitted.




“Then
it’s hard to judge, isn’t it?”




“I
suppose, but …”




“But
what?”




“I think
you’re being horribly unfair and so is your father, no one saying a word to
me.”




“I do
what I think is best for the both of us, and I’m certain you’ll see it the same
way. Now, I have to get back to the mill. Your
out-burst has already made me late.”




“Couldn’t
we just take a few moments, and run upstairs?” Abigail suggested, as the
seductive little spark was returning to her blue eyes.




Aaron read her
thoughts, his face break-ing into an amused grin.
“You’d like that I’m sure,” he said reaching out to tousle her hair.
“And I probably would too, except that you used up your bedroom time for
one lunch, my fine lit-tle brat. You’ll have to think
of that next time you decide to go to war.”




She pouted,
but not too much, having no desire to raise his ire again. Though watching him
walk out the door, Abigail was all the more determined to change Aaron’s mind
about the move. If he thought punishing her was enough to get her to relent,
then he didn’t know her very well.




Still smarting
from the sting of the spanking, and being denied a womanly outlet for her
passions, she had every reason to be as indig nant with her husband’s behavior as he was with hers.




After lunch,
Abigail worked in her gar-den, thinking perhaps it would soothe her ruffled
feathers, though it did not. My mid-afternoon, she was such a whirling tempest
of fury again, that she dropped her spade and shovel in the dirt, and went to
the barn to saddle her horse. There were just enough daylight hours to get her
where she was going, and if she started now, she might even be there in time
for supper.




Not bothering
leaving her husband a note, her anger supplanting her better judgment, Abigail
was on her horse, minutes later riding swiftly toward her parent’s home.




Reaching the
house of her childhood at dusk, Abigail was warmed by the thought of her
mother’s arms welcoming her home, by the thought of her shoulder to cry on.
Even Miss Hattie who would surely understand the wretched circumstances fate
had dealt her. She was glad to see that her father was not yet home. Tying her
horse in the barn so he wouldn’t like-ly notice, she
raced in the back door and was within minutes sobbing in her mother’s arms telling
her the grand tale of woe.




“I simply
can’t bear the thought of leav-ing, moving miles
beyond my life here, espe-cially to some place so
distant and in the wilds. There’s simply no civilization, no culture, no life,
none of the grand things I want!”




“Oh, my
dear, dear child,” her mother comforted her, her arms reaching around to
hold her tightly, her hand patting her gently on the back.




“Please,
mother, isn’t there some way we could insist he give up this plan?”




Mrs. McPhearson pulled back. “He is your husband, you have
your vows,” the older woman reminded her.




“But when
we married, he talked about a bigger life, not a smaller one than we have
now!”




“You
don’t love him enough to follow him?” her mother asked.




“Surely,
I love him. I’d simply leave him otherwise.”




“Abigail!”
her mother retorted. “That’s hardly an answer. He is your husband.”
“Please, tell me what I can do. I thought I was so happy, and now
this.”




Margaret McPhearson reached out to hold her again, smiling kindly as
she did. “You need some rest, child. A little sleep. The morn ing always puts a better light on things, and it will on
this too.”




“He
spanked me, mama,” Abigail blurted out.




“He did
now?” Her mother’s eyes nar-rowed.




“Aaron
was terribly angry with me.”




“If you
ranted and raved as I know you can to, I’m sure he was.”




“But, he
didn’t even consider my feel-ings, just made the
decision without me.”




“It is
his job to provide for you, Abigail. And if this is how he sees best, then I
don’t know what you can do.”




“Oh,
mama, no!” she wailed.




“Hush,
you’ll sleep here tonight, and we’ll talk again in the morning.”




“What’s
Abigail doing here,” her father’s voice rose above her cries, as Mr. McPhearson opened the bedroom door. “Is something
wrong?” he asked.




“Not
seriously, Neville. Just some adjustments.”




“Shouldn’t
she be making her adjust-ments with her
husband?”




“Sometimes
it takes a mother’s touch.”




“Look at
me, girl. What’s your com-plaint?”




Abigail pulled
away from Margaret McPhearson’s arms and looked up at
her father with her tear-stained face. Seeing his stern vis-age,
she shriveled back.




“Out with
it!” he ordered.




“I’d
rather not say, sir,” she snuffed.




“Is it
some womanly matter?” her father inquired.




“No,
sir.”




“Then
you’ll tell me.”




Abigail
gulped.




“Please,
sir. It’s just that Aaron wants us to move to Brighten Springs, and I just
can’t.”




“Humph!
Brighton Springs. That is quite a distance.”




“Yes, you
can see how horrible it would be!”




Neville
considered his daughter’s announcement for a moment. “No. I see nothing of
the sort,” he concluded. And if that’s where his work takes him, it’s your
duty to go. I don’t see a problem here.”




“But
father …”




“I hope
all your complaints are this easy to figure,” he said.




“Father,
I won’t go. I just won’t.”




“Oh, you
will, girl, and you know it. It seems that you’re being typically rash in your
objections. Did Aaron bring you here? Where is he?”




“He’s not
here.”




“Not
here?”




“No,
sir.”




“Who
did?”




“I rode,
sir. On Biscuit.”




“And
Aaron knows nothing of it?” His face was instantly livid, his eyes casting
a sharp penetrating look her way.




“No,
sir.”




“You, my
child, need a good whipping, leaving him like that.”




“No,
sir!” she answered indignantly. Her father’s eyes didn’t alter their grim
expression.




“You have
no more right to defy me now than you had before you married,” he
countered.




“But
you’ll not whip me!” she vowed.




“We’ll
see about that,” he said.




“Neville,
please,” Margaret pleaded.




Jerking her
away from her mother, Neville McPhearson hauled his
daughter out of the room, down the front stairs and into the library. The whole
house was peering around doors and corners, listening to the tormented young
bride plead and kick and wail for mercy, none of which Neville was likely to
give her. Her mother following closely on their heels could do nothing but sigh
out of weariness.




“I can’t
believe such foolishness from a married woman,” Neville went on. “Why
I’d be paddling your mother’s behind if she did any-thing so senseless.”




“But you
can’t, you won’t whip my bot-tom,” Abigail said
jerking away from him.




Grabbing her
back with a mighty tug, Neville had run out of words. The first imple-ment from his closet that he could find was in his
hand. Thrusting his daughter over his desk, the wooden paddle was coming down
on his daugh-ter’s rear end with vigorous force.




“Father,
stop!” she roared, trying to wig-gle away.




“You
don’t remain still, I’ll tie you down!” he vowed, the paddle hitting its
mark over and over, Abigail’s lightweight skirt doing little to protect her
from the ferocious sting.




“I hate
you!” she roared once more.




“Neville,
stop!” The sudden sound of Aaron Barrow’s voice rose wrathfully above the
thunderous din of father and daughter, for an instant halting all noise in the
sweltering library - and everywhere else throughout the stunned household.




“Aaron!”
Neville McPhearson said, acknowledging his
son-in-law.




“What’s
happening here?” he demanded to know.




“Quite
obvious, I think,” Neville answered. “Your wife has behaved like a negli-gent brat. She’s getting her due.”




“I
appreciate your concern, Mr. McPhearson, but if my
wife’s bottom is to suffer for her disobedience, I’ll be punishing it.”
Neville nodded.




Rising from
her bent over position, Abigail looked at her husband’s offered hand. She was
shaking like a leaf, the young wife not knowing which was worse, her father’s
stern reprimand, or her husband’s potent rage, so evi-dent
in the dark demeanor of his face and the scowl on his lips.




“Abigail!”
Aaron barked at her.




Seeing his
firm resolve, feeling how it had the power to command in a way her father never
could command her, her resistance to him melted away, even though her fear did
not. Taking his hand, she moved to his side, though she was hardly comforted by
his waiting arm.




“If you
don’t mind, the paddle will do, sir,” Aaron said, not at all interested in
comfort-ing his wife.




Neville McPhearson handed his son-in-law the implement, admiring
the younger man’s staunch determination.




“You’ll
bend over the desk and do this properly,” Aaron said, staring down at his
wife, giving her just a bit of shove.




“Here?”
she asked meekly.




“Here,”
he confirmed, his eyes making clear his motive, so there was no doubt in her
mind.




Pushing her to
the desk, she was obliged to bend over as she had before, though not with the
protest and struggling that had accompanied the row with her father. Once in
position, Aaron flung her skirt up over her bottom, and yanked her drawers to
her ankles, her gleaming white cheeks, with just a faint blush of red appearing
for the eyes of her parents and husband to see.




“And I’d
better not hear you wail, my love, or I’ll be going on all night,” Aaron
warned her.




Standing to
her side, Aaron aimed the implement for the center of her posterior and
let-ting it fly, the paddle smacked her soundly in the center of her naked
cheeks.




“Oh,
ouch,” she moaned, even though she tried keeping the distress to herself.




The paddle was
harsh and firmly laid, the wound inflicted a wicked sting that began where it
stuck and radiated outward, so it seemed that Abigail was feeling it
everywhere. Smack after smack landed, Aaron’s strong arm coming down with a
mighty vengeance. Though he wasn’t cruel, he was passionate and severe, a
testament to the raging anger that he’d nurtured on the anx-iousjourney
to find his missing wife. Seeing her bottom quickly turn a blazing scarlet,
Aaron began to slow. The punishment was meant to be brief and to the point,
going on for several unfor-giving minutes, until his
anger was somewhat spent and Abigail was sobbing miserably - as much from
humiliation as pain. Though the pain could hardly be bad as he’d been advised
Abigail could endure, it was certainly enough to get his immediate point
across. Regardless of the intent however, he didn’t consider the punishment
complete.




When Aaron at
last ended the spanking, he caught his breath, and the three adults stared at
Abigail’s punished bottom for some seconds.




“I think
that will do for a while,” Aaron said, and he pulled his wife to her feet.




The poor young
woman was feeling hor-ribly mortified. The whole
house heard, she was certain of that; and the way her own parents stared at
her, she couldn’t help but blush.




“We’ll be
riding home now,” Aaron said, turning to Neville.




“Such a
late hour? Perhaps you should stay the night,” he offered. The man looked
quite bewildered. For the first time in Abigail’s life she had seen her father
bested by another man, though that was hardly something to cele-brate.




“There
are matters between husband and wife that need to be settled in the privacy of
our own home,” Aaron said. “I assure you, Abigail will not be running
off to you again. Now,” he said turning to his wife, “apologize to
your fam-ily.”




The chagrined
young woman looked from her father to her husband, to the gleaming tear filled
eyes of her mother. “I . . I . . I’m so very sorry,” she said, her
face still as flushed as her bottom.




Her father
nodded, while her mother reached out and stroked her hand briefly. Aaron,
seeing that his business in this house was done for the night, nodded to his
wife to restore her clothes. Once done, the two left Neville and Margaret McPhearson standing somewhat awestruck in their library.




Doors were
gently closing through the house, as the young couple left, the hoopla over for
an evening, a strange feeling of finality grip ping the place. Abigail had
indeed been handed over to her husband, there would be no doubt in anyone’s
mind after this rude night.




The silence of
their ride home was only interrupted by a few pointed comments from Aaron.




“I should
really make you ride with your sore behind on the horse,” he said, as he
was helping her into the carriage, allowing Biscuit to be tied to the rig
behind them.




“You have
no idea how I worried over you,” he said. “It makes me angry still to
think of it.”




Abigail didn’t
have a response to either retort, not finding any words to speak, except a
meek, “I’m sorry.




Much later,
after Abigail had napped a bit, her head falling naturally to her husband’s
shoulder, she was warmed to feel his hand reach out to her thigh and caress it.
Yes, she supposed he still loved her, despite her bad behavior and his wicked
temper. Maybe things would really be all right.




Arriving home
in the wee hours before dawn, Aaron said nothing, but carried her to bed in his
arms. Between the comforting downy covers they found themselves pressed tightly
to each other, their loins locked, Aaron’s hand grip-ping her aching behind
firmly, his erection deep within her.




To Abigail’s
satisfaction, what had apparently not been worked out with her father’s paddle
was taken care of with their loving pas sions.
Restoring a sense of order to her life with this love making, Abigail was
pleasantly exhausted at the finish, glad at last to look lov-ingly
in her husband’s eyes.




“I see
you’ve calmed, my love,” Aaron said.




“I think
so. Though I still don’t like the idea of this move, you’ve convinced me in
many ways that I should go with you there.”




“I’m glad
to hear that, Abby,” Aaron said. “Though I hope, you don’t think I’m
fin-ished punishing you for your foolish jaunt to
your parent’s house.”




“Not
finished? How do you mean?” she asked, startled by his announcement.




He reached
inside her nightgown and felt for her bottom one more time, his hand at the
moment, warm and soothing.




“Your
shenanigans have hardly been punished enough, and you know it,” he said
sternly. “We’ll be meeting in the barn in the morning to finish what I
could only begin under your father’s roof.”




“Aaron,
no!” she wailed her indignation.




“Abigail,
yes,” he stated firmly. His eyes narrowing, his jaw as firm as ever, he
silenced her with the look, so that she turned away from him, and remained
awake a long time, thinking how unfair it was. Certainly her crime should have
been absolved by now.




The husband
and wife ate their breakfast in a gloomy quiet, brought on by the pending
feeling of doom Abigail was feeling in her heart.




“Haven’t
you chastised me enough, total-ly humiliating me in
front of my family last night,” she said sulking?




“Chastised
enough?” Aaron looked at her, astounded she should think such a thing.




“Why yes.
I merely did what any young woman would do under the circumstances, sought the
comfort of my mother. You can hard-ly find fault in
that,” she sassed.




“You
petulant little brat!” Aaron declared, his temper returning in an instant.
“I’m glad I’m going to whip your bottom again. You obviously have no
appreciation for the ter-ror you struck in my
heart.”




“Terror?”
She looked dumbfound.




“Terror,
yes. Walking into my home to find you gone, vanished into thin air, no note, no
message, not a single clue as to your where-abouts,
except that Biscuit had disappeared too. I was sure at the outset you were off
to a neigh-bor’s, but when you weren’t home for
dinner, I was in a panic. Not only was your response to my announcement about
our move completely out of line, your reckless flight was foolhardy and dangerous
both. If you don’t realize that fact, then perhaps I’ll just have to wail on your behind until you appreciate the worry you
caused.”




Surprised by
Aaron’s litany of com-plaints, Abigail could think of little to say, though she
tried hard.




“Isn’t there
some other way I could make this up to you?” she asked meekly.




“No,”
he said without reservation. “You’ll finish your chores and meet me in the
barn. And if I hear anything that even approach es
that nasty tongue you displayed yesterday, I’ll not only strap you, I’ll find a
birch as well.”




“So,
you’re not going to the mill?” she inquired.




“Not
until we have this settled,” he said. And saying nothing more, Aaron rose
from his chair and left the kitchen, and his wife. The pouting young woman was
so filled with both fury and arousal, she was trembling all the way to her
toes. She realized the extent of her hus-band’s
reproach was beyond anything she expected of him.




Abigail
stalled as long as she could, doing her chores more perfectly than she’d ever
done them - the kitchen in particular was spot less. Though stall as she would,
she knew she had no choice but to get the horrible thing over with. While she’d
worked, she fumed, all the anger she’d felt the day before was as fresh and
vivid as ever.




The idea of
the man to control her this way. It was just like her father!




And yet,
unlike her father, Aaron held something over her that she couldn’t deny, though
it only made her angrier feeling the way his stern command seemed to arouse
her. Aaron loved her and she loved him, and try as she might to hate the very
ground that he walked on, there was no way she could accomplish that. Just the
previous night’s love making reminded her of the deep feeling of need to have
him close and caring for her, and yes, even exerting his authority over her.




Try as she
might to settle the angry brew inside her, however, she was forced to face the
inevitable, forced to appear for her punishment as Aaron had commanded.




From the house
to the barn, Abigail tip-toed just inside the door looking for her husband,
finding him working in one far corner of the building. Approaching him
cautiously, she had concocted a plan, that if it worked, just might prevent the
next hour from becoming as painful as her previous evening had been.




“Aaron,
love, I’m here,” she said, cock-ing her head
slightly to one side and delivering her message sweetly.




Her husband
turned to her with none too sweet an expression.




“I’m
sorry, I really am. You made me think, I mean really think how silly, how
terribly unwise it was to make that trip yesterday. I know I wasn’t very
contrite before, but you’ve made me understand.”




Aaron eyed her
suspiciously. “Is this a ploy to get me to change my mind?”




“Of
course not,” Abigail assured him. She moved closer to him, her chest heaving
as she breathed. She thought of the day some weeks before, when their passions
had hastily brewed while a thunderstorm raged outside the barn, and there,
right there in the clean straw, Aaron had made love to her, pouring all his
manly affections into her wild and willing body. Taking his hand in hers now,
she caressed it gen-tly. “I just wanted you to
know how terrible I really feel. Sometimes I’m horribly selfish, and I don’t
think of you, and that really is the prob-lem, don’t
you think?”




“Perhaps
so,” Aaron agreed. “I’m glad you’ve come to your senses about
it,” he added.




Sidling up to
him, she smiled again sin-cerely and gazed into his
eyes with a longing look. For an instant, she thought she had her husband
captured by her charm - he even reached out and fondled her hair, the back of
his hand caressing her cheek. But then he backed away.




If only there
had been another thunder-storm, it might have saved her. But there was none.




“Sometimes,
Abigail, you make it diffi-cult for me to see things
clearly, but,” he cleared his throat, “I still see this incident very
plainly.” He shook his head. “No sweet flirtation is going to alter
my decision. You can go in that stall,” he said pointing to one nearby.
“Remove your dress, I’d like you in your chemise and drawers, nothing
else.”




“But
Aaron,” she protested.




“What
happened in your father’s house was rash and brief, for your father’s benefit -
to show him who will be taking care of your disci pline, and for mine - to allay some of my anger. What you
did not get last night was the thorough punishment your behavior deserves,
something much more exacting. Now go.”




Her eyes
already brimming with tears, Abigail scooted across the barn and into the empty
stall. Unbuttoning her dress, she was reminded of times with her father when
she was disciplined with such ritual. Wearing nothing but a simple shift, her
father found the task much easier without the worry of her bulky clothes to
impair his work. She could figure that Aaron felt the same way. It had been a
long time since she’d gone through this kind of disrobing to pre-pare herself
for a strapping, her father giving up the practice by the time she was
thirteen. Now a grown woman, doing it for her husband, she had so many savage
feelings rushing through her, she couldn’t decide how to feel, except scared.




Removing her
dress, she folded it care-fully and laid it over the top of the stall. Her
heart was racing fast, her mind spinning wildly, thinking of Aaron’s slow
burning anger and how his sternness did such incredible things to her - even if
she hated that.




When Aaron
finally appeared some min-utes later, he stood at the
stall door for several seconds just staring at her. Where his eyes had flashed
so hotly over the last day, they were sub-dued now,
even a little cold. Witnessing the long black strap hanging from his hand at
his side, Abigail shivered all the more. This scene bore no resemblance to the
sessions she’d had with her father - and for that matter, they weren’t
any-thing like the brief and turbulent sessions she’d already had with Aaron
the day before. She could see instantly that he was prepared to make her pay
for the reckless folly of her journey in a way she would not easily forget.




“Remove
your drawers,” he said.




“Those
too?” she queried meekly.




“I’d suggest
you’d comply without balk-ing,” he said. There
was not one ounce of com-passion in his steely voice.




Turning
around, as if she had to be mod-est with him, Abigail
lifted the waistband of her drawers and pushed them down to her knees. Wobbling
a little on one foot, she lifted the other and drew the garment off her leg.
Repeating the process with the other leg, she stripped herself of her drawers,
left naked from the waist down, her quivering bottom giving away the terror
that raced anxiously through her aroused body.




“I
suspect that if you grab the rail in front of you, that will do,” Aaron
said, pointing to the side of the stall, while she looked over her shoulder at
him. “And stand away from it, I’d rather just hit your bottom.”




Bending over
as Aaron suggested, Abigail’s bottom was presented for her hus-band’s
view, the two white cheeks clenching and releasing uncontrollably as she waited
for the strap to strike. Strange, all the punishment she’d had the day before,
the effect was gone. The sting she thought would never go away was gone within
hours, hardly leaving any soreness at all. By the determination in her
husband’s manner, she had the feeling that it wouldn’t be that way this time.




“I don’t
suppose you’ve been corrected like this in some time - then again I don’t know
the extent of your father’s punishments. Let this simply remind you, wife, that
you bear a respon-sibility to me, and I to you.”




Enough said,
Aaron Barrow, stood to one side of his wife’s quaking bottom, and rearing back
with a long strap, he let the leather rage through the air coming down on
Abigail’s behind with a sharp, reverberating smack!




“Yeeeowww!”




The leather
whisking through the air again, landed another strike right over top of the
first. And another, and another, and another still, Aaron beginning a steady
pace, that left poor Abigail crying in mere seconds.




“Oh,
please, husband, no!” she sobbed. Aaron’s only reply was to pause just
long enough for both of them to catch their breath.




“I’m
afraid, my love, this punishment will not be over quickly like the
others,” he informed her. Having waited long enough, he let the strap go
once more, this time, hitting her deliberately lower than the first strikes.




“Yeeeeawwwwww!” she wailed louder than ever. The blows
coming down at the tops of her thighs and the very base of her bottom were
horrid, the sting so mighty, she finally collapsed to the straw for some kind
of relief.




“Abigail,”
Aaron spoke harshly.




“Oh,
please, no more!” she pleaded with him.




“Stand
up!” he ordered her.




As she sat in
the prickly straw, she knew there was little choice but to follow his orders,
though she took as long a time as she dared, in order to recoup from the last
painful stings. Rising to her feet at last, she looked back to him pleading.




“Please,
Aaron, I’m so sorry!” she cried.




“Perhaps
you are now, but we’re not done. This lesson is going to last,” he vowed.




Turning back
to the bar, Abigail held on once more as Aaron let the strap fly. The sharp
sound of the leather against her red posterior was as dreadful as the sound of
her own cry rising anguished into the steamy air.




“Oh, no,
no more!” she wailed. The leather struck again.




“Please,
no!” She danced her feet as if she could get away from the awful sting.




“Oh, gawd! Oh, no!” she lamented.




The leather was
a harsh reply, striking yet again and again, after each of her impas-sioned pleas.




Once the young
wife’s ample rear cheeks were covered with a blotchy scarlet, Aaron paused
again. This time, it almost seemed as if he might consider ending the harrowing
chas-tisement.




“You
think you can get your wits about you, Abigail Barrow?” he asked when
she’d calmed enough to listen.




“Oh, yes,
I’ll never do anything so stupid again,” she swore.




“I won’t
have you running away from me?”




“No,
never. I promise.”




“And you’ll
be coming along with me to Brighton Springs as you should?” he asked.




To this last
question, Abigail hesitated an instant, but knowing that there was no other
answer but the one that her husband wanted, she gave him the reply that he was
looking for.




“Yes,
sir. No more complaints. I promise, I really do.”




“Good,”
he replied.




She held her
breath, hoping that the pun-ishment was over, but it
was not. Wanting to punctuate his message with a flourish, Aaron wielded the
strap again, this time for a dozen severe and measured strokes, the pain of it mak-ing Abigail burst into even more fretful sobs.




“Please,
please. Oh, gwd, I can’t … ” she wailed.




And to her
relief, Aaron ended her tor-ment; this last flourish
finished, he flung the strap over the back of the stall door.




Aaron stood
for some time, waiting for his agonized wife to recuperate. When she final-ly came to realizing that her red rear end was dangling
like some amusement for his eyes, she quickly stood up, and grabbed for her
drawers. She was about to put them on again, when Aaron was at her side, his
hand going readily for her burning cheeks.




“I hope I
won’t have to do that again, my love,” he said.




“I hope
not too,” she snuffed. She want-ed more than
anything to fall into his arms, and feel the comfort of his affections. She
could feel her body responding, her thighs quivering, her tingling rear dying
for the caress that would bring satisfaction to the wild erotic desires that
now rampaged through her sex.




But no!




Suddenly her
husband’s gentleness pained her as much as his heavily wielded strap pained
her. A war in her raged like nothing she’d ever felt before, and she tried to
pull away from his touch.




“Please,”
she said, shaking him off.




“I can
understand,” Aaron said of her reluctance. “We’ll repair things as
they should be tonight.”




To that
comment, she shook her head, shook it violently. “Oh no!” she roared
at him - a quiet roar, so lie wouldn’t be taking up with the strap again at the
sound of her isolence. I couldn’t in to give myself
to you!” she declared. “Don’t bother coming to our bed tonight,
because you won’t be welcome!”




Grabbing her
dress away, Abigail was quick to exit the barn before she was even dressed. She
ran for the house as fast as she could go, and slammed the door behind her.
Never, never, she was thinking to herself, could she ever allow this man access
to her body and bed! Never could she enjoy that marital bliss again!




In the barn,
Aaron sighed heavily, know-ing that his hurt and
bewildered wife was going through a necessary aqjustment.
He’d been told that life with her wouldn’t be easy, and now he was very certain
of that fact. Finishing the work lie had in the barn, he soon left for the
mill, thinking only of the evening hour, and what lie hoped would be a tender
reunion with his dear and rebellious Abigail.





 









Chapter
Three





 






 





Abigail turned
a cold shoulder on Aaron, rolling over in bed, as soon as her husband climbed
in beside her. 




“Abby,”
he said, tenderly. “It’s time to put our past disagreements aside.” 




Abigail was
silent, and Aaron shook her shoulder lightly, trying to get her to budge from
her fixed place. She wasn’t budging. 




“If
you’re still fuming about this morning, I think you’d better stop,” he
said. He hoped Abigail would accept the move to Brighton Springs without
anymore fuss, though now he wasn’t sure. When she’d told him, “Don’t
bother to come to our bed tonight, because you won’t be welcome!” he
assumed that was just an empty threat that a few calm hours would take of. Apparently he was wrong. 




“Abigail,”
he whispered her name softly, thinking she might respond to a little
gentleness. But she still said nothing, and too tired to argue with her, Aaron
turned back over in bed and fell asleep, assuming that his wife did too. 




Lying awake
that night, Abigail was still smarting from the rude punishment that Aaron had
given her that morning. At the same time, all she thought of all day long was
how excited she was, thrilled all the way to her toes, tingling with the most
indecent sensations - and indecent thoughts - at least indecent for any young
married woman. As much as she wanted to respond to Aaron however, she was
determined not to. If he thought he could teach her a lesson, that was fine.
But she’d teach him one too. He may move her to Brighton Springs, but she
wouldn’t like it. No manner of punishment would change her mind. She missed the
warmth of Aaron’s embrace, but this was a war they were engaged in, one she was
determined to win. 




The next
morning, Abigail jumped from bed before Aaron was up. Putting on her dress, she
was already in the kitchen cooking breakfast when he came down the stairs. 




“Did you
sleep well?” he asked her, admiring for the hundredth time, her beauti-ful face, the soft blonde curls, and the dazzling
blue eyes. 




“I slept
just fine,” she said pleasantly. 




She seemed
amiable enough, Aaron thought to himself, but she was still distant.
Approaching her, he put his arms around her from behind and held her tight.
“Time to mend the fences, love,” he said. 




“Oh? Are
there fences to be mended?” she asked, innocently. 




“I don’t
mean real fences, Abby, but the one between us,” he said. 




“Oh.”
While he still held her, she moved to one side, shaking him off in the same
motion. She was opening the oven. 




“We could
start the morning over in bed, what do you think?” he suggested, when she
had her biscuits out on the counter to cool. 




“I have a
thousand things to do,” she replied, giving him only a very fleeting
smile, and continuing on with breakfast. 




“Or,
perhaps we—could start with you over my lap again,” Aaron said, his tone
of voice suddenly quite serious. 




“Whatever
for?” she asked looking up at him, a little astounded that he was mak-ing the threat. 




“I’m not
going to be denied my privi-leges as your husband.
I’d suggest that you get that straight,” he warned her. 




“You’re
going to bully me into bed?” she asked sarcastically. With an impudent
smirk, she swished her full skirt, and moved right past him to the breakfast
table. 




‘You, my dear,
are behaving like a spoiled and spiteful brat,” Aaron said. “And I
won’t tolerate it.” 




“So you
are going to bully me,” she snapped. 




Just that
little edge in her voice, the wincing expression on her lips, Aaron was fuming,
about to spit fire if he could; but he maintained his composure. 




“Abigail,
you will not -blackmail me withholding sex,” he vowed. ‘I won’t let you
use it as a wedge between us.’ 




“And if I
do?” she said, her blue eyes flashing, that certain set to her jaw quite
apparent. Though he could tell she was quivering nervously too. 




“lf it takes a birch across your ass, then so be it.” 




“You
think that will change my mind about you, Aaron Barrow?” she shot back. 




“Perhaps
we’ll just have to find out.” His eyes were lit with a strange dark hue,
that made Abigail shudder. 




Seeing no
change of heart in Abigail’s attitude, Aaron strode past his wife out the door,
not another word said. A half hour later, when their breakfast was sitting cold
on the table, Aaron returned to the house. 




“Abigail,”
he called. She was in the pantry and out of sight. “Abigail,” he
repeat-ed the call. 




As soon as the
young bride peered into the kitchen, her eyes caught sight of what her husband
held in his hand: two long smooth well-stripped birch branches. Shirking back
into the small room, she slammed the pantry door behind her, a regular storm
racing everywhere in her body. 




“Abigail,
come here,” Aaron called to her. 




“Abigail,”
he roared a second later. 




Inside the
pantry, Abigail rested ner-vously against the door. A
day’s worth of anxiety was caught in her throat, and freezing her in her place.
When the door jerked, she knew she’d been conquered, a fact that only became
more clear, when a grim faced Aaron hauled her bodily from the pantry. 




“You
know, my fine brat, I’ve given you plenty of opportunity to change this sit-uation, but obviously you’re not about to let go this
stubborn streak. Well, today you’re going to find out that I’m as stubborn as
you!” 




Their eyes
exchanged nasty glances as he spoke; and when he was finished, he pushed his
wife over the end of the kitchen table. “You so much as move an
inch,” he warned, “I’ll tie you down.” 




Too afraid to
make a move, Abigail remained motionless while Aaron reached for the bottom of
her long skirt and pulled it up to her waist, revealing her two firm bot-tom cheeks quivering like jelly before him. How white
they were, the creamy mounds begged to be touched, though Aaron put aside his
lust for something far more important. 




“Aaron,
please,” she finally found her voice. “I’m sorry I really am.” 




“The
sight of the birch frightens you?” he asked, coming around to the side of
the table so that she could clearly see the ten-der
saplings he gripped in his hand. 




“Yes, I’m
sorry, but please…” 




“You had
your chance,” he said sternly. “Now you’d better grit your teeth
because this is going to hurt!” 




Taking one of
the birches in hand, and leaving the other on the table, the single sapling
sizzled through the air and came down on her bottom with a nasty sting. 




“Yeeeaw!” she cried. 




Swoosh, snap.
Swoosh, snap. Aaron repeated the treatment, each time the thin birch landing, a
mighty smart rose on Abigail’s behind, a passionate cry issuing from her lips. 




“Oh,
please!” she cried. “I am sorry.” 




“I’m glad
to hear that,” Aaron said, and he laid another cut on her bottom. “Ooo, ouch, please!” 




Swoosh, snap. 




“I won’t
let you destroy our marriage with this foolishness,” Aaron said. “You
might as well learn that lesson now.: 




Abigail dug in
harder, gritting her teeth more firmly and gripping the side of the table for
support. Hearing his stem admonishments, she had a feeling this was going to be
a nasty punishment; and she was determined to get through the rest of her
punishment with as much dignity and resolve as her husband. 




Swoosh, snap.
Swoosh, snap. The birch flew against her bottom at least a dozen more times.
After the implement lost its bite, Aaron threw it aside and picked up the
second sapling and began with that. The more composed Abigail bore down harder
still, her knuckles white from holding the side of the table. Try as she might to
get through the horror without another wail, or plea for mercy, she was soon in
too much agony to hold back any longer. 




“Aaron,
please,” she cried out. 




Swoosh. The
birch came down again. 




“Aaron,
please, I’m sorry” she tried once more. 




Unfortunately for
Abigail, her husband was not in the mood to listen. Landing another cut on the
center of her bottom, he admired the raw texture of his wife’s behind. Now
crisscrossed with several dozen pink/red lines, he could see that she’d be
feeling this one for some days. And it was just as well, he didn’t want her to
forget this punishment, not ever 




Swoosh.
Another cut landed. This one caught her right at the tops of her thighs. 




“Yeeeeawww. Oh, please,” she pleaded with him. 




“So, is
this ridiculous game of yours over?” Aaron asked. 




“Oh,
yes,” she assured him, thankful to know that the end was in sight. 




Swoosh, snap. 




“Yeeeeawww.” 




“And
you’re not going to pull anything stupid like this again, withholding your
affections?” 




“No, no.
I promise.” 




Swoosh, snap. 




“Ouch,
please.” 




“And
you’ll be going to Brighton Springs just as we planned, no more
com-plaints?” 




“I
promise,” she affirmed. 




Swoosh, snap. 




“Ouch, ow, oh please.” Even her feet were dancing as if she
hoped they could carry her away from this misery. 




“If you
ever so much as hint about anything as demeaning as this game you’ve played
with me, I’ll find a real cane, and you’ll think today is child’s play. You
understand me?” 




“Yes,
Aaron, I do,” she sobbed. 




The last snap
landed, and Aaron threw the birch aside, while Abigail eased her grip on the
table, relieved that it was over at last. Immediately going to Abigail’s
backside, Aaron’s hand was on her burning red bottom. 




“I’m so
sorry, Aaron,” she sobbed. He wouldn’t let her turn about, but was
determined to fondle her tender cheeks, and bring out the desires that they’d
squelched the last day. In a matter of seconds, she was purring like a kitten
in his arms. 




“Oh, my
god, Aaron, let’s go take care of this in bed,” she implored him. She was
all over him, her hands on his body, her mouth on his mouth. “I’m sorry,
I’ll terribly sorry.” The last day had been nothing but a mistake. 




“I knew
you would be,” he said. “But we’ll take care of what we need right
here.” 




“Right
here? She questioned him. 




He smiled, and
set her wounded rear on the kitchen table. 




“0uch!”
she exclaimed. 




‘Just what you
deserve,” he said sternly, though he was smiling now. Leaning her back
against the hard surface of the table, he was inside her swiftly, the husband
and wife coming to a crashing fin-ish with all their
pent-up emotion and sexu-al
desire finding a release at last. 




“I am
sorry, Aaron,” Abigail said, once they were both satisfied and he was
pulling her to her feet. 




“1 know
you are,” he said. “And I know you’re still not happy about Brighton
Springs. All I ask is that you give it try. See if maybe you’re wrong about it,
and then, well … you never know, we might just move back here, or somewhere
else.’ 




“You
really mean that? We don’t have to stay?” she said excitedly. 




“I really
mean that. But you watch yourself,” he said, his eyes narrowing severely
to enunciate his point. “We talk about our feelings, we don’t go plotting
revenge. You understand?” 




“I
do,” she said, and with her bottom still smarting so it was tender to touch,
she let Aaron hold her in his arms, her head dropping to his chest for comfort.





The rough
journey across a rocky mountain terrain to Brighton Springs did not forecast a
successful venture in their new home. Their house was not as comfortable as the
old one, and there was - just as Abigail suspected - far fewer people with whom
a young woman of such spirit as Abigail could spend her time. All things con-sidered, however, Abigail didn’t offer one word of
disappointment or protest to Aaron. He was a man of his word: if he really knew
she was unhappy with the move, eventually he’d reconsider his decision, and
perhaps they could move back closer to her family and friends. At least for
awhile, she was determined to bide her time and give their new home the
thorough consideration that Aaron expected. Eventually they would return to
their old home, she was certain of that. 




As quick as
the wind can change the direction of a storm, just a month after Aaron and
Abigail settled in Brighton Springs, the testy young woman had an abrupt change
of heart about her new home, with the arrival of an unexpected guest. 




“Hey,
what are you doing way up here?” Abigail heard a familiar voice exclaim as
she was picking flowers from her garden. Jerking up, she turned and stared, her
mouth wide open in shock, the flowers for-gotten, dropping to her feet. 




“Darcy
Greenwood, I should as the same thing to you,” Abigail said, catching her
breath. She darted towards her friend and gave her an affectionate greeting. 




“The
mountains agree with you,” Darcy observed, seeing the bright color on
Abigail’s pale cheeks. 




“I’ve
hated it here,” she whispered. “But don’t you tell Aaron. He’s sure
to whip my behind if I so much as say one blessed thing against this
place.” 




“Has you
that scared?” Darcy asked, surprised. 




“No, not
really scared. I just promised him I wouldn’t raise anymore fuss over living
here, at least until we settled in. I guess I wasn’t very kind to him after he
announced the move.” 




“You did
something stupid, didn’t you? I bet he whupped your
ass.” 




“How
would you know?” 




“It
figures, coming from you and Aaron. You’re both stubborn as mules, I don’t
imagine that’s going to be the last time.” 




“It is if
I can help it,” Abigail said. 




“So what
you do, anyway. Run off somewhere?” 




“Just
back to mama, but it was more than that.” 




Darcy looked
at her as if she wasn’t going to budge from the spot unless she told her
everything. 




“I told
him I wouldn’t… I wouldn’t, you know, give him what he wanted in bed.”





“Oh, that
is a bratty notion. But why you’d want to withhold yourself from Aaron Barrow,
I can’t imagine. He’s one man I wouldn’t mind having myself.” 




“Darcy
Greenwood! He’s my hus-band,” Abigail snapped
indignantly. 




“Well,
you’d better mind your man-ners so he stays that way,”
Darcy shot back. “You wouldn’t be wanting to steal him away from me, would
you?” Abigail said. 




“Naw. He’d be fun, I’m sure. But he’s yours, and he ain’t the type to go funning
around with other women.” She almost sounded disappointed. 




“No, I
don’t suspect he is,” Abigail readily agreed. 




“That
still doesn’t mean you should abuse him,” Darcy said. 




“Abuse
him! It’s my butt that’s been burning.” 




Darcy laughed
and grabbing Abigail’s hand, they moved towards the house. “You got
anything to eat inside, I’m famished,” she declared. 




Darcy was one
person that would never change, and Abigail was glad of that. She couldn’t
believe how much she missed her glorious face and wry wit. Darcy always had a
way of seeing things differently than her, and Abigail was glad of that 




“My, my,
look what the cat drug in,” Aaron said, on seeing their houseguest that
evening. “How did you manage to find us?” 




“It’s not
too hard,” Darcy said. “You don’t really cover your tracks.” 




“You
know, I’ve been warned about you, Miss Greenwood,” Aaron said playfully. 




“Warned,
why’s that?” 




He snickered.
“If Abigail’s Daddy knew you were here, he’d probably come up here and run
you off.” 




“Well, he
has no right to do that. And I know you have a soft spot in your heart for
me,” Darcy declared. 




“That I
do. So how’s your Pap?” 




“Aw. He’s
still kicking, but way on the other side of the state. I’m on my own now. Have
been for about a year or so. No troubles, no worries. Can be a pretty good life
that way.” 




“But what
are you doing?” Aaron asked earnestly. “How do you live?” 




I have a job,
or at least I had a job. Between jobs right now, I guess. But one will come up
soon. Maybe even here. Meantime, I have some cash stashed, and it keeps me in
grits.” 




Aaron
chuckled. “Just keep your fin-gers out of the til,” he said. 




“Oh,
you’ve taught me that lesson already,” she said with a smile. Her eyes
were green, or at least that was what they appeared, though in the light from
the fireplace, they simply glowed with happiness and mischief, just as they
always had. For the Barrows, it was a treat to have her with them for awhile. 




“You
going for a picnic?” Aaron asked one morning, seeing the two young women
about to leave the house. 




“Yep, up
on the ridge,” Darcy said, brightly. 




“Shush,”
Abigail said, nudging her friend with her elbow, hoping that her hus-band hadn’t heard the destination. 




“The
ridge?” Aaron asked. His eyes narrowed as he looked at his wife. 




“She
didn’t mean the ridge, she just meant the meadow,” Darcy corrected
her-self. “We’re going to the meadow just above the rise.” 




“Listen
to me, no mountain climbing for you two, it’s just too dangerous.” He
repeated a warning he’d given Abigail a dozen times already. 




“C’mon
Aaron,” Darcy argued. “You know, old sure-foot me?” She was
putting on her flirtatious attitude, practically batting her eyelashes the way
Abigail might. It was quite a charming addition to her repertoire of artful
postures to get what she wanted. 









“Did
Abigail suggest this?” Aaron asked. “She’d better not.” 




“Oh, no!
It was all my idea.” 




“And she
was going with you?” 




“Well, we
hadn’t really decided on anything. I guess she was trying to talk me out of it.
Said you didn’t like her going off that far?” 




“That’s
right. And the same goes for you. I’m much too busy with the mill, to be
chasing after you. You’ll get lost, or some mountain lion comes after
you.” 




“You
think I can’t take are of myself?” Darcy
protested. 




“I’m sure
you can. It’s my wife I worry about.” 




Abigail
bristled. “You know, Aaron, sometimes you treat me like I’m a little
kid,” she said, stomping her foot. 




“Sometimes
you act like a little kid,” Aaron observed. “You’d better behave, or
you know what happens.” 




She pursed her lips into a little pout, and said nothing. 




“No
change of plans. You understand?” He scrutinized her face looking for a
sincere reply. 




“Well . .
.” she hedged. 




“Abigail
… You understand?” he asked again. 




“Of
course, I understand. How could I not,” she snapped. “Darcy and I
will behave like two little lambs today, you have nothing to wont’ about.”





“Good,”
he said, noting the sweet expression that replaced the annoyed one. He gave her
a peck on the lips and left the house. 




“Daminit! Sometimes I feel like I’m still in my father’s
house,” Abigail said. 




“Aw, he’s
just being protective. I think it’s rather endearing.” 




“Not if
you feel like your every move is watched.” 




“You’re
being overly sensitive. We just won’t go up on the ridge. But we will have some
fun, fun Aaron Barrow will never get wind of.” 




“Oh? You
have something special in mind?” Abigail asked her face suddenly
brightening. 




“Well,”
Darcy considered for a minute. “I do know this old woman who lives a
couple of miles from here, down the gorge. You can go down there, can’t
you?” 




“I
suppose so,” she said. “Aaron’s never told me I couldn’t.” 




“Good,”
Darcy said. “That’s where we’ll go. And that old lady has a surprise I
think you’ll love.” There was a devil’s grin on Darcy’s face that made
Abigail wonder just what mischief her friend had in mind. 




It was at
least two miles to old Hannah’s house, it might have been longer, but it was
hard to say: the terrain was diffi cult to traverse,
nearly as risky as the ridge, though at least this wasn’t a steep vertical
climb. By the time the two arrived at Old Hannah’s place they were exhausted. 




“Darcy
Greenwood!” the old woman greeted them. “Been years since I’ve seen
you, girl. And where’s that old pappy of yours?” 




“Gone far
from me, Hannah,” Darcy said giving the woman a fond hug. 




Old Hannah had
a nearly toothless smile and her tattered dress looked ancient, but that hardly
dampened her spirit or the welcome she gave them. I’m glad you came,” she
said. “Just brewed up some-thing really special for you, you’re going to
love this.” 




The old woman
disappeared into her rickety cabin, and came back a few minutes later with two
mugs in her hands. Darcy tasted the drink first, her eyes brightening
instantly. 




“I think
this is just what you need,” she told Abigail. “Drink up.” 




“What is
it?” Abigail asked. 




“Just try
it,” Darcy encouraged her. “I swear it will make you forget all your trou-bles.” 




Abigail took
one long gulp of the liq-uid, and practically spit it
out. 




“Don’t
waste it,” Darcy shouted at her. 




“It’s
terrible. It’s spirits isn’t it?” She couldn’t think of anything else. 




“You have
to get used to them, acquire a taste. But believe me, sometimes it’s well worth
the trouble,” Hannah said. 




Abigail took
another drink, and then another. She’d had a little wine in her father’s house,
but nothing like this, nothing that tasted so bad or had quite the effect that
this did on her mind. 




While they
drank that afternoon, and ate the picnic that Abigail had made, the three women
talked. It seemed their con versations about the
mountains, and new settlers, and Darcy’s escapades, and Abigail’s feelings about
her new home, could go on forever. Without really being aware of time passing,
the day began to fade, the long afternoon shadows beginning to appear. 




“Oh my,
Darcy,” Abigail suddenly gasped, when she looked to see the sun now low in
the sky. “Don’t you think we’d best get back?” Funny, it was
difficult to talk. She was feeling light-headed and kind of silly, realizing
that she was slurring her words. 




“I
suppose,” Darcy replied, in a languid stupor. She was feeling lethargic
and giddy too. 




“You two should
wait a bit,” Hannah said. ” Let the spirits wear off.” 




“Oh, but
I can’t,” Abigail exclaimed. “If I’m not home to fix Aaron his
supper, he’ll be spitting mad at me.” 




“Ah, men
can wait,” Hannah said, “No, not this one,” Abigail assured her.





“Well, suit
yourself,” the old woman said, shaking her head. “I sure wouldn’t let
a man dictate my life. You just be careful in that gorge. It can be pretty
tricky after a few mugs of my brew.’ 




“Aw, it’s
a straight shot,” Darcy assured her. “Just a couple miles and we’re
home.” 




Abigail and
Darcy set off on the trail that they’d followed earlier in the day. It was a
different kind of light filtering through the trees, and with the sunshine
receding, there were far more shadows than they remem-bered
at the height of day. Halfway back to the mill and Abigail’s house, the fork in
the riverbed confused them; neither one, with their restricted senses could
recall which direction they should take. Choosing a trail, simply because they
had to make a decision, they followed a path deep into a darker woods than they
ever remembered. 




After a time,
Abigail suddenly stopped in her tracks,” I think we’re lost,” she
said. She was feeling dizzy and not too well, and though Darcy wouldn’t admit
it, she was feeling much the same way herself. “Maybe we should rest here
a bit, get a little strength. I think there’s still some bread in the pack.
We’ll go back an take the other trail, maybe that’s
the right one.” 




“Darcy,
it’s getting dark,” Abigail reminded her friend. “If we’re not back
home soon, Aaron’s going to have a fit. 




Renewing her
strength with pictures of a grim faced husband appearing in her mind, Abigail
doubled back down the shad owy trail with Darcy
following close at her heels. By the time the two reached the fork in the
riverbed, the light was diminishing fast, the dark, the shadows, and fear
creep-ing in around Abigail. Disaster was waiting,
she was sure of it. 




“You’re
scared, aren’t you?” Darcy asked, when they paused a moment. 




“I’m not
used to this. I don’t know whether to be scared most of being lost in dark, or
Aaron.” 




“We’ll
get home, don’t worry, and when we do, just use a little finagling with Aaron.
We’ll claim we just made a wrong turn, every one does
that every so often. He can only be glad that we’re home when we finally get
there.” 




“I hope
you’re right.” 




Halfway down
the new terrain, the two clung to the sides of the bank and tight-ly to each other. The drop off at their sides looked much
more steep than it had that morning, so they had to go slower than ever. When
they finally reached the house, it was night, a starry sky shone down on them
as they made their way to the Barrow’s front steps. 




“Good
God! It is you!” Aaron shouted. They’d seen him pacing on the porch.
“Aaron!” Abigail started to dash for-ward. 




“Where
the hell have you been?” he hugged his wife tight, but then pushed her
away, a stem eye looking into hers. 




`Oh, we’ve
been lost, Aaron. We took the wrong turn down river, and traipsed a whole two
miles in the wrong direction. I’m so glad I’m home.” She fell against her
husband’s chest, while his arms comforted her shivering form. 




“Lost was
it?” Aaron said suspiciously. The smell of liquor was undeniable both on
his wife and her rowdy friend. 




“Say, I
think I’ll grab a slab of bread and some cheese and hit the sack,” Darcy
exclaimed when they were safe inside again. 




“Me too,
I’m exhausted,” Abigail admitted. She was on the way to the kitchen. 




“Hey, not
so fast, you two,” Aaron stopped them both in their tracks with a
commanding voice. 




“Oh, Aaron,”
Darcy whined. “You’re not going to lecture us or something,” she
asked seeing the stem grimace on his face. 




“In the
parlor, please,” he ordered, his voice rising clearly. 




Knowing not to
argue with Aaron, the two women retreated to the parlor and sat side by side on
the settee, as Aaron stood over them with a fixed stare that would pen-etrate an iron vault. 




‘Now, my fair
brats, tell me why you’re both reeking like a mountain still,’ 




“What do
you mean reeking like a mountain still?” Darcy jumped in, almost defying
Aaron to be annoyed by the fact. “You think I don’t know the smell of
mountain spirits?” he said. “Where’ve you been?” 




“It was
just a little, Aaron,” Darcy droned. 




“Abigail,
you want to tell me the truth?” he asked turning to his wife. 




Abigail looked
at Darcy, who looked at Abigail. The redhead was pretty flippant, and Abigail
would be too, except that she wasn’t thinking very clearly and she was too
tired to make up a story that Aaron would believe. 




“Oh, good
lord, Aaron. It’s nothing. I took her to Old Hannah’s,” Darcy suddenly
jumped in with the truth herself. 




“You
what!” Aaron snapped. 




“It was
all very harmless. There’s nothing wrong with spirits. There’re kind of
soothing to the soul, I think.” 




“No
wonder you got lost coming home,” Aaron said. “That old woman should
know better.” 




“She was
very hospitable,” Darcy informed him. 




“I’m sure
she was, but that hardly excuses your lack of self-control. Either one of you.
Not to mention that you practically spit in my face to take that trail after
all the warnings I gave you.’ 




“You
never forbid me to go down the gorge,” Abigail reminded him indignantly.
“That doesn’t mean it’s any safer than the ridge, and you should have
enough sense to know it,” Aaron barked at her. 




“I think
you’re making mountains of molehills,” Darcy announced. 




“And I
think otherwise. You two set off on this wild hike just to spite me, you drank
like a couple of rowdies, got yourself lost. You’re in a heap of trouble.”





“You have
no place to lecture me, Aaron Barrowl” Darcy
blurted out trying to rise from her seat. 




‘Sit
down!” Aaron blared. “I’ve as much right to lecture you as I did
before. Any woman or man that leads my wife into a near disaster like this
deserves exactly what she gets.” 




“Aaron .
. . ” Abigail tried interrupt, until Aaron turned his angry eye on her. 




“And you!
You were getting back at me for reining in your fancy ideas this morn-ing. I know you well enough to have that one figured.”
Aaron’s fury seemed to grow by leaps and bounds with his thoughts focusing on
his wife. “The only way I know to settle this is in the shed, ladies. I
suspect you’d better go there now before I get any angrier.” 




‘Aaron,
no,” Abigail pleaded. 




“Don’t
even try it, Abby. Go to the shed and wait for me. And if it’s a long wait, all
the better. Maybe it will scare you as much as you two brats scared me
tonight.” 




Aaron turned
on his heel and left the room. 




“Good,
God, what have we done?” Abigail said, despondently. The thought of
getting spanked that night was not appeal-ing. 




“Having
fun,” Darcy whispered to her, not at all chagrined by the consequences.
“So, if we get our asses whupped, well then, let
it be as good as the brew we had today.” She was practically smiling,
hardly quaking in her boots the way Abigail was. Such nerve Darcy had, Abigail
thought, as her dearest friend in all the world led her by to the shed behind
the house. 




Aaron had
never punished Abigail in this shed. He’d threatened a couple of times, but
she’d managed to avert that hap pening. In recent
weeks, behaving herself so well, she was beginning to think that she’d never
have to face another chastise-ment. Strange how
things can change so fast. Not so strange that it took a visit from Darcy
Greenwood to make that change. 




The two women
waited at least fif-teen minutes before Aaron arrived
at the shed. Those minutes were interminable, each woman recalling the times
before that Aaron had bared and bruised their bottoms. 




At least when
Aaron finally showed his face in the doorway, he was not as angry as he’d been
before; though he was clearly purposeful in his task: a long leather strap
dangled from one hand, and he held a wooden paddle in the other. 




Did he plan to
use both? they wondered. Both women shrunk back a little at the sight of the
fierce looking implements. 




“Darcy,
you’re first,” Aaron announced. 




The feisty
redhead stepped forward, proud as you please. She was not about to let Aaron
Barrow get the better of her. “I suppose you want my pants down?” she
said. 




Aaron nodded.
“You can turn about and lean over the workbench, but your ass will be
bare.” He laid the paddle and the strap on the bench so she could see them
clearly. 




Wasting no
time, Darcy, turned around and undid the button on her pants. Working the
garment from her hips, she revealed two pink mounds of flesh that would be the
subject of Aaron’s attention. Leaning over the bench as ordered, she grasped
the other side and bowed her head to the wood. It had been awhile since she’d
been whipped, but she knew exactly what Aaron expected. 




“You
know, Darcy, I never thought I’d have to do this to you again, but…” 




“But
what?” 




“I think
you wanted for this,” he said. 




It was
something for Darcy to consider, but she didn’t have much time for that.
Picking up the leather strap, Aaron let it fly fast against Darcy’s ass. 




“Good
god, that hurts. Do you hafta hit so hard?” she
muttered. 




Not honoring
her retort with an answer, Aaron began with a reign of strokes, the strap
landing with sharp repeat ed blows across the center
of the young woman’s posterior. From pink to red in a mere minute, the effect
was more than just on the surface of Darcy’s skin, the cocky woman was howling
like crazy - this was far worse than anything she remembered. 




“You
blasted sonafa …” she tried a rash of
swearing, but her words were gar-bled by the sounds of her own sobs. “Goddam, this hurts!” she managed to blare at one
point, but Aaron wasn’t stopping. 




What was truly
amazing was that Darcy might have gotten away from the whole-thing if she’d put
forth any effort But instead she remained in her place, taking her punishment,
as if to do otherwise would be backing down from a battle she was proud to wage
- even though she was on the loosing end. She endured
it for her own sense of pride, and for her companion in this misery, Abigail,
who watched the terrifying spectacle from the other side of the room. 




As Abigail
gazed at Darcy’s redden-ing rear, it only reminded
her that she was would be next, the anticipation was not a welcome feeling.
Even more stirring for her, she was surprised to see that Darcy Greenwood would
allow anyone to wail on her this way. She suspected that Darcy and her husband
had some unwritten agreement that went back all those years. Perhaps even Darcy
needed to account for her behavior once and a while, and Aaron Barrow was the
only one to see that happened. 




The leather
strap smacked hard, the sound impressive, just as impressive as Darcy’s scarlet
bottom. Abigail thought that Aaron would never stop; the ferocity of the smacks
were beyond anything she remem-bered. The woman’s
whole backside was red from the tops of her thighs to the top of her posterior.
She didn’t know how her friend could take much more. And just as Abigail was
about to intercede on Darcy’s behalf, Aaron began to slow the pace, until with
a few finishing swats, he finally stopped. 




“It’s
been long overdue, Darcy. I sus-pect you know that
too,” he told the recover-ing young woman. 




She sobbed
very quietly so it didn’t seem that she was all that distressed, but Abigail
could tell she was, and so could Aaron. Standing upright again, Darcy put on
her proudest, cockiest bearing, as she pulled up her pants and turned about to
stare Aaron in the eye. 




“I
suppose I deserved that,” she said with a sigh. 




“And
probably a while lot more. But I can only punish you for what I know
about.” 




Darcy smirked.
“It’s a good thing.” 




“Well,
you may go nurse your bottom inside the house. I still have my wife to attend
to.” 




The redhead
looked at Abigail. “Hey, don’t be too hard on her,” she told Aaron.
“You know this whole thing was my fault.” 




“If I
really believed that, I’d have punished you twice as long, Miss
Greenwood,” Aaron said sternly. “As it is, she’s going to get exactly
what she needs. Now you get on.” 




The feisty
brat almost smiled when she left, but that would have been a little unfair to
poor Abigail who still had her own punishment about to commence. 




The husband
and wife watched the shed door close, Aaron standing before it, Abigail to one
side. With his back to her, Abigail wondered what her husband was thinking as
he remained for some moments not moving. Not seeing his expressive face, she
couldn’t tell. When he finally turned about, she was hardly encouraged by the
grim look on his face. 




.Now, my
naughty brat. What do you have to say for yourself?” he asked. Abigail
shrunk back and bit her lip, part of a sheepish grin. 




“We just
kind of lost our heads.” “And you really thought you could get away
with it?” he asked. “I mean, Abby, you reek of liquor!” 




“Well,
maybe not,” she said. “But is spanking my bottom really
necessary?” she asked. Was it possible she could weasel out of this?
“After all … ” 




“After
all nothing,” Aaron shot back before she could finish. “I’m probably
as furious with you as I’ve ever been. This was almost as bad as the scare you
gave me when you ran home to your mother.” 




“But,
Aaron,” she groaned. 




“You’re
over my knee this time,” he declared. 




In a complete
change from Darcy’s punishment, Aaron sat down on a bench and drew his wife
close to him. She went over his lap seconds later, her skirt raised to reveal
her lovely robust cheeks. 




“This is
one you’re not going to for-get,” he advised her, taking the wooden paddle
in his hand. 




“Not the
paddle, please!” she protest-ed, seeing the
implement from the corner of her eye. Her naked cheeks clenched in fear, as a
grimace of concern crossed her face. 




“Yes, the
paddle,” he said. “This one’s going to sting.” 




And sting it
did. Abigail knew that unforgiving wood would hurt like hell from the instant
of the first strike. But it wasn’t just one strike to start her spanking, Aaron
leveled a good half dozen before he paused for even a second. 




“Yeeeeawww! Noooooo!” she
howled. 




Another half
dozen smacks, she howled all the way through them. Without even thinking, she
was flailing her arms and legs, struggling to get away. 




“Please,
Aaron, noooool” she cried, trying to throw
herself from his lap as she wiggled about. 




“Oh, no
you don’t!” Aaron blared, sensing the mutiny. Pausing just a second, his
free arm gathered her hands in his large fist and held them tightly at her
waist. His right leg, in an effort to tame her struggling lower half, went over
her legs, pinning them down - a circumstance that Abigail hated, though there
was nothing she could do about it. 




Aaron resumed
the stinging smacks of the paddle, moving erratically this way and that about
her bottom, finding every white spot available making certain it would feel the
vicious sting. He was as thorough as he’d been with Darcy, Abigail’s ass end
turning crimson top to bottom. She hated that nasty paddle, but with no escape
from the mounting pain, all she could do was cry like a child. 




“Please nooooooooool” she wailed. 




“I’m sooooory!” she wailed again. 




“Please,
please, Aaron,” she tried over and over. 




And yet, her
attempts were pointless, and her voice was only getting hoarse from all her
cries. Aaron would end the spanking when he was good and ready and not before.
The blistering heat and the impossi-ble pain made it
one of the worst she ever had. 




“You
think you’ve had enough?” Aaron finally asked her as he slowed his brisk
pace. 




“Oh, yes,
Aaron, please!” 




“You
going to use your head the next time I’m not there watching over you?”
“Yes, I promise.” 




“And no
more drinking,’ he said with an added degree of sternness, the paddle
emphasizing his message with a few partic-ularly hard
strikes. 




“No,
never, I promise, Aaron. Please I can’t stand it anymore.” There were
tears steaming down her cheeks as she turned her head
so he could see her forlorn face. 




And ending
with two especially sharp smacks on the center of each crimson cheek, Aaron
finally laid the paddle down on the table next to him. Placing his hand on
Abigail’s hot bottom, he massaged her aching cheeks. 




“Let this
be a warning to you. You will behave yourself with Darcy Greenwood. I don’t
care what kind of schemes that girl cooks up, you keep your head about you, or
you’re going to be feeling a lot more of this. Is that understood? 




“It
is,” she said, snuffing her running nose. 




Lifting her to
his lap, Aaron handed her his handkerchief to wipe her tears. Then holding her
in his arms, he made her look at his grim face. “Sometimes I don’t think
you realize how much I care about you. As much as I’m fond of Darcy, I wasn’t
really happy to see her. She manages to escape trouble like a magician, but it
seems to follow her no matter where she goes. This is a warning as much as
anything, Abby. Watch out for yourself.” 




“This
wasn’t trouble, Aaron. It was just a foolish little trip,” Abigail
replied. 




“I know,
and I’m glad about that. But don’t be surprised if you get roped into something
else. I can almost feel it coming.” 




“I think
you’re all wrong, Aaron,” Abigail answered. 




“Let’s
hope I am,” he said. Giving her a big squeeze, he planted a kiss on her
lips and smiled. By all accounts his anger and her punishment were over, and he
had other things in mind. “So, my dear wife, if you’re not too sore to
enjoy my company in bed, perhaps we could work off the rest of the tension
there.” 




Abigail
smiled, thankful for the sug-gestion. Leaving the
shed, the two retreat-ed to their room, where they
spent the remainder of the evening in each other’s arms, underneath the
soothing sheets of their warm bed. 




“Mornin‘, hon,” Darcy said
brightly, bounding down the stairs for breakfast one morning a week after their
episode with Old Hannah’s brew and Aaron’s stern rebuke. The sassy redhead
stared at the biscuits and gravy sitting on the table. Aaron had already eaten
breakfast and was on his way to the mill. “Boy does that look good,”
she said. 




“You look
especially happy,” -Abigail remarked. She was particularly fond of Darcy
when her bright face shined the way it was now. 




“I
am,” Darcy replied. “It comes with being ready to move on.” 




“Move
on?” Abigail said surprised. “I thought you were going to stay
through the winter?” 




“Did I
say that?” Darcy asked. “You should know me by now. How restless I
get. Besides, I can’t stand watching you two love birds all the time.” 




“Love
birds?” Abigail questioned. 




“Yeah.
You’re hopelessly in love, even if you fight it sometimes. Anyone would be a
fool not to see it.” 




Abigail
appreciated the appraisal of her marriage. Sometimes, even she won-dered about the status of her relationship with Aaron, he
could be so distant, and she so petulant. The outsider’s positive view-point
made her smile inside. 




“So, when
are you going?” Abigail asked. 




“A day or
two, or maybe this afternoon.’ 




.So
soon?” 




“Yeah,
there’s this a guy in town that I thought I’d rather not see again. The soon-er I leave the better.” 




“What’s
that suppose to mean?” Abigail asked, concerned by Darcy’s remark. 




“Well,”
she hedged. “I kinda owe him money.” 




“What
kind of money?” 




“A few
bucks.” 




“How many
bucks? I thought you had some stashed away.” 




“Well,
that’s sort of run out. Another reason why I should leave.” 




“I could
loan you some money,” Abigail offered. 




“Oh, no
you don’t. You don’t even think about giving it to me.” 




“But if
you’re in trouble.” 




“Aw, it’s
not really trouble. And as far as I’m concerned I don’t even owe the guy. He
just thinks I do.” 




Darcy was
gathering her things together that morning, Abigail stewing over her need to go
at all. Until that day, her friend seemed perfectly happy to remain with them.
She could only conclude that Darcy was in trouble, real trouble. 




Later that
afternoon, when the saucy redhead came in from a quick trip to the mercantile,
her face was flushed and she looked as nervous as Abigail had ever seen her. 




“You
remember that offer of money you gave me this morning?” she asked, as
Abigail watched her quickly stuff her bags with clothes. 




“Yes.”





“Is it
still open?” 




“Sure.
How much.” 




“A
hundred dollars,” Darcy winced as she said it realizing it was a sizeable
sum to ask from a friend. 




“My word,
what’s happening?” Abigail asked. 




“Abby,
really, you can’t be asking questions cause that could be dangerous. But if you
could give me the money, I’ll pay you back, I swear.” Darcy’s desperation
was clear from the strain in her voice. 




“I don’t
know, the only place we have that kind of money is in the mill. I’m not sure, I
could get Aaron to go along with this.” 




“Oh, no!
Don’t go telling Aaron, he’ll ask all kinds of questions, and would make a real
mess.” 




“But if I
take it, the accounts will come up short,” Abigail said. 




Darcy turned
away, putting more things into her satchel. Though she hid her face, Abigail
could tell she was in tears. She was scared. 




“You
know, I could probably fool with the books a little,” Abigail considered
aloud. “I could loose a hundred dollars here or
there. Aaron sometimes has me doing the company accounts. I’ll offer, and he’ll
be delighted for the help.” Even suggesting it, the idea seemed
ridiculous, but then, she’d never the irrepressible Darcy looking so frantic. 




“Oh, god,
you’ll probably get in trouble,” Darcy said, as she turned back around.
There were tears, but also a little relief. 




“If I do
it right, nothing will show up, and Aaron will never know. If I mess it up…
” she shrugged. “What the hell is anoth-er
spanking on my butt?” She smiled. 




“Good,
god,” Darcy exclaimed taking Abigail in her arms for a hug. “You’re
the dearest friend I’ve ever had. The only friend I’ve ever had.” 




“Just you
wait here,” Abigail said, pulling away from her. “And keep your fin-gers crossed.” With that, Abigail flashed her friend a
comforting grin and raced down the stairs on her way to the mill. 





 









Chapter
Four





 






 





After
breakfast Abigail Barrow went out to hang laundry on the line: bedclothes that
she’d washed at the crack of dawn, when she couldn’t sleep for thinking of
Darcy Greenwood. The proverbial brat and dear best friend had left her under
such dreadful circumstances, she’d been wondering for three days if the young
woman had escaped the clutches of the man who was after her. Abigail wasn’t
even thinking of the crime she’d committed herself to help Darcy: with hardly a
second thought stealing the hundred dollars from her husband Aaron’s mill.
However, the very idea of pilfering the money was perpetually in the back of
her mind, as she knew the consequences of being found out by Aaron would be
disastrous. She didn’t even want to think of how her husband would punish her.




Looking about
her, at least the day was a clear cool one at eight in the morning. Aaron was
at the mill, she was tending to her work. Hopefully as the days passed, she could
clear her mind and let her troubles fade into memory. Breathing deep, she let
the morning air fill her lungs. She sighed and looked toward the clear blue of
the sky and the gently moving trees in the distance. Then bending down she was
about to take another sheet from her basket and fix it to the line.




“Pssst, pssst,” Abigail heard
the sound call her from her pleasant moment, “Abby,” the whispered
voice was unmistakable. She jerked around.




“Darcy!”
Abigail exclaimed. 




“Shush.”




Abigail heard
the woman’s raspy voice, but she could barely see her. The redheaded Darcy
Greenwood was at the edge of the house, hidden by a tall hawthorn bush.




“What are
you doing?” Abigail gasped, seeing her friend’s weary face, and tom
clothes.




“Shush!”
Darcy repeated. Abigail could see the concern in Darcy’s expression as the
woman motioned Abigail to her side.




“Whatever
is going on?” Abigail asked as she moved several paces to where Darcy was
crouching down at the ground trying to stay out of sight.




“He could
be anywhere,” Darcy said. 




“Who?”




“You
know. That guy that wants me. Burt.”




“Did he
follow you?” 




“I think
so.”




“Darcy,
this looks a lot more serious than you told me when you left,” Abigail
exclaimed. 




“It is.
But I can’t explain now. You have to help me. I need food and some clothes,
that’s all. I’m staying in the old barn just off the road.”




“At the
burned out house?” 




“Yeah.”




“Why
don’t you stay here?”




“No!
Never! I’m not going to get you involved in this.”




“I
already am.”




“Abigail,
don’t be stupid. All I need is a little help, and I’ll be on my way.” 




Looking down
at her, Abigail could see that Darcy’s cheeks were flushed and her eyes were
without the piss and vinegar that she always associated with her friend.
“Are you okay?” she asked, reaching down to feel her forehead.




“Yeah,
I’m okay.” Darcy shook her off.




“I’m all
right, this has been going on since I left. It’s due to break soon.”




“Well,
you’re not going back to a drafty old barn. You’re staying here.”




“No, I’m
not!” Darcy shot back. “I just need to you to dress me up in a nice
dress so I don’t look like myself, and then get me some food.”




“Well at
least come inside while I’m getting your things.”




“No. I’d
rather wait here.”




When Darcy was
stubborn, she was impossible to reason with. And she was being impossible now.




Caught up in
Darcy Greenwood’s sordid life once more, Abigail’s heart was beating fast,
knowing for certain that no good would come of this foolishness. But, as usual,
she couldn’t deny Darcy what she wanted. Casting a furtive glance about her, to
see if anyone was watching them, she decided that they were quite alone, and
she moved swiftly toward the porch. After scurrying about the house for several
minutes gathering the things that her friend needed and a few she’d forgotten
to mention Abigail returned to the old hawthorn bush to find Darcy practically
sleeping against the side of the house.




“You
can’t be serious about this, Dare,” Abigail whispered to her. “You
come inside, and I’ll take care of you.”




“No, I
won’t,” Darcy said waking up. She grabbed the bundle of things from
Abigail’s hands began dressing in the old, but very feminine frock that Abigail
had brought her.




“I though the bonnet might help?” Abigail said.
“Hide your hair.”




“Yeah,
that’s great, just what I need.” 




“I don’t
like the looks of this at all,” Abigail said shaking her head.




“I know,
and that’s why I’m going to put as little burden on you as possible. I’ve
already gotten you too involved.”




“I want
to help, Darcy, I just want to do it right.”




“Believe
me, you’re doing the right thing. Now if you could just casually walk with me
to the road, like we’re two old friends.”




“I’ll see
you to your hideaway, thank you,” Abigail said indignantly. “You’ll
see I can be stubborn too.”




“Okay,
but that’s all,” she replied. “So how do I look?”




The wisp of an
urchin woman stood up, looking much more fashionable and demure than she would
ever look if it had been her choice. Abigail wanted to chuckle seeing Darcy
looking so commonly attired, but the seriousness of the moment prevented that
first feeling to surface.




“You look
like a regular church going young woman,” Abigail replied with a smile.
“Though you also look terribly sick.”




“Yeah, I
just need to lay down. Let’s go.”




The walk to
the old barn was little more than a mile down the main road. The two women
struck out looking like old friends going for a morning stroll. Reaching the
old barn, it was clear that Darcy had stayed there every night since she’d left
the Barrow home. Tucked away in the corner of the sagging building there was a
spot of fresh hay where she’d made her bed, along with a few things that she’d
been traveling with. Making certain she’d be all right, Abigail stayed with her
awhile, finding water to cool her forehead and quench her thirst. Time past,
Abigail not thinking about how long. She hated to leave Darcy there, especially
when she was sick. But nearly lunchtime, she had little choice but to leave,
lest Aaron discovers she’d been away without his knowledge.




“I do
have to go,” she said, drawing away from Darcy.




“I’ll be
all right,” the redhead assured her.




“But I am
coming back this afternoon to check on you,” Abigail said.




“No,
please,” Darcy pleaded in her weak voice, though she hardly had the
strength to protest. The woman was tired, her body limp from the exertion of
the day, and she let her head fall back against the pillow of straw, drifting
off to sleep.




Seeing how
sick she was, Abigail was determined to return that afternoon. Making that
resolution, she left the barn. And closing the door quietly behind her, she
briskly made her way down the road home. To Abigail’s dismay, the moment she
crossed the doorway into her kitchen she knew she was in for trouble. Aaron was
there with eyes flashing, and a terrible grimace on his handsome face.




“Where
have you been?” he blared. 




“I, I uh
… ” She stumbled over her words. Oh! Why hadn’t she gotten her story
clear in her mind? She mourned silently to herself. Aaron was never there at
11:00 in the morning, and finding him home left her totally flustered for some
reasonable excuse. Though none came.




“Since
that escapade of yours to Old Hannah’s, I thought we agreed that you wouldn’t
be going anywhere without telling me?” Aaron reminded her.




“But
Aaron …” she started.




“Don’t
but me,” he seethed. “You still think you can take off without
letting me know, my fair brat, you have another thing coming.”




“Aaron
please,” she tried to protest. 




But Aaron only
motioned toward the kitchen table. “You know exactly what you’re getting.
I don’t care what great excuses you have.”




“Aaron,”
she pleaded in a singsong voice, which only made her husband look more stern.
“Over the end of the table and raise your skirt,” he ordered.




“Don’t
you want my explanation?” To that point, Abigail still hadn’t thought of
something, but perhaps on the spur of the moment something inspired would come
to mind.




“No, I
don’t,” Aaron said unexpectedly. “Over the table.” The stare he
leveled at her was chilling, so she was shivering in her shoes, and scared to
move. But Aaron’s next command changed all that. “You want the cane
too?” he barked.




“No!
No!” she cried.




“Then
skedaddle,” he roared.




Abigail was in
tears, but compliant. How could this keep happening to her? For an instant she
almost ignored his command, hoping she could spit out the whole shameful tale
of Darcy’s woes, but by the look in her husband’s eyes, he would hear none of
it until she’d been thoroughly punished. Moving toward the kitchen table, she
bent over, while out of the corner of her eye, she watched Aaron remove his
belt from around his waist. She turned away, too scared to look anymore, and
reaching for the far end of table, she grabbed on for dear life.




Abigail having
not raised her own skirt, Aaron reached for the hem of his wife’s dress and
tossed the long garment up over her behind. All her naked glory showed. The two
white orbs of her bottom were gleaming, ready to be blistered red by his
leather belt. Standing back, Aaron eyed Abigail’s behind for a few seconds. How
many ways he lusted after her fine rear flesh, though on his occasion, it was
only the lust of righteousness that moved him, as his anger with her swelled.
He was glad for the right to punish her, since it seemed to be the only thing
that would get his message through to his rebellious bride even if he had to
periodically repeat it.




Doubling the
long leather in his fist, Aaron reared back and then let the belt fly. 




Smack! The
first strike, a nasty one, was a prelude to the entire hotfired
whipping. Abigail jerked hard at the blow, and cried out something she rarely
did with a first smack. As the smacks rained down, her feet were dancing a
frenzied jig, each strike stinging so profoundly, her only recourse was to let
some of the pain free with her squirming and the impassioned howls. Though she
was in an agonizing fix, pleading with him at every strike, Aaron didn’t say a
word and didn’t change his ruthless pace. With a determined methodical
precision, he laid the strap across the two jiggling orbs, not pausing even
once, until they were red from top to bottom.




“Yeow! Gawd no! Please!” She
stomped her feet in their staccato dance, jerked her bottom as if she could get
away, but that only caused the descending leather to hit her tender sides where
the sting made her agony worse yet. Her pointless efforts for some display of
mercy were met only with more strikes, though at least for one instant Aaron
paused.




“How
could l possibly deserve this?” Abigail wondered in the all too brief
moment. “Such a small offense.”




“Please
Aaron, I can’t take anymore,” she let out her best protest. “Please
no.” 




He stopped for
an instant. “No, you say? I think I’ve been too easy on you,” he
finally spoke. “But not anymore.” 




“Yeawww!” One especially hard strike whipped about her
ass cheeks, the tip of the belt catching not her hips this time, but the high
on the front thigh quite near her sensitive pubic mound.




“You, my
little lady, are going to behave yourself, or you’re going to find yourself
with a bottom so sore, you’re never going to want to sit.” He was finally
letting up the smacks as his lecture took over. “I’m not going to keep
repeating myself, do you understand?”




“Yes,”
Abigail managed to sob.




“I have
very few rules, but I expect them to followed. Is that clear?”




“Yes, yes
it is.”




Aaron leveled
a final smack right in the middle of her sore behind. She jerked once more and
then collapsed against the end of the table, realizing that her husband was
finally finished.




Usually after
she’d been punished, Aaron Barrow’s anger was spent, and there was some kind of
comfort in the aftermath. But this time, as her husband pulled Abigail up to
standing, it seemed his expression was as severe as it had been when he first
began.









“I’m
sorry, Aaron, I really am,” Abigail said as she wiped her tears away.




“Good,”
he said, though his face didn’t change a bit.




“I am
sorry, my love. Is something else wrong?” she asked, worried by his
expression. Abigail stared at her hus band’s waist as
he was replacing the leather belt. It made her shiver to see it, horrible,
strange and even sometimes wonderful feelings were ignited by just looking at
the formidable thing. Unfortunately, at the moment, the tension between she and
Aaron was worse than ever, and there would be no sweet passions this time.




“Yes,
Abigail there is something wrong,” Aaron replied to her question.




She looked up
at his face now more troubled than grim.




“Please
tell me.”




He cleared his
throat obviously uncomfortable with his next words. “There’s a shortage in
the accounts at the mill,” he said.




Abigail’s eyes
widened. “A shortage?”




“Yes. I
hate to think that I have a thief in my employ, but if I can’t figure this out
in the books, I’ll have to assume … .” He didn’t finish.




“You
suspect someone?” she asked. 




“No. I
don’t. That’s just it.” 




“Perhaps
you were robbed by some intruder?”




He shook his
head. “There’s no evidence to point to that.” The more Aaron
considered the matter, the more it was clear he was disturbed. He eyed his wife
and then looked away, then eyed her again, as if he wanted to say something but
didn’t know how. “You don’t suppose that Darcy … ” he began.




“Aaron
no!” Abigail exclaimed. “How could you ever…”




“Very
easily, considering her past.” 




“But that
was the past.”




“I just
don’t know, I just don’t know.” He shook his head and breathed out a
heavyhearted sigh, then walked toward the door. At the last minute he turned
about and leveled another penetrating stare.




“If you
know anything, Abigail, you’d better tell me,” he said.




“You know
I would,” she said meekly in response.




Did he hear
how her voice quivered, or see how her knees were knocking under her skirt, or
how her whole body tensed up at his warning? Leaving straightaway, she hoped
that all those clues to her guilt passed him by.




And with the
stew he was in, she imagined they had. But once alone, Abigail broke out in
tears, thinking of her whole horrible morning, and the awful dilemma she was
faced with. Her lies, her deception, stolen money, a sick friend and a husband
that was watching her every move. At least for the moment there would be no
going anywhere. Strange, he hadn’t even asked her where she’d been certainly
that was a slip of the mind. When he finally did think to ask her, she’d need a
better answer than her earlier tonguedtied attempt.




Aaron returned
for lunch just an hour later. His mood had not lightened, and the couple ate in
silence, until he pushed away from the table and rose to leave.




“I have
to make a delivery up the mountain. I trust you’ll behave yourself while I’m
gone?” he asked.




“I
wouldn’t dare not to,” Abigail said with a faint grin, and she reached
around and felt her still sore behind.




“Good,”
he nodded, and he turned and left.




Ah! It was the
chance she was looking for. There should be plenty of time to get to Darcy’s
barn and back before Aaron returned from his trip of the steep mountain trail.
He wouldn’t likely be home until at least five that evening.




A half hour
later, just to make certain that there hadn’t been a change of plans, Abigail
put several oatmeal cookies in a bundle and dashed toward the mill where she
could see with her own eyes that Aaron was indeed leaving for the afternoon.




“Here. A little peace offering,” she said, handing him
his favorite cookies. “You forgot them at dinner.”




“Thank
you,” he nodded. He gave her his first smile since early morning. 




“And
should I plan our supper late?” 




“No, I
should return by four, by five if the high road is bad, but I don’t suspect
so.” 




She nodded as
if she was happy to hear that news. “Then I’ll see you in a few
hours.” Her most charming grin was melting his dour mood even more. And
leaning over he gave her a kiss on the mouth. If there weren’t so many secrets
between them right now, she would have been heartened by the affectionate
gesture. She expected that her unsuspecting husband would be good company in
bed that night, she could even feel herself swoon a bit letting the strength of
his nature, which always aroused her, tickle her body in a delicious way.




Abigail waited
at the mill while Aaron hitched the horses to the wagon, and then waved gayly to him as he pulled out of the mill yard. Once he was
out of sight however, she made her way straight to the house, and gathered a
few things together, knowing that she would have to move fast to make the trip
back to Darcy without being found out.




“My,
you’re looking better,” Abigail exclaimed as she watched Darcy sitting up,
sipping the mug of soup that she’d brought her ailing friend.




“I am
feeling much better. The fever broke. Though I imagine, I should sit tight
another day.”




“I would
say so,” Abigail said sternly. “You still don’t look very well.”




“So how
did you make out with being away?” Darcy asked.




“What was
that?” Abigail would rather have avoided the question.3




“With
Aaron, you dummy. He didn’t find out you were gone?”




Abigail
blushed before she could lie. “He caught me, I’m afraid.”




“Oh,
drat! I’m sorry.”




“It was
just a little licking he gave me.”




“He whupped you too? That nasty varmint!”




“I
deserved it, Darcy. You remember his warnings about my gadding about anywhere I
want?”




“Yeah, I
know. I’m sorry I’ve gotten you into this, I really am.”




“I know.
But some things you just have to do, even if the consequences are bad.”




Darcy gave her
an appreciative smile. “But you better be getting home now,” she
said.




“You’re
right about that, I won’t be late this time.”




“You’re a
real friend to help me, Abby. But you get on now, before you get your behind
blistered again.”




“I
will.” Abigail stood up and looked down at Darcy. She did look much
better, enough for Abigail to think that the worst of her woes were over.
Grabbing for her bag, she headed for the barn door. But opening the creaky old
thing, she immediately stopped short.




“My, my,
my, what do we have here?” a scraggly man snickered at her. He leered at
her with his toothless grin and an unshaven face.




“Who are
you?” Abigail asked.




“I sees
you have the little thief in there,” the man said, as he looked beyond
Abigail.




“Who are
you, answer my question?” Abigail ordered.




“Seems if
you know Darcy Greenwood, you should know who I am. I’m the man she’s running
from.”




“Leave
her alone!” Darcy called out, realizing what was happening. The sick young
woman’ rose from her straw bed and made her way to the door. “Abigail
leave, just leave,” her friend encouraged her. Abigail looked back as
Darcy approached and the scraggly scoundrel lurched forward and grabbed Abigail’s
wrist.




“Oh no,
you don’t, you’re not going anywhere,” the man’s leering scowl informed
her.




“Please!”
she tried to wrench away. 




“Get your
hands off of her,” Darcy snapped. She was on the old man in an instant,
but it was an instant too late. He’d pulled a knife out of nowhere and had it
at Abigail’s throat.




“You want
to try that again?” he seethed at Darcy.




Darcy’s eyes
flashed, her anger raged, but there was nothing she could do that wouldn’t put
her best friend in mortal jeopardy.




“Don’t
hurt her. She’s just my friend, Burt.”




“Really?”
the man said, turning to eye Abigail close up. His breath right in front of her
nose was foul from liquor, but Abigail was too terrified to show anything but
her trembling fear.




“Please
let me go,” she said timidly. 




“Maybe,”
Burt said. He eased off a bit with the knife, but he didn’t loosen his grasp on
Abigail’s wrist. “This the one that gave you the money?”




“No one
gave me the money, Burt,” Darcy said.




He looked from
Darcy to Abigail and back again. “I think you’re lying. This is the missus
from up the road. These fine clothes. You were staying with her, and all of a
sudden you have my money. I’d bet. . “




“Burt,
you have your money,” Darcy said. “What more do you want?”




“I want
it all,” he said.




“What’s
that suppose to mean?” Darcy replied.




“I
thought that the hundred was all I’d get from you. But now that I see what a
fine wellheeled lady that we have here, I know
there’s a lot more.”




“Please,
I don’t have a penny,” Abigail informed him.




“Oh?
Where’d you get the last?” 




“Please.
I couldn’t possibly,” she protested.




“Listen,
Bart,” Darcy said with her eyes going dark as coal, her temperament filled
with a biting fire. “Let her go. This is my argument, not hers. I swear
you do anything to hurt her, I’ll kill you!”




“My, how bold you are, when it’s a knife at her neck,” he
sneered.




“Burt,
you’re being stupid,” Darcy went on. Abigail could tell that Darcy was
nervous, the little twitch in her jaw, her fin gers
clenching and relaxing. But they were gestures that the man didn’t notice.




“I’ll
tell you what,” Burt said. “I’ll let her go, but she’d better be
coming back tonight with another pocketful of cash, or she could assume that
her dear Darcy is going to have a very rough night.” Burt jerked Abigail
towards him and then released her. “You hear me, little lass?”




“Yes, I
hear you.”




“Abby,
don’t pay any attention to him,” Darcy said. “He won’t hurt me. He
can’t. Now go.”




Abigail stood
stock still for what seemed like an eternity. Her mind had gone blank. Not
filled with options, or immersed in a thousand quandaries of how to get out of
the wretched predicament, there was not a single thought in her brain. Never
had her life been so threatened. All she could think of was the miracle of her
husband’s face rising behind the old man. But that didn’t happen.




“Abby go,
run!” Darcy called to her. 




Shaken into
consciousness again, she looked about, thinking of flight, but not yet moving.




“Abigail,
run!” Darcy shouted at her. With that, Abigail legs began to move swiftly,
taking her out of the barn and towards the road.




“Don’t
you dare come back!” Darcy shouted more.




“You will
if you want to see your friend alive!” Burt yelled.




Abigail turned
back to see the devious drunkard clutching Darcy’s arm in his and hauling her
at knife point toward the interior of the barn.




Abigail didn’t
catch her breath until she was in her own yard. One glance up the hill toward
the mill, she was thankful to see that Aaron had not yet arrived home. And
after all, he shouldn’t be home, it was hardly three o’clock. Standing for
sometime by her windfilled laundry flapping on the
line, she contemplated her last hour, knowing that as much as she desired this
horror to be over, the situation was more dire than ever. She couldn’t leave
Darcy to the wiles of that awful man, but what recourse did she have? She could
confess everything to Aaron, but with the vivid chastisement she’d received
earlier in the day still fresh in her mind, she couldn’t imagine what the
outcome might be.




Finally going
inside the house, she put some water on for tea and sat down to think. Her
brooding seemed to lead in circles there being no end to the dilemma that
swirled about her. To save Darcy was the most important thing. But how to do
it? Thinking of the scoundrel, Burt, she suspected that his bravado was more
the liquor in his system than real threats. He wanted more money, and saw a way
in her to have it. If only she could give him something to placate him. Money
was out of the question. She wouldn’t take from the mill again. But some
bauble? A mildly valuable piece that he could trade for cash. Why wouldn’t that
work?




There was
little of great value in the Barrow household. Aaron was a simple man, and
Abigail had never wanted much jewelry and fancy things not the way her mother
did. But perusing the house, she finally made her way to a small box of
trinkets that she’d kept hidden in her bureau. There was nothing special there,
except one old broach that her Aunt had given her on her wedding day. The
setting was a horror, and she’d never wear it, but there was obvious value in
the obsidian stone, enough perhaps to appease the seedy scoundrel that was
holding Darcy hostage.




Making her
choice quickly, Abigail wondered if she’d have time enough to get back to the
barn before Aaron arrived home. However that decision was quickly made when she
heard her husband’s footsteps downstairs.




“Is that
you?” she called to him from the upstairs hallway.




“And who
else would it be?” Aaron blared up at her.




Fast returning
the broach to its box, she made her way down the stairs to her husband’s
waiting arms.




“My, what
a change in you!” she exclaimed, feeling the warmth from his generous hug.




“Ah! I
was rough on you today,” he said, “as well I should be, but perhaps
we can put that aside for awhile.”




“Oh, I’d
be happy for that,” Abigail replied. She tucked her head into his chest so
that she could feel the beat of his strong, powerful heart. It was some comfort
amid her terror. If only it could steady her until she had Darcy out of danger.




“My,
love, you’re trembling,” Aaron said, noticing her shivering shoulders. He
pulled her away from him just enough to see her face. Tears that she’d not
expected were running down her cheeks.




“I’m
sorry about today, Aaron, I really am. I guess there’s always been a defiant
streak in me. And I know you want to tame it so it doesn’t get me in
trouble.”




“How well
you understand,” Aaron agreed with her.




She was on the
verge of telling him everything even though it might mean another session with
his belt. But Aaron was thinking other things, of how aroused he was, how his
loins were aching to satisfy the raw need that had built up over the day. He
was used to Abigail being just as aroused by a session with his belt, and
expected her to respond to him eagerly. To not respond … it was out of the question.




Gathering her
up in his arms, Aaron mounted the stairs taking his wife to bed. His hands were
on her everywhere, under her skirt, kneading her once wellworked
bottom cheeks, caressing her breasts, and finding his way between her thighs
where she was warm and moist. He fondled her gently and sometimes rudely as if
to remind her he was dominant, and who would be in control though that was
hardly a matter of concern. Abigail was as compliant as a lamb, hoping this
union with her husband would heal the rift that had occurred that day.




Pressing his
erection between her opened thighs, he entered her, hearing the sweet sounds of
bliss from her lips, as she moved with him to a sharp and vivid climax. Their
pleasure was extended long after the moment as they lay for awhile in each
other’s arms, until Abigail was reminded of the prickly dilemma of Darcy and
the awful man that held her life in his hands. Just about that moment her
sleepy husband opened his eyes and gazed on her.




“You look
beautiful, my love,” he said, softly. “And I’d love to stay here all
day with you, but … “




“You have
to go back to the mill,” she finished for him.




His kissed her
tenderly on the forehead. “Afraid so,” he said. “But at least
you know I still love you.”




“You were
rather harsh with me this morning,” Abigail conceded.




“Because
you earned it,” he said sternly as he rose from the bed. “But that’s
all in the past love, as long as you’ve learned your lesson.”




Oh! She wished
she had though she knew the moment she heard his words that she’d be violating
his edict as soon as she possibly could.




It was just
after midnight. The moon was high in the sky, the round orb sending its light
to earth, the beams of it coming through_ the window shining across Abigail’s
face, as she lay awake. Awake, not just for the light in her eyes, but because
she was waiting. Every minute that ticked by was a minute of dread, as she
wondered how Darcy was faring with Burt. If only she hadn’t been sick, she was
sure her friend would have accomplished some escape. But in her weakened
condition, Abigail wasn’t sure if Darcy had the strength to throw off the man
with the knife.




Abigail knew
what she had to do. As soon as she was sure that her husband was sleeping
soundly beside her, Abigail planned to sneak out and go to Darcy, take the
broach to Burt, and hope that it would be enough to get rid of him. And yet the
longer she waited, the more she dreaded her task.




Finally
hearing the gentle sounds of her deep sleeping husband, Abigail carefully
pulled the covers back and crept from bed. With her heart pounding the whole
time, she opened her drawer and pulled out the jewelry box, taking the Obsidian
broach from inside. Noiselessly returning the box to its place, she turned to
find the dress she’d laid out before they’d gone to bed. Throwing it over her
head, she pocketed the broach and then picked up her boots. With one sidelong
glance at Aaron, just to make sure he hadn’t stirred, she slipped quietly out
of the room and closed the door. Down the stairs and through the house, she
tiptoed barefoot to the kitchen door, then slipped her boots on her feet.




The kitchen
door creaked when she opened it. Waiting for an instant just outside, she
listened for any noise from upstairs, any signs at all that Aaron had heard her
leave. Then thinking she was safe to make her fast exit, she pattered down the
back steps and into the yard.




While the full
moon lit her path, she was anxious to take cover under the trees on the other
side of the yard. She had the weirdest feeling that from some corner of the
property or even the house, she was being watched. The chill racing up her
spine made her shiver. What if it was Aaron? But that couldn’t be, he was
sleeping like a babe. Maybe it was Burt himself having followed her home hoping
to rob her house as they slept, or worse yet, slit her throat and leave her to
die? So petrified, she almost turned around and retraced her steps, but
something else together halted her progress.




“Abigail!”
She heard her husband’s shout rise above the din of voices in her head.
“Abigail! She heard the second shout again when she didn’t immediately
halt.




Good God! What
should I do now! She lamented.




Her head was
spinning, her feet hardly seeming to touch the ground, and then as if some
spirit outside her was help ing her make the
decision, she stumbled over a rock and fell to the ground. By the time her
senses awakened from the sudden jolt, Aaron was fast moving across the yard
pulling his britches up around his waist, a shirt around his chest.




“Where
the hell do you think you’re going!” he blared at her.




Aaron never
swore at her, though she hardly expected anything less considering the
situation.




“I was .
. . ” she started, but then stopped, not knowing what to say.




“You have
exactly two seconds to tell me the entire truth,” he said.




Her hesitation
was much longer than that, and before she could begin speaking, Aaron’s strong
arm had pulled her to her feet. He hauled her a few yards away, where he sat
down on the stump of a fallen tree. Going over his lap a second later, Abigail
was howling, trying to get him to stop; but his hands and purpose were far too
sure for her. He began spanking her behind with a flurry of angry strikes.
Pausing only to raise her skirt so that he could have her naked bottom to
paddle, he began again, laying on each sharp, nasty stroke with relish. After
several minutes of the howling, smacking, wriggling conflict, he finally
stopped though he did not let her up.




“You have
an answer for me now!” he barked, as his spanking hand rested on her hot
behind.




“Aaron,
yes, yes I do,” she filled the sliver of a second he was giving her to
speak. She could tell his hand was poised and ready to spank her more.




“I want
the truth, and nothing less,” he warned.




“Yes,
yes, I promise,” she gulped. Her vow to keep the silence about Darcy had
to end. There was just no other choice. And still, that decision made, she
found no words. Two sharp smacks of Aaron’s hand against her bottom stung hot,
reminding her of Aaron’s command.




“I was
going to Darcy,” she finally blurted out.




“You
what!” He spanked her twice more.




“She’s
hold up in a barn down the road a piece. You remember that old burned out
house?”




“What in
heaven’s name is she doing there?”




“Oh,
Aaron, it’s all so complicated.” 




“This
wouldn’t have anything to do with money taken from the mill, would it?” he
asked.




Abigail
gulped, chagrined, glad that Aaron couldn’t see her face and all the guilt that
was written there.




“Aaron,
she’s sick, really sick, and this horrible man is holding her hostage.” 




“What
man?” he asked.




“Some old
critter named Burt. He’s got something on Dare, and …”




“I want
the truth,” Aaron reminded her with a few smacks to accompany his order.




“I was
taking him my Aunt’s broach so that he’d let her go.”




“Abigail MacPhearson Barrow, you’re playing a blackmailer’s
game,” Aaron declared.




“I had
to,” she said. “He pulled a knife on us, and he only let me go when I
promised to bring him back some money.”




“Good
Lord, what have you gotten yourself into?” By that time, Aaron was so
aghast at the revelation, that he pulled her up to look her in the eye. Sitting
her on his lap, he held her tightly to him, a hand clutching one sore rear
cheek.




“Tell me
now, from the beginning, everything!” he said.




Abigail took a
deep breath. It was so hard to speak with tears threatening and her head
pounding and Aaron staring at her in the inky, moonlit darkness. “Darcy
came to me yesterday morning,” she heaved breathlessly, “and … she
asked me to help her out with food and clothes. She was terribly sick, I
couldn’t not help…” She stopped to catch her breath again.




“And . .
. ” Aaron eyed her sternly, waiting for her to continue.




“I helped
make her comfortable in the old barn. I wanted her to stay with us, but she was
so afraid that Burt would come after her here, and she didn’t want to put me in
any danger.” 




“But you
ended up in danger anyway,” Aaron reminded her.




“In the
afternoon, I went back to her. I was so worried, her fever was high and she
seemed so weak.”




“You went
back in the afternoon, while I was gone?”




Abigail gulped
chagrined and nodded.




“I
see,” he said. “So I presume Darcy did take my money?”




Abigail looked
away from him, her expression sheepish.




“No, I
did,” she said reluctantly.




“You took
the money?” His hand took hold of her chin, forcing her to look at him.
“She was desperate, Aaron.”




“And
she’s with this blackguard now, who’s blackmailing you for more money?”
Aaron asked.




“Yes, in
that old barn.” She turned and looked toward the road.




“And you
say he has a knife?” Aaron asked.




“Yes, a
long, black shiny one.” 




“No
gun?”




“I don’t
know, I don’t think so.”




In the
moonlight, Abigail could see the grim expression on her husband’s face was as
filled with worry as it was anger. Abigail, without a shawl or coat, found her
herself hugging her arms in the chill of the night air.




“Let’s
go,” Aaron said, making up his mind. He stood up, pulling Abigail with
him. Taking her by the hand firmly, he led his wife back to the house, as if
she was a naughty child, not a grown up woman. Inside, she watched as he
silently put on his coat from a hook on the kitchen wall, and then reached into
the closet to find his rifle. It always made her shiver to see him load the
deadly firearm, but this time more than usual, considering the nature of his
concern.




“You’re
going after her?” Abigail asked.




“Yes,”
he said.




“Shouldn’t
I go with you?” she asked meekly.




“No!”
Aaron blared. “I’ll have enough to worry about getting Darcy away from
this ruffian. And I warn you, Abby, you budge an inch from this house, you’ll
be paying for months. You hear me?”




“Yes,
sir,” she replied. “Aaron, I’m sorry for everything.”




“I’m sure
you are now that you see your utter foolishness. But you’ll have plenty of
opportunity to pay for your mistakes, when I get back.” His brown eyes
flashed in their hot dark way, so she was certain to get his message. “Now
lock the doors and windows. If the man’s no more than a bully, which I suspect
is all he is, I should be back within the hour.”




Aaron left
briskly, Abigail watching from the kitchen window as she saw her husband cross
the yard, enter the barn and emerge a few minutes later on horseback.




It was
terrifying waiting for Aaron to return, not knowing what might greet him at the
barn. Certainly her virile young husband was more than man enough to handle
Burt, but still, the danger to him and her best friend could not be diminished.
All kinds of frightening thoughts raced through her head as she paced the floor
waiting for Aaron’s return.




Over an hour
later, Abigail finally heard the sound of hoof beats in the yard. Racing toward
the kitchen windows, she saw Aaron with Darcy riding in front of him. Flying
from the house, ready to grab them both, her act was met with a nasty scowl
from Aaron.




“I told
you not to leave the house!” he said.




“But . .
.”




“Get back
inside, we’ll be there in a few minutes,” he ordered.




Stopped short,
Abigail was bewildered. But she had no choice but to obey Aaron’s command. And
returning to the kitchen, she stood at the doorway and watched as the two
dismounted the horse and Aaron led a somewhat limp and weary Darcy inside.




“Put her
in her room, she needs some sleep,” Aaron said. “And then you come to
bed. I think we’ve had enough excitement for one night.”




“But tell
me what happened,” Abigail asked as she took Darcy into her arms.




“I’m sure
Darcy will be glad to share the story but in the morning,” Aaron said.
“Now we all need our sleep.”




As Abigail and
Darcy made their way together up the stairs, the weakened young woman whispered
the details of the harrowing night.




“It was
horrible, Abigail,” she began. “Burt glared at me all evening long.
He was drinking, getting more surly with each gulp of liquor. I tried twice to
leave, but the man has a dark heart. If I’d only been stronger, I’m sure I’d
have gotten away. But then Aaron arrived. Put the wrath of God in Burt. Knocked
him out, tied him up and before we came home, he roused the sheriff to take
care of him tomorrow.”




By the time
Darcy had finished the sketchy tale, the two were in Darcy’s bedroom. Abigail
was pulling off her friend’s damp clothes and tossing a nightgown over her
shoulders. Pushing her into bed, she pulled a hefty comforter over Darcy’s
exhausted body.









“Abigail!”
Aaron spoke sharply from outside the door.




“Yes,
yes, I’m coming,” she replied. 




“I’ll be
all right,” Darcy whispered to her. “I’m better, I really am, but I’m
so tired.” She didn’t have to say more, for she was fast asleep before
Abigail left the room. “Aren’t you going to say anything?” Abigail
asked her stoic husband once she’d joined him in their bedroom.




“Talk about
tonight? No. There will be plenty of time to talk in the morning. Right now
you’re going to sleep and so am I.”




“Aaron
please, let me explain,” Abigail cried.




Aaron gazed up
at his sorrowful looking wife, but he wasn’t moved by her sad face.
“Explanations are not important now. But your growing up, my fair brat,
is. And that we’ll talk about in the morning.”




Aaron said no
more, but climbed into bed, making it clear that he expected Abigail to follow.
Fear and wonder filled her heart, as she thought about the punishment he was
likely to mete out. She could already feel a warm sensation on her bottom. What
was worse however, was what Aaron meant by “grow up”. She couldn’t be
sure what he had in mind. One thing she was sure of, their young marriage had
clearly taken a dramatic turn, and life in Aaron Barrow’s house was certain to
change.





 









Chapter
Five





 






 





Abigail and
Aaron Barrow sat at the kitchen table eating their breakfast in silence. All
Abby could think about was her horrible day with knife-wielding scoundrel, a
furious husband and a sick best friend. She had a lot to worry about.




“You’re going
to punish me, aren’t you?” Abigail said breaking the silence, as she sipped
from her mug of steaming coffee. She didn’t even want to think of how her poor
bottom was going to pay for this most recent travesty, but it was hard not to.
Aaron had already warned her she’d be disciplined before he went off to rescue
Darcy, and she knew this would be a harrowing one.




“You think I
need to?” Aaron asked her. For a man as angry as he’d been the night before, he
had an almost amused looked on his face as he eyed his penitent wife.




“Well, I was
sure you would,” she said. “After all the…”




“After all the
what? The lies, the deceit, the thievery, the utter stupidity of your plans
with Darcy?” He seemed to be enjoying giving her a full litany of her crimes.




“Aaron wait,”
another voice rang out. Darcy appeared in the doorway interrupting the couple’s
conversation. She looked dressed and ready to leave the house, with her satchel
of belongings in her hand. “Don’t punish her,” Darcy went on. “It’s really my
fault.” 




Aaron eyed the
incorrigible brat for an instant, his expression quite stern. “What’s between
my wife and me, Darcy, is none of your business,” he said.




“Whip my ass
for this, Aaron,” Darcy said. “I’m sure it could use a good walloping right
now.”




“You’re right
about that,” Aaron agreed. “But right now, brat, you’re going to march your
sick body up to bed and get your rest. Your constitution wouldn’t take the
licking I’m going to give you. You need to get well.”




“No, Aaron.
I’ve got to leave now. I’m better off getting away from you and Abigail. All I
am is trouble.”




“Trouble you
are,” Aaron said. “But that doesn’t change the fact that we’re your friends,
and if you weren’t so damn independent in the first place, you wouldn’t be in
this fix. Now get upstairs where you belong. And get well.” He was adamant.




It was rare to
see Darcy put in her place. But she didn’t seem to have the strength to argue
more. She trudged back up the stairs, and after watching her all the way, Aaron
turned back to his breakfast.




“So was this
all Darcy’s fault?” Aaron asked his wife. “You were just an innocent pawn in
her foolhardy games?”




“No, Aaron, it
wasn’t all Darcy’s fault,” Abigail admitted. “I was just so desperate.”




“Don’t you
suppose you could have told me at the beginning that she needed money? Do you
think I’d have denied her? Do you think I’d have left her to the wiles of that
vagrant, bully?”




“I… . I,
don’t know.”




For all his
calm earlier, Aaron’s temper was beginning to rise, but just slightly. He still
spoke in a calm measured voice.




“Well, you’d
better know, my love. You’re the most important thing to me in this life. What
troubles you, troubles me, what trials you face—even if they’re trials with the
likes of Darcy Greenwood—are trials that we’ll face together. If I can’t expect
honesty from you, always the absolute truth, then we don’t have much of a
marriage, do we?”




“No, I suppose
not,” Abigail said, a little taken aback by the ferocity of Aaron’s lecture.




“There’s no
doubt you’ll pay in many ways for this stupid stunt, but for now I want you to
think about your misadventure of the last few days and what it means for us.
When you’re ready to take the first installment of your correction, you come
get me.”




“You’re not
going to do it now?” she asked.




“No.”




“You’re going
to made me decide?”




“Yes.” His
grin was absolutely devious. The amusement that had begun their morning had
returned. And having finished his meal, Aaron rose from his seat and walked out
of the house, leaving a stunned Abigail to stew in the juices of what her
misguided behavior had wrought.




Abigail
wrestled with Aaron’s message most of the morning. The thought that she might
have averted the whole horror of the past week with just a little honesty had
never really occurred to her. She realized how one lie led to another, and
another, until she was so steeped in her deceit that there was no way out. What
was worst of all was how she’d disappointed Aaron. In spite of his sometimes
ruthless tactics to keep her in line, he did love her beyond words. The measure
of his love had been proven by his faithfulness to her, even when she was so
reckless with the truth. The more she thought of what her behavior had caused,
the more guilty she felt—as if she might have put her whole marriage in
jeopardy, even though it seemed that there was nothing that Aaron wouldn’t
forgive her for.




With all these
realizations, it felt as if she couldn’t remain the feisty adolescent anymore.
She was growing up, perhaps that was what Aaron was trying to tell her. If she
wanted her marriage with Aaron to succeed, there were some childish notions she
had to give up.




It was the
middle of the afternoon before Abigail made her way to the mill. Aaron hadn’t come
home at the dinner hour. She was sure he hadn’t just so she’d have to brood by
herself over her impending punishment. She marveled at how her husband could be
so wise and honest and at the same time understanding, in his own way. And how
resolved. He’d placed the question of her discipline in her own hands, making
it one she’d have to ask for.




As Abigail
approached the mill, she trembled knowing how fierce her punishment was likely
to be. Her whole body tingled, but especially her bottom, as if her bottom
cheeks were already rosy red and hot for the paddle that she held in her hands.
Yes, she’d chosen the paddle deliberately, because she liked its sting least of
all. If this was to be a payment on her account of misdeeds, she wanted it to
be a big one.




Inside the
mill, the sounds of the machinery filled her ears, so as she approached Aaron
at his work, they couldn’t think of conversing about anything without shouting.
She was glad that Aaron’s two employees didn’t take much notice of her, though
she imagined that from the corners of their eyes, they could see what was about
to take place. Replacing words with a simple sign language, Abigail watched as
Aaron motioned her to his office at the other end of the mill. When he didn’t
follow her immediately, she sat down in a chair and waited for him, noting how
each instant that passed fueled the ever-present agitation in the pit of her
stomach. When Aaron finally came through the door, she could hardly speak for
her nervousness.




“So, is there
something you want?” Aaron asked, when he closed the office door behind him,
and the sound of the mill was slightly muted.




“Yes, well. .
. .” she tried.




“And what is
it?” he asked as if he had no idea.




“You’re going
to make me say it?” she wondered aloud.




“I’m going to
make you very conscious of this one, Abigail McPhearson
Barrow. So tell, what is it you want?”




“I want to
make amends to you. I don’t want anymore lies, ever.
I hate this, I hated it when it was happening. But I guess I just didn’t
realize how understanding you might be. I want to make it right. And I promise
it’s not going to happen again.”




Aaron looked
at her as if he didn’t believe her.




“Aaron, I know
my lies were foolish.”




“And
dangerous,” he added.




“And
dangerous. I know that I often behave like a kid, and well,” she hedged. “I
don’t want to be a kid anymore.”




“Humph.” Aaron
mulled over her confession with a calculated interest.




“I am
sincere,” Abigail said, her words taking a pleading tone. “And … I think
that I need this,” she said handing him the wooden paddle.




“Just once?”




“No,” she
hesitated. “But I’ll let you be the judge of that.” 




Aaron took a
deep breath as he took the paddle from his wife’s hand. 




“You know, I
actually think you’re sincere this time,” he said. “But I don’t have any
illusions about your future behavior. You’re going to have to prove your
trustworthiness to me. Trust between us took a big step backward this week.”




“I know,” she
agreed.




Aaron stood in
front of her, leaning back against the edge of his desk looking down into her
soulful eyes. She could almost hear his thoughts, though she waited anxiously
for him to speak.




“Well,
Abigail, what I’m going to do is blister your bottom with this today.” He
smacked the paddle on his hand so she could hear the noxious sound. “And,” he
continued, “once a week for at least the next four weeks.”




Abigail’s eyes
widened hearing her sentence, but she said nothing.




“And,
in-between your sessions over my lap, you’re going to pay with a bit of hard
labor right here in the mill. You and Darcy both, once she gets well. You’re
both going to pay me back and then some, for the money you took and the worry
you caused.”




“I guess we
deserve that,” Abigail admitted.




“You know you
do.”




“And are you
going to paddle Darcy too.”




“What do you
think?”




“I think she needs
it,” Abigail answered.




“Well then,
don’t worry, she’ll get her due, though it’s you I’m most concerned about. It’s
you that I love with all my heart.”




Such a strange
mix of messages, the affection from his heart, the sternness of his resolve,
the dedication to their relationship, and the ruthlessness of the sentence
passed for her crimes. Did she deserve it all, the love and the punishment? She
wasn’t sure, but she’d take it all to make right what she’d managed to mess up
so well.




With the
confession over and the sentence passed, Aaron reached for his wife and pulled
her to her feet. Sitting, his broad lap was ready and waiting for her
submitting body.




“Just for good
measure, to start this right, let’s remove the dress. It’ll be out of the way.”




In the mill,
with squealing sound of sawing boards the only accompaniment to the scene,
Abigail obeyed her husband, removing her dress and placing it on her husband’s
desk. She stood before him with just a simple shift and her stockings, feeling
much like the child she’d always been. Rebellious, that’s how she’d always
lived her life, and so there had been many scenes just like this between father
and daughter, and now husband and wife. Abigail shivered to her core, knowing
that while she dreaded the next awful minutes, there was a rightness to the
scenario. It always set thing straight. Even though now, Aaron was asking
her—and she was asking herself—to give up the lies, the childish pranks and the
behaviors that made her little more than an unruly adolescent. She really hoped
that this chastisement would be the last real one she’d ever have.




“Come here,”
Aaron motioned her to his side.




She walked on
tiptoe in fear, how many times she’d gone through this, the same trepidation
always made her weak. At her husband’s side, she was over his knee a second
later, his firm warm hand pulling the shift up over her behind exposing the
target of his designs. 




He waited for
at least a minute, perhaps deliberately to make the moment more impossible to
deal with. Though Abigail said nothing. By the time the first smack landed,
she’d been lulled into a little mindless reverie, and the impact woke her
instantly with the sound, the sting, and the howl that issued from her lips.




Another smack
followed the first, another and another, until in a very few minutes time the
sting was an appalling burn. Efficiently, Aaron leveled the paddle, first on
the center of her cheeks. When it was clear that she was hurting badly in those
two places, he moved the smacks around, making sure to cover every inch of her
once lily-white skin.




“Oh, my god,
Aaron, I can’t stand anymore,” she finally wailed.




The punishment
had been at least ten minutes long, though she had no way of really knowing.
Aaron paused for an instant hearing his wife’s complaint.




“Can’t stand
anymore? You want to quit now?” he asked.




“Yes, yes, oh
yes,” she gasped, hoping that he was finished.




“Sure, I’ll
stop now,” he said, “but it just adds up, my darling. What you don’t get today,
you’ll next time.”




“Oh, no, you
mean you’ll just make the next one longer?” she asked.




“I certainly
do. But it’s up to you.”




“Oh, please, I
don’t know.” She was crying hard, afraid to go on and afraid to stop, and it
was all her choice. “Okay, go on,” she finally said as she gritted her teeth
and clenched her bottom cheeks.




Aaron resumed
the spanking, starting up again where he’d left off, the wooden paddle landing
strike after strike against punished red flesh. She cried, she kicked, though
it didn’t matter. The loathsome paddle landed like a rain of fire until it
seemed that she was beyond pain, and her cries became sobs and her body was
much too weary to take anymore.




In the quiet
that followed, Aaron let his wife rest against his lap. He ignored the
temptation to fondle the fiery hot orbs. It would be a delicious treat for them
both to take her tingling body to the brink of an erotic moment. But she
wouldn’t learn her lesson that way, and he had to divorce himself from the
tremendous desire. That would wait for another time.




“All right,”
he said sternly. He pushed her a bit off his lap, until she got the message and
struggled her way to her feet. “Now, until the burns fades, you’ll stand in the
corner,” he said. “Hold your shift in front of you. Over your bottom so I can
seen when the red is gone.”




Abigail,
having thought that the worst of the horror was over, looked at her husband in
disbelief. “But what if someone comes in?” she protested.




“Then someone
will see,” he said plainly.




“Aaron, you
can’t. What if …”




“Perhaps you’d
like a taste of a birch rod?” he said. “I suppose that could be substituted for
a little humiliation.”




“Oh, never!”
she gasped, the very thought of the birch on top of her already wounded bottom
made her quake to her core.




“Act like a
child, I’ll deal with you like a child. We’ll see if you really want to change
your behavior, my rebellious one.”




Abigail could
see the beauty of her punishment. By the time the four weeks were over, there
was little doubt that her punished bottom would be whispered about all over the
mill, by employees and customers too. Aaron would have been paid back for his
losses, and she’d have such a dose of punishment so that she would forever
remember the consequences of her bad behavior. 




Taking her
place in the corner, holding her shift in her hands, Abigail’s heart pounded
hard as the minutes of the clocked ticked by, and she waited for someone to see
her like this. She hoped against hope that no one would discover the awesome
scene. But, much to Abigail’s chagrin, there was a knock on the door just as
she thought Aaron would let her go for the afternoon. Her husband, proving it
was no empty threat to show her off like this, beckoned the man to enter. 




From the
moment he walked in the door, Abigail was certain that whoever it was stared at
her the whole time he was inside the office. Thankfully, she wouldn’t know,
since she kept her head tucked in the corner, too mortified to meet the man
eye-to-eye.




The only
mention of her penitent state was Aaron’s casually rendered, “a little domestic
discipline,” a comment that made Abigail shiver all the more with
embarrassment. 




“Good idea,”
the man replied. “Let me know if the treatment works, my own wife could stand a
good going over once and a while.”




To that, Aaron
answered with a confident. “It’ll work, trust me, it’ll work.”
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The weeks that
followed were often grim and at other times filled with wild wonderful moments
for Abigail and her husband. Mostly however, Abigail would remember the grim
times. 




Darcy, once
she was well—which only took a few days—joined Abigail in “hard labor” at the
mill, scrubbing floors and windows, hauling small loads of lumber—all these
tasks on top of the ones that Abigail always did to tend to her home. There
didn’t seem to be any time to rest. Abigail figured her husband’s harsh sentence
was intended to keep the two “out of trouble.” And his plan seemed to work.
They were too exhausted every evening to think of anything but a warm meal and
sleep. 




In addition to
the work, every Friday for four weeks—not counting Abigail’s first rude paddling—Aaron
brought the two brats into his office individually and gave them “what for”.
Darcy always went first, Aaron making the shameless young woman raise her skirt
or lower her britches, depending on what she wore, and then bend over the edge
of his desk to receive her punishment. He usually began with a leather strap or
his belt and then finished her off with a dozen good hearty whacks of the wood
paddle. Though she was a stubborn woman, determined not to flinch, Aaron always
continued until the woman “broke”, her bottom usually a roughed-up rash of
crimson and the pain so intense she’d cry out for mercy. Oddly, Darcy accepted
the punishment as justified, and didn’t try to bolt or weasel out of it. Aaron
began to believe that she truly considered Abigail’s plight her own. As long as
Abby was being punished, she would stay and take hers until it was finished.




Each Friday,
Abigail heard Darcy’s woes from outside the office while she waited in a chair
by the door. She would see her friend leave with a chagrined smile. Though she
never said a word, but Abby could tell the young woman was suffering by the way
she gingerly walked from the building. There was no sass or impudence in her,
but a measure of vexation, as the independent and spirited tomboy found herself
confronted by a formidable opponent in Aaron Barrow. 




Unlike her
friend, Abigail was always punished over Aaron’s lap. While in the past that
hadn’t been the case—when going over a table or the back of chair seemed to fit
Aaron’s sense of justice just as well—it seemed important this time that his
wife have the intimate experience of being held closing to him while he
administered her discipline. Such a design did nothing to soften the punishment
sessions however. Abigail found that Aaron could be as ruthless with her in his
lap as he could be at some distance. And being over his lap was more personal.
Since he took her bad behavior as a personal attack against him, he wanted her
to feel that way about it too.




At each
session, Aaron required her to strip to her shift and stockings. She wasn’t
sure whether it was because Aaron was bothered by the bulk of her clothes, or
because it made her all the more submissive to him. In any event, she always
felt meek as a lamb standing before him with little to clothe her body. It
clearly put him in an authoritarian position over her; the very idea of which
made her quake in a strange but remarkable way. For two of the sessions, Aaron
began with his doubled belt, walloping her fast and hard until all her naked
posterior was flaming red. Then for one session, he changed to the paddle in
midstream. For all three sessions, he changed when he was nearly finished,
putting down his implements and striking her briskly with the palm of his hand.
This always had the effect of making her feel even more ashamed of herself.
This, her husband, her dearly beloved husband, with the same hands that loved
her, was chastising her sternly. Of all the sting and all the pain she endured,
this was the worst. It almost felt as if Aaron was crying with her as she would
begin to bellow and wail from the pain she was feeling. At the end, it was
always the same: a few brief moments of rest across his firm thighs and then
she was pushed to her feet, required to stand before him as he verbally reminded
her why these sessions were so important. Each time, she was ordered to the
corner of the office and made to stand there for nearly ten minutes until her
cries were over and her bottom was only a pale pink. To her relief, after that
first maverick session with Aaron, no one entered the office at these intimate
times, as if the men in the mill knew that it was not the time to interrupt the
remarkable couple.




In the
aftermath of these sessions, though it was difficult for him, Aaron never let
his physical desires for Abigail run free. He would have liked nothing better
than to have taken her in his arms right in his office and made love to her,
but he knew that that would not help get his important message across.




At other times
during these weeks, when the punishment sessions were far from either of their
minds, Aaron Barrow was warm and affectionate and very sexual with her. Their
love-life bloomed with such tawdry bedroom scenes it gave Abigail a blush on
her cheeks as rosy as the ones Aaron left on her bottom, just to think of it.
In some remarkable, but completely perplexing way, the husband and wife were
drawing closer each day. Abigail’s thoughts of her husband were more sweet and
sensuous and tender than they’d ever been. For every bit of attention to her,
including her spankings, he thrilled her to the bone.a




You’re looking
especially chipper today,” Darcy observed one afternoon. The two were outside
the mill raking away old leaves and debris that cluttered the yard.




“I am,”
Abigail replied with a sigh.




Darcy smiled
back at her, no doubt she was thinking, this being the fourth Friday, that her
sentence was one session from being over for good.




“You know, I’m
beginning to feel myself coming alive again,” Darcy said. She had a winsome,
kind of wandering look in her eyes. 




“What’s that
suppose to mean?” Abigail asked.




“Oh! I’d give
anything just to put these rakes down and walk up to the steam, take off my
clothes and swim naked in that pond. What do you say? A little moment of bliss
couldn’t hurt. After all, Aaron’s not going to be back until nearly supper
time. What do you say?”




Abigail
thought for a minute. “I’d say it sounds like a great idea, but …”




“But what?”
Darcy asked.




“I guess,
things are so good between Aaron and me right now, I don’t want to mess it up.”




Darcy shook
her head in feigned exasperation. “You’re going to lose your spark,” she said.




“Well, maybe a
little. But, you know there are other things to get excited about these days.”
She was thinking right then of how Aaron had made love to her to passionately
the night before.




“Yeah, maybe
you do?” Darcy agreed. 




Abigail
watched, as Darcy contemplated the thought for some moments, and then as she
put the rake aside by the steps to the mill. 




“You know, I
think it’s time,” she said.




“Time for
what?” Abigail asked.




“Time to move
on.”




“You’re going
to leave?”




“Yeah, I’m
going to leave. You’re a lucky woman to have a man like Aaron. I wish I did,
but there aren’t many around that could hold my interest.”




“Maybe if you
stayed in one place long enough you’d find one,” Abigail pointed out.




“Maybe. But
there sure as heck aren’t any here.” 




“So you’re
going, just like that?”




“Yeah,” Darcy
replied, as if she’d just made up her mind. “You can handle that last session
with Aaron by yourself, can’t you?”




“Sure. I mean
you could have gone anytime. Aaron wasn’t forcing you to stay.”




“No. But my
sense of justice was. But now, I can’t stand the thought of that belt on my ass
again. I think I’ll go before the old guy gets back.”




Abigail
sighed, knowing it was just like Darcy to end things this way. Going back to
raking, she watched as Darcy made her way to the house to get her things. Such
a remarkable friend, a woman with such spirit and wanderlust. She’d miss her.
And yet, she knew that Darcy Greenwood’s fortunes were in a different place
than hers, and hers were definitely with the man she loved. 
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It was nearly
dark when Aaron Barrow returned from his trip up river. For nearly an hour,
Abigail had been waiting for him in his office, expecting her last session with
him. It was a warm night, so warm that she didn’t feel chilled at all waiting
for her husband in nothing but her shift and stockings, just as she imagined he
would want her.




“Abby, what
are you doing here?” Aaron asked, as he came through the door.




“Isn’t this
where you want me on Friday night?” she asked.




“But I didn’t
expect you to wait here for me like this. It might have been a long time, if my
trip had been delayed.”




“That’s okay,”
she said. It’s given me some time to think.” The mill was quiet at that hour.
The machinery silent, the workers had gone home for the day. There was a
peacefulness about the place that she found pleasant, even if she was waiting
for the wrath of the paddle and his hand.




“Think?” Aaron
asked. “Think about what?”




“About you and
me.”




“Oh?”




“Yeah. You
know Darcy’s gone.”




“Looks that
way doesn’t it?” He didn’t seem to care.




“She told me
to thank you for everything, but she didn’t really want to stay around for
another session.”




“You know
that’s her problem,” Aaron said. “There will always be something to take her
somewhere else, so she’ll never really get her feet grounded in anything.”




“I guess
you’re right,” Abigail agreed.




“So what about
you?” Aaron asked.




“Me?”




“Yeah, you’re
here, you’re waiting. You’re not even protesting,” he said.




“Because I
love you Aaron, more than anything in the world. And maybe I’m finally growing
up to be the woman you want. You know today, Darcy wanted me to take off with
her this afternoon. Go skinny dipping in the pond. I thought about it, like it
was just a little innocent thing. But I decided against it. Not that I really
like raking the mill yard, but I guess I just didn’t want to disappoint you
again. And I knew you’d be disappointed. I suppose this whole thing has made me
think beyond myself, think about you and your feelings. Maybe I am growing up.”
She shrugged, feeling for an instant a little foolish with her revelations,
though Aaron didn’t seem to be treating them that way. “Anyway, that’s what I
was thinking about while I was waiting for you.”




“Pretty good
thoughts, I’d say,” he replied.




“You think
so?”




“Yeah. And as
hard as these last few weeks have been on you, they’ve been good for both of
us.”




“But I have to
admit, I’m glad they’re almost over. They are almost over, aren’t they?”




“Yes.” 




“So does that
mean, that maybe, you’ll let this last session go?” she wondered hopefully.




Aaron smiled
and shook his head “no”, then he sat down in a chair on the other side of the
room. “Means nothing of the sort, my fine brat. Come here.”




Abigail’s
heart sank. 




“You’re really
going through with it?” she asked sheepishly.




“You’re ready
for it, aren’t you, dressed in nothing but your shift?”




“I guess I
am.” For the first time all that night, she was shivering, not from cold, but
from that same wickedly horribly wonderful feeling she got just before she was
spanked.




“Over the
lap,” Aaron said, pulling her down.




She was lying
over his thighs a moment later, the palm of Aaron’s hand going down on her
bottom with a flurry of hot-fired strokes.




“Ouch, ouch,
oh no!” she wailed. She wasn’t sure whether the long wait had made it worse;
and she could hardly believe it was true, but this hand spanking seemed worse
than any that she’d had with the belt and paddle. To her surprise, Aaron wasn’t
stopping after a few minutes because his hand was smarting. No, he was paddling
her behind without stopping, one smack after another.




“Ouch, Aaron
please!” she cried.




He just kept
going. Another flourish, then a brief pause, then another. Her bottom was on
fire.




“I can’t stand
it!” she howled.




“Oh, yes you
can. You’ve stood a lot more,” Aaron assured her.




“Ouch, yeow!”




She was in
tears.




The smacks
rained down while she wiggled and squirmed. Throughout the whole ordeal, she
tried to wrench away until she was worn out. She wanted to continue her
protests, but her body was feeling limp and unable to move.




Aaron stopped
at last.




Just like the
other sessions, Abigail remained over her husband’s knees while there was a
moment of awesome quiet when neither said a word and neither one moved. But
unlike the other sessions, just when Abigail expected Aaron to push her from
his lap and make her stand in the corner, he began to fondle her hot behind
with the same palm of his hand that had so ruthlessly spanked her. Unlike the
other times, his intentions were definitely erotic, and it didn’t take but
seconds for her to be swept up in the glorious feelings that were racing
through her everywhere.




“Oh, Aaron
yes!” she changed her pleas. She wanted more, and for all her asking, he was
giving her just that. Aaron’s hand played with her ass cheeks, and then dropped
between her slightly parted thighs and began to caress her womanhood until it
was too difficult for either one to hold back any longer. Pulling her off his
lap and into his arms, he moved her to the desk where their love making
continued. Penetrating her swiftly, he held her close to him as they rocked
together into the sweet crescendo of body bliss. Both exploded with an orgasmic
moment, as Aaron’s strong hands massaged Abigail’s magnificent rear cheeks.
Exhausted in the aftermath, the two fell together into the chair where Aaron
held his wife on his lap and they hugged close. It was hot and stuffy in the
mill office, but neither one was considering that at the moment.




“Does growing
up mean I can’t have mischievous thoughts anymore?” Abigail finally said,
pulling away from her husband just enough so that she could see the expression
on his face.




“What kind of
question is that?” Aaron asked, suspiciously.




“A mischievous
one,” she said.




“I think you’d
better explain.”




“Well, when
Darcy suggested that we take off and go skinny dipping in the stream, I really
did want to go.”




“But you
didn’t want to upset me,” Aaron said.




“No, I didn’t
want to upset you, but even more …” Her eyes held a devilish gleam that
he’d seen so often from her—one he treasured even though he had a right to be
suspect of it. “Even more,” she went on, “I wanted to go with you.”




Aaron looked
at her surprised. “You mean you wanted to run naked with me into the night, and
dive into the water and play? Is that the kind of naughty, mischievous thoughts
you were thinking of?” he asked.




Her look was
coy and womanly and alluring, and very appealing. “Exactly,” she said.




Aaron flashed
her a dazzling grin while his eyes gleamed merrily. “No, my love, growing up
doesn’t mean that you can’t have mischievous thoughts anymore,” he said. “As
long you’re including me in your plans.”




With that, the
two stripped down to nothing at all, and venturing out into the sultry warm
night, they made their way together to the stream and the pool of warm water
and the lush comfort of each other’s arms.




“Cooling the
fire on your bottom, Abby?” Aaron asked her, when they were embracing in the
fine feeling liquid. 




“I don’t know
if I want to. It feels awfully good,” she replied with a wicked smile. And they
kissed again, and he slapped her bottom a dozen more times before the night was
over, and they both began to think that the rebellious bride had finally been
tamed. Though only time would tell.
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