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  A Note To My Readers: For those spanking buffs who might be unfamiliar with the Shakespearean classic, “The Taming Of The Shrew”, this story makes allusions to the main character of the play, Kate, one of literature’s original “brats”. Petrucio is the man that tames her, though alas, not with spanking; and Bianca is the sweet girl on the sidelines, who later learns a lesson in submission of her own. You can enjoy this story without needing to know anymore about these fascinating characters.


  


  Lizbeth


  


  


  
A Comedy of Errors


  Amid the rehearsals of The Taming of the Shrew …


  


  “C’mere dear one,” he said, in his most resonant tone of seduction. She was teasing him with her eyes, and he wasn’t about to let her get away with it.


  She was a bawdy wench, Lilith, with few morals. She knew that going to bed with this fierce and tender “man in tights” as she called him, would be heaven.


  “You have to catch me first,” she whispered, as she shook her head and her behind, with the same lewd motion. She turned and tried to scamper out of the dressing room, only to be hauled back by his strong hand.


  “You’re going no where, my pretty,” he murmured, as he pulled her close. Planting his face between her breasts, he smelled the perfume of some sweet cheap toilet water and her sweat. He let the fragrance cover his face, as he moved from one breast to the other, from one exposed nipple to the next, as he pulled down the front of her 16th century costume.


  She was oblivious, not even thinking, in some fairy dreamland, having his rough bearded face pressed into her soft home. She ran her fingers through his thick blonde hair, and simply moaned, throwing back her head as his nibbles turned into testy love bites.


  “You belong over my knee, you little shrew,” he charged, as he pulled away from her breasts, remembering who he was about to fuck.


  “Ah! I’m not the shrew in this cast,” she countered readily.


  “Yes, but you’re the one I’m taming, remember?” His hand reached down to the hem of her dress and explored inside the massive costume for her flesh, for her legs and thighs. The sumptuous feel of quivering womanly flesh was a treasure in his hands. He pressed his advantage to go deeper.


  “You’re taking advantage of me,” she protested without pulling away from him.


  “Of course I am, wench, you want it, don’t you?”


  “But you said you’d spank me for openers.”


  “And what’s wrong with that? You’d be surprised how aroused you’ll get.”


  He had her ass in both hands, her voluminous skirts were all over the place; but he’d captured the place he wanted: her round wide cheeks. He grabbed a handful of each cheek and squeezed hard as he parted her rear cleft, opening it for further exploration.


  “Oooo, stop that! It hurts!” she said without using a smidge of complaint in her voice. She spoke in a husky soft melodious voice, that with little effort could carry for miles.


  “You want more, don’t you?” he charged.


  “Hummmmm, we’ll see,” she murmured while she felt his hands feel their way around every inch of her private places. He moved with such grace, teasing where he never should have been. She hardly knew him, but she allowed him entry, and a whole lot more. She was not the kind of woman who could help herself. And he was the kind of man that would not easily stop.


  


  When he suddenly pushed her away, she jerked awake from the dazed sensuality she’d succumbed to.


  “You don’t want me?” she asked, startled.


  “Oh, I want you Lilith darling, but I want you on my lap, over my knee, bending kindly to my wishes.” He smiled broadly.


  “And it won’t hurt?”


  “Love taps, I promise, a nice blushing red, and you’ll be cumming like a whore.”


  “Whores don’t come,” Lilith replied. She looked at him suspiciously.


  “You want in my bed or not?” he asked, nonplused.


  “You’re a scoundrel,” she charged back, though there was a magnificent smile on her freckled face, and her tousled red hair seemed to dance about her.


  “You wouldn’t like me otherwise,” he said. “Now, come here, I need to lift your skirt and lay my eyes on that ass of yours.”


  She tittered like a school girl, blushing wildly, her cheeks a splash of red. She tiptoed to his side, and he proceeded to pull her over his thighs.


  He yanked down the mountain of skirts.


  “Hey, you’ll tear the dress,” she said.


  “If I do, so what? It’s my theatre.”


  He had a point, she thought, but she loved this costume.


  “Just unhook the back, it will come right off,” she explained, while trying to maintain her balance, and her aplomb as she teetered on his lap. He followed her instructions, and her legs and ass were quickly bared to his expectant gaze.


  “No underwear? You saucy little tart, you’re such a blatant slut,” he said, seeing all that naked flesh in front of his eyes.


  “I like to woo,” she explained.


  “You wooed me well, now for your just desserts.”


  “Not the main course?” she shot back.


  “That comes later.”


  He eyed the fine ass for a long time, admiring the way it jiggled when he moved his legs underneath her. He liked fat asses like hers to spank. Hers wasn’t really fat, but it was generous, voluminous, fleshy, lots to dive into. He needed this kind of voluptuary to maul. He liked women like Lil that loved the tease and the fuck as much as he did.


  A quick strike, and there was the red imprint of his hand appearing in the middle of one white cheek. A second strike and another red imprint appeared on the second cheek. He spanked her with a liberal flourish, laying on good hearty smacks one after another, until all her fine rear flesh was a sweet pink.


  “Oooo, you nasty bastard, this is beginning to hurt,” she said without really being hurt.


  “You like it though,” he said. He continued with the spirited spanking, letting his sexual fires grow, just as his cock was growing too.


  “What! You’re getting off on this?” she exclaimed, noticing his rising dick as it pulsed against her.


  “What did you think I’d do? Seeing your bottom like this is an aphrodisiac.”


  “You’re a kinky bastard,” she charged.


  “I never said I wasn’t,” he agreed. He let his hand continue raising the color pink to red, until the sassy woman was squirming so much he couldn’t contain his erection, or Lilith on his lap.


  “What did I tell you,” he charged sweetly, as he lifted Lilith from his legs and pushed her to the nearby couch. Drawing down his tights and pulling out a swollen manhood, he parted the waiting woman’s thighs and found home, planting himself inside the succulent opening.


  “Ah, ah, ah yes!” She had a marvelous panting style, that voice such sensuous music.


  “Awwww Gawd!” he groaned, moving in against her tighter still, then he began a brisk hard banging screw. She was a glorious ride. He especially found her squeezing inner muscles a delight to his hard flesh.


  He looked delightedly at the expression of joy on her face, her head thrown back, her mouth parted and panting, and her eyes closed as if there was something magical on the inside of her mind.


  Her legs did a fine shimmy under him, and she orgasmed first. Ah! Never let them tell you they don’t like spanking, he told himself again, just before he came himself. They rocked together until the lusty sensations had passed, and they fell together, a heap of sweaty flesh.


  


  “Mr. Shakespeare, I need to speak to you,” a voice came from outside the room, instantly violating their well conceived peace. “Can I come in?” the female voice further asked.


  “No, no you can’t,” Orlando shouted, but the door opened anyway, and a dark-haired young woman stood on the threshold looking in.


  “I have to talk to you about rehearsal tomorrow,” the woman announced.


  “Can’t you see you’ve interrupted me,” Orlando charged nastily. “Have you no couth at all? Who are you anyway?” he asked, not knowing who the girl was. He was pulling himself from Lilith, the poor woman’s legs still widely parted showing off her wet cunt. A fact that didn’t seem to faze the woman at the door. Orlando pulled his tights back in place, his prick still noticeably bulging, it had not yet shrunk back to his non-erect size.


  “You told me to talk to you after rehearsal, that’s why I’m here,” the intruder spoke again. She was a fascinating thing, coal black hair, and eyes that looked the same; they seemed to reflect no light at all, they were that dark. Though on close inspection, Orlando noticed that there was a hint of green coming from them. Strangest eyes he’d seen in a long time. She had pale skin, and the loveliest looking hands he’d seen on a woman in sometime.


  “Who are you?” he asked again.


  “Tempest,” she said.


  “Ah, yes, what is your real name?”


  “That is my real name, on my birth certificate,” she replied defiantly.


  “Well, Miss Tempest, you’re ill-mannered and rude,” he informed her.


  “I wasn’t intending to interrupt anything. But I had to have an answer before I left the theatre, and I didn’t know how else to get it.”


  “That makes you impatient too,” Orlando added, sarcastically. He ran his hand through his messy hair and waited for her to speak.


  “I’ve decided being aggressive is the only way I’m going to get noticed, and get anywhere with my acting. To refresh your memory, you said I fit the part of Bianca. I wanted to see if you’d made your final decision.”


  Orlando smiled, and shook his head; the woman transfixed him as much as she annoyed him.


  Lilith was casually combing her hair on the couch. Still naked from the waist down, she wasn’t about to be usurped by this interloper. Thank god they’d both orgasmed, this woman would likely have stopped them in the middle of screaming, she was that single minded.


  “Be a sweetheart, Lil, and take off a while, we’ll get together later,” Orlando suggested. He gave Lilith his most charming smile, and pulled her to her feet, pushing the bottom half of her costume in her arms. “Later, don’t go too far. Promise?” He was thinking of taking her again before the night was over, they’d really just begun. There was so much more woman to explore there, and he imagined that round rear of hers would enjoy another punishment as much as he would. He watched her still pink buns jiggle away.


  Drawing Miss Tempest into the room, Orlando closed the door.


  “Sit down,” he said. His voice instantly bristled, his words curt.


  Tempest sat, and looked up at the actor/director, not upset at all with the man’s abrupt change, if she even noticed.


  “Now, who are you again?” he asked.


  “Tempest. I auditioned for you last week. I understand that I have the understudy’s part of Bianca, and I’m aware that your Bianca quit the play yesterday. So, I’m here to take her place.” She almost sounded as if she rehearsed the speech.


  “That hasn’t been decided yet,” Orlando told her, trying to get it clear what the actress wanted.


  “I’m the best for the role. I was better than your original actress, and you’ll see that. You want me tomorrow?”


  “I want you to shut up first,” Orlando charged. “You’d probably make a better Kate,” he mumbled to himself, as he paced slowly back and forth, continuing to run his hand through his hair as he looked down at the expectant woman.


  “Of course I would make a terrific Kate,” she jumped on the notion. “You want me for that part? I practically have all the lines learned.” She looked up at him hopefully.


  “Oh, yes, now I remember,” Orlando’s face lit in recognition. “You’re the one that staged a temper tantrum on my stage a few days ago.”


  “That was not a temper tantrum, we were simply having creative differences; but I’m sure that we can iron things out.”


  “We can iron things out?” he said with a laugh. “Haughty little bitch, aren’t you.”


  “I beg your pardon?” she answered back indignantly.


  Orlando’s eyes suddenly went dark and he fixed the actress with a lethal glare. “Let’s get things straight, Tempest, my dear Tempest.” He was clearly mocking her, and she didn’t like it. “This is my theatre and I direct. I also act, I do anything I damn well please, exactly the way I want to do it. You, on the other hand, are just an actress, a sweet budding one at that. But if you’re planning to be part of my cast, you will follow my orders. You will take my direction. You will wait for me to decide who plays what part. You think you can remember that?”


  She didn’t reply, just looked at him in awe.


  “You get it clear, we’ll get along fine. Otherwise, you can take your impudent, childish, discourteous manner somewhere else.”


  “I just … .” she tried to speak.


  “You just nothing, I’m speaking now.” She was taken aback by his abruptness. “You were good, yes, but you aren’t the only actress in the world, and I can replace you in a second. That means you button your tongue, mind your manners and don’t ever, ever open my door without an invitation. You got that?”


  She didn’t answer.


  “You understand?”


  “Yes,” she said quietly. It was clear that she didn’t want to say it at all.


  “Good. Another thing? You might remember, since you seem to be so self-willed.”


  “What’s that?”


  “I’ve been known to have alternative means of keeping my cast members in line, specifically my female cast members.”


  “Certainly you’re not talking about … “


  “About sex? No.”


  “Oh.” She looked bewildered not knowing what he meant.


  “Before I fire a cast member, if I’m particularly pissed off at them, but I think they might still have a place in my play, I often spank their naked touches to get my message across.”


  “Spank?” She looked at him dumbfounded.


  “Yes, very hard, with a belt or paddle or my bare hand.” He waved his palm in front of her, with a slightly threatening gesture.


  “You wouldn’t dare,” Tempest replied.


  “You wouldn’t want to try me,” he said, with a smile. “Now get out of here, be at rehearsal promptly. And if you ever want to act in any theatre in this town, you’ll behave yourself as a professional, not the bitch you’ve been with me.”


  Tempest nodded, rose from the chair and exited the room, trying to decide if she had won anything or not. She had a part in the play, she guessed. Perhaps that’s all the triumph she could expect.


  


  With Tempest gone, Lilith returned to the dressing room to continue where she and Orlando had left off.


  “She’s quite a bitch,” Lilith said, when they were safely alone again.


  “Oh, I told her I’d spank her if she gets this way again,” Orlando said with a laugh. “Should have scared her enough to get her cooperation. I thought it was just a good joke.”


  “Do you have to keep her at all?” Lilith asked. “I mean, isn’t she just going to be trouble. She’s already antagonized just about everybody with that arrogant glare of hers.


  “She’s a damned good actress,” Orlando said remembering the brilliant audition she’d had. “Better than you are my dear,” he informed the lusty woman. “But, not likely better in bed.”


  “You really are horrible, Orlando,” Lilith purred, though she was taken in his arms, and happily letting him pull away her massive costume one more time.


  


  Summarily dismissed, Tempest remained outside Orlando’s dressing room door, considering the man who’d just challenged her. It was rare to find anyone, least of all a man, who would confront her, and she rather liked it, in a bizarre sort of way. Orlando would be quite a catch, she thought to herself; though that business of spanking was clearly absurd. Yes, the director may have taken “round one” of their contest; but it was hardly over. In addition to priding herself on being a great actress, she knew she was a devastating femme fatale, who could easily woo men into submission. She knew she’d have no trouble with Orlando Shakespeare, once she got under his skin. And she was all the more enticed by that nasty bulge under his tights. Winning this man over would be a pleasure.


  


  
Some time later … .


  


  “I’m late, how’s it going?” Orlando asked, running down the side aisle of the theatre, practically out of breath.


  “Rocky, if you ask me. Little princess Tempest up there wants to do the scene her own way,” his assistant director Grey informed him.


  “And how’s that?”


  “Exactly the opposite of what you wanted.”


  “I see. Why don’t you run it for me,” Orlando suggested.


  “On your marks again,” Gray shouted to the cast.


  The two watched the scene unfold.


  “See what I mean?” Gray whispered.


  “Yeah. Little interpretive genius,” Orlando commented. He admired her spunk, even if it was misplaced.


  “But you didn’t want it that way,” Gray reminded him.


  “No. That interpretation would work for Kate, but not for Bianca.”


  “Gee, I wonder why?” Gray said sarcastically. “You’d better explain it to her. She’s pretty well pissed off the entire cast, and I know she’s pissed me off. I’d fire her.”


  “You just have to know how to handle her,” Orlando said, with a pleasant smirk. “Tempest,” Orlando called out, getting the brunette’s attention. “You remember how I asked you to rehearse this scene?”


  “Yes, but it works better this way,” she retorted immediately.


  “Well, it’s very nice acting, but it’s not what I want, so you do it my way. Run it again from the opening.”


  Orlando stepped back and let his assistant direct the scene.


  “She didn’t change a damn thing,” Gray said exasperated when the run through was over.


  Orlando didn’t say a word this time, but raced up to the stage apron, and jumped up with ease. He motioned Tempest aside.


  “You seem to have forgotten, my dear, there is one director here. That is me. Gray just follows my instructions. You, play the scene my way, or I’ll find someone else.” He was pleasant but very sincere in his gentle admonishment. It wasn’t like Orlando to scream until he was really pissed off. Then holy hell broke loose, and there was no one who wanted to be within ten miles of the man. Now, he was as calm as a sleeping puppy, but very pointed.


  Not knowing Orlando’s disposition, Tempest offered yet another objection. “You’re making a mistake,” she said. “I know this character, I know how to play Bianca. You’re getting in the way of my performance.” She had a way of screwing up her face when she was excited, her cheeks were blushing and her eyes began to flash. There were muffled “Ooos” and “Ahhhs” throughout the listening cast members. It was almost predictable the outcome of this battle, they could have cast lots on the how long it would take before Orlando took the actress backstage.


  “If there is a mistake, Miss Tempest,” Orlando explained patiently, “then you can let it be my mistake, not yours. I trust you’re actress enough to change your style to accommodate me?” He was painfully patronizing.


  “Certainly,” Tempest answered, as if the director was besmirching her competence as an actor.


  “Then show me,” he said. His eyes for just an instant flared with a spark of anger.


  His “Bianca” was taken aback, but she was into character again before she could truly understand the meaning behind this brief conference with Orlando. Unfortunately, her lack of appreciation for Orlando’s sincerity would be a disastrous error in judgment.


  Orlando watched the scene from the wings, the luscious bosomy Tempest hardly changing an inflection in her crisp clear voice. She moved just the slightest bit differently, but it was the same Bianca that came through - Tempest’s Bianca, not Orlando’s. She was one stubborn hellion.


  “Tempest,” Orlando called sharply from his position, moving forward to where she stood.


  “How was that?” she asked, thinking her changes appropriate.


  “Dreadful,” Orlando answered. He assumed a cool calculating posture and stared the actress down. The tension filled moment seemed so brimming with possibilities. It was explosive, though Orlando took great pains to contain his emotion. “Do you know what I did to Lilith the night you so rudely interrupted us in my dressing room?” the director finally asked her.


  “No, I don’t know that. I wasn’t paying attention,” she replied.


  “Well let me show you.” He briskly took the woman by the hand, and leading her to a convenient chair at center stage, he sat down, pulled her over his waiting knees, and began to spank her bottom, that was looking very luscious in its next to nothing pair of stretchy lycra shorts.


  “What the hell are you doing!” Tempest roared the instant the first smack landed. She kicked and screamed for all she was worth.


  The cast surrounding them watched delighted by the sight of Miss Prima Donna getting her due. Several applauded the action, and offered jeering whistles of approval.


  “Stop it now, you fucking asshole!” Tempest shouted. Her legs were all over the place, while her hands tried desperately to cover her smarting bottom.


  Orlando, oblivious to the raging woman, continued his fiery blast, laying one blow after another on Tempest’s wiggling bottom. The smacks were hard and jolting, and went right through her garment. If one were to peak underneath, it would surely be blushing with a fine red hue. When her hands went up to cover her behind, he grabbed them with his large left hand and pinned them against her back.


  “Stop this now!” she stormed, and stormed again, but it was to no avail.


  “Do you want to do the scene my way?” the director finally asked her.


  “Get your bloody hands off of me!” she answered.


  “Do you want to do the scene my way?” Orlando repeated, his voice rising, as did the fury of his smacks.


  “Stop this now!” she wailed again.


  “I want an answer.” He accompanied the demand with several more fierce smacks.


  “I won’t,” she vowed.


  “Then I won’t stop.” He started in again, zealously spanking the wiggling bottom with great gusto. The steady staccato rhythm looked so fierce, the watching cast stood there in awe of it. Though they’d often heard about Orlando’s infamous spankings, few had had the opportunity to view one first hand.


  “Stop!” Tempest was crying, still flailing her legs, though some of the spark that began the foray was beginning to diminish. Either she was too exhausted, or she realized that she was not going to win this battle. It would only get more painful.


  “You do the scene my way?” Orlando repeated his initial query.


  “Yes, yes, I will,” she wailed at last. “Just stop. Please!”


  And true to his word, Orlando slowed the spanking, then stopped altogether.


  Before the director could prevent her from doing otherwise, Tempest bolted from his lap, and then from the stage. The humiliated crying actress disappeared behind the curtain. It was clear, there would be little more accomplished, at least until she had recuperated.


  “Start with Act III, any scene she’s not in,” Orlando ordered. “And don’t get sloppy just because I’m gone,” he said, charging off. He needed to recuperate himself; it had been a long time since he’d had such an unwilling woman over his lap. He didn’t know whether to feel depleted or inspired.


  


  Retreating to his dressing room, Orlando poured himself a glass of wine and ran a cool wet cloth over his sweaty face. It was all an act, all this magnificent drama, not just the play, but life itself. Ah, how could she not see it? What was the woman trying to accomplish being such brash little brat? “My god, she’s was the kind I’d like to fall in love with,” he said aloud. “If I could stand her. If she could stand me.” He chuckled to himself, and downed a gulp of wine. “I suppose I’d better find her, or see if I have to replace her,” he thought to himself.


  Leaving his dressing room, Orlando listened for the sounds of his actors rehearsing the play. He wondered where the well punished actress could have gone; and he turned toward the ladies dressing room, an obvious place to start his search. Before he got there however, he practically ran into the object of his search, both of them jolting back at the sight of the other.


  “I’ll be going,” Tempest announced, when she’d gathered his wits.


  “Going where?” Orlando asked.


  “You don’t want me in your play, I have other places I can be.”


  “Oh, but I do want you in my play, I wouldn’t go to such lengths if didn’t want to keep you.”


  “You certainly have a strange way of showing it.”


  “You don’t find getting your bottom paddled, affectionate?” he asked. He replaced his anger with a teasing good humor. “You should find out what it’s like bare-bottomed.”


  “You’re fooling with me, and I don’t like it,” she said indignantly.


  “And I don’t like actresses who act like bitches,” he said. “You get back to the stage, apologize to the cast, and get on with the play.”


  “I can’t do that!” she exclaimed.


  “Oh, yes you can, and you will. You’re too good an actress, and too proud a woman to go down so ungraciously. Remember, you’ll have to work with these people at one time or another in your career, as long as you work in this town. You might as well mend the fences now.”


  He’d gotten to her. Pride. Professionalism. Career. Just plain stubbornness would not keep her away. She hated the humiliation, but the humiliation would be worse if she left, and that made her angrier still.


  She bit her lip, and gave the director a foul looking glare for a woman so innately beautiful. “I’ll make amends as long as you don’t spank me again,” she said.


  “I won’t promise that,” he advised.


  She was hoping he’d give just a little, but it was clear he had the upper hand.


  “Okay,” she said. “But never again, you understand, never again.”


  “Never is a very strong word, Tempest. Don’t let yourself get caught in its trap.”


  He watched the chagrined and confused young beauty sashay her way back to the stage. And thinking it better to leave her alone in her moment of embarrassment, he returned to his dressing room to bask in the triumph.


  


  The embarrassment was far worse than the pain of her spanking; but Tempest managed to get through it with an uncharacteristic self depreciating laugh at herself that the cast accepted in good humor.


  What was most remarkable about the incident over Orlando’s lap was the force, the delicious power of man that spanked her; and the most provocative yearning that this act had initiated in her loins. Thinking about the episode later, she blushed to herself, knowing that despite what she’d told him, she really couldn’t wait for another journey across his knee, just to see what lovely things would follow. Maybe this escapade wasn’t a waste after all..


  


  ***


  


  “It’s looking good,” Orlando said to the assistant director. “You think our bratty Bianca has her scenes right?”


  She’s coming around. A lot of power there. Probably should have been your Kate. She plays the bitch much better than a gentlewoman.”


  “I know, but I wanted to stretch her talent, see what she could do. We’ll have created quite an actress before this is over.”


  “I never know where your mind’s at, Orlando, sometimes you amaze me,” Gray said. “But if I didn’t know you better, I’d wonder that you’re falling for that woman.”


  Orlando shrugged, he was not about to disagree. “But how to woo her,” he said, as if he was exasperated with the process of deciding. He’d been deliberately close to this actress over the last two weeks. He’d made quite certain of that. He was affectionate, warm and seemingly forgiving, something he believed that Tempest found intriguing.


  “Maybe just old fashioned flowers and a nice dinner,” Gray suggested.


  “Maybe, but that seems a little too mundane.”


  


  
A surprising proposal …


  


  Tempest heard the buzz at her apartment door, totally perplexed with who might be visiting her at this hour, when she was about to go to bed. It was nearly ten thirty, an early hour for a hard working actress, but she was dead tired.


  Looking through the peep hole, she saw Orlando’s face staring back at her. Undoing two chain locks and the dead bolt, she opened the door.


  “What are you doing here?” she asked. She had to admit that she was glad to see him.


  “Can I come in?” he asked.


  “I’m in my robe, it’s kind of late.”


  “Your robe doesn’t bother me, if it doesn’t bother you.”


  She opened the door the rest of the way and let the man in. He followed her into the living room and sat down across from her in a black leather chair. It was a strange modern looking piece of furniture that was suppose to be quite comfortable, but Tempest hated it. She kept it only because it was a gift from her father, and because men had a way of gravitating to it right off. Maybe that was why she had it, to attract men. Orlando has easily fallen for it.


  “I’m sorry to bother you at this late hour, but I’m making the final preparations for tour.”


  “Oh?”


  “Our understudy for Kate is still having problems with her ankle, and her doctor wants her to sit this trip out, as strenuous as it’s going to be. I want you to prepare for Kate’s part. Chris will do a Bianca, if I need you for Kate.”


  “You mean it? It’s not some kind of joke?” The possibility to play the lead, Tempest was ecstatic!


  “I don’t go to women’s houses and lie to them at eleven o’clock at night,” he assured her.


  “Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure,” Tempest countered.


  “Do you want the part?” he asked.


  “Of course I want the part, I’m natural for Kate. What I can’t understand is why you have me playing miss sweetness and light, Bianca, when I do play a much better … .” She was searching for the right words to described her best role.


  “When you play a much better “bitch”,” Orlando finished for her.


  “Yes, I suppose that explains it,” she said, only a little sheepishly.


  “You make a good Bianca, that’s why. I do have a good Kate. If you only play roles that are natural to you, you’ll never really be an actress, you’ll just be playing yourself over and over again.”


  Had she ever thought about it that way? Likely not.


  “Maybe you should have said that weeks ago,” she said.


  “I guess it just didn’t come to me then,” he said. “So, now that that’s settled, I suppose I’ll be going.” He said it reluctantly, thinking he would really like to stay a while.


  “A drink perhaps?” Tempest asked, as she saw him about to leave. The words came out as much a surprise to her as they were to handsome man in front of her. But she realized that this was the first time she’d had a private moment with Orlando in some days, and she didn’t want it to end. She gave him a most longing gaze, and he smiled in return.


  “Perhaps I’ll have some juice?” he suggested.


  “Certainly,” she said delighted.


  He was looking really hot, as he always did. His blonde hair was longish, combed back away from his face, giving him the look of lion with a mane. But it was nothing fierce, just stylish and very perfect for Orlando, who knew he was a dashing man, and played it to the hilt.


  When she brought him the orange juice, she sat down with a glass of cold tea. Tucking her legs up under her, she sat back against the cushion of her sofa looking much like a queen. It was a role she played easily.


  “So do you always spank your actresses?” she suddenly asked him, as a coy grin crossed her face.


  “Just the bratty ones,” he replied. “And, and ones that want me to.”


  “That want you to?”


  “Yes, it’s quite a sexual turn-on, if you let it be.”


  “A sexual turn-on?” Tempest looked at him incredulously, even though there was a thumping right between her legs. Something that had been there since the day he’d taken her over his lap. Beyond all the humiliation and the pain, and the horror of facing him and a snickering cast, she had recognized a terrific warmth right where it mattered most. She wondered if this penchant of Orlando’s was for more than just good company discipline.


  “Perhaps you felt it yourself,” he said.


  “I don’t really know,” she said. “My punishment was so brusque and quickly over, with all the embarrassment, I could hardly consider it arousing.”


  “That’s too bad, maybe sometime you’ll have the opportunity to experience the whole thing.”


  “What if I asked you to spank me now, would you?” she asked.


  The question shocked him. Either she was playing games with him, or she was genuinely interested in the subject. He couldn’t be certain which. “Depends on your motives,” he said, being cautious.


  “If my motives were strictly sexual, how would you feel?” she said.


  “Perhaps I’d accommodate you, are you asking?”


  “I don’t know. I’m just curious.” She was flirting with him,


  “Maybe you should find a boyfriend and try it out,” Orlando suggested. “I think we could be playing with too much fire, my dear. Unless you really want the whole damned treatment.”


  “You don’t think I could take it?” she asked.


  He considered his reply carefully. “I think you’d want to love the person that screws you,” he suggested. “And I really doubt that you love me.”


  Tempest smirked. “How do you know I don’t,” she said. Love she wasn’t sure of, but she knew the lust was there. “So how about a few love taps, just to show me how it goes?”


  The more Orlando eyed the actress, and the fine pose she struck, the more he saw the seduction in her eyes. The sensuous quality of her words and the language of her body was clearly getting to him.


  “I think I’d better go,” he said, suddenly deciding that the situation was much too compromising. There was too much trouble around the corner to trust the woman.


  “You’re not going to take me up on my proposal?” she asked.


  “Part of playing spanking games is being submissive, Tempest. Right now you’re trying to control every move, and I’m not about to get involved.”


  He detected just a tiny displeasure with this statement, but she was still smiling.


  “I’ll see you at the theatre tomorrow,” he said, as he downed the rest of his drink and left.


  The scene annoyed him, but left him with a raging hard-on. Perhaps he was being too careful, but he certainly didn’t trust that dark-haired beauty. He particularly didn’t like the thought of NOT being in control. Any future relationship with Tempest required he remain in charge.


  


  ***


  


  For the next few days, Tempest was a terror on stage. All the gentle sweetness that had accompanied her wild correction seemed to have vanished, and she was as condescending, stubborn and impatient as she’d first been.


  “She’s driving me crazy,” Gray said. “There’s been a dozen complaints from the technicians, and the other women in the cast are about to scratch her eyes out. There aren’t enough Petrucios in the world to handle them, believe me. If you ask me, there’s some bee in her bonnet, and it’s about time someone found out what.”


  


  “Tempest,” Orlando called to his Bianca, when rehearsals were finished. “See me in my dressing room. Ten minutes.” He disappeared behind his door, and the actress followed orders, knocking at his door exactly ten minutes later. When she entered the dressing room she looked at Orlando. She was obviously annoyed by the meeting.


  “You’ve turned into quite the bitch again,” he said, looking at her sternly.


  “Have I?”


  “You know you have, and I think I know why.”


  “Oh?” she asked, looking as innocent as a lamb.


  “If earning a spanking is what you set out to do in the last week, you’ve certainly accomplished that,” he informed her.


  She almost smiled, but she would wait. First, she wanted that rush just going over her lap. She’d imagined this moment dozens of times, since that first fateful day. She couldn’t wait to see what it was like, when she wasn’t kicking and screaming.


  “Well, you wouldn’t give me one otherwise,” she said with a very sassy triumphant tone.


  “You mean to tell me that you orchestrated your temper tantrums just to get to me.”


  She shrugged, looking very innocent, when she was obviously guilty as sin.


  “You really have me floored my dear, but you’ll get your wish. I can’t believe that you’d be so selfish as to put an entire crew and cast through hell this way. What in god’s name is the matter with you?”


  “I intend to get what I want, and I want you?” she announced.


  “You’d better save your judgment until after I’m finished, because if you thought the last time was some prelude to a good screw, you’ll find that a bare-bottomed paddling will leave you breathless, but hardly ready for sex.”


  His eyes were flashing, a fury having been lit in them, something Tempest had not yet seen, though she’d heard rumors of his rage. For the first time in her well planned advance on the director she was truly scared. Perhaps what she thought she wanted, and what she was getting were two different things. If so, she might have made an egregious error in her calculating.


  “Take down your pants,” he ordered.


  “Right here, right now?” she asked.


  “You heard me.”


  She shivered thinking this so very quick, somehow she expected more of a build up. In any event, she tugged at her stretch pants, finally pushing them to her feet.


  “Better take them off,” Orlando suggested. “I don’t want them in my way.”


  Kicking the pants away, Tempest remained standing before Orlando, in just her tiny thong panty, and a cut off T-shirt, with obviously naked breasts underneath. Orlando tried to ignore the luscious sway of those pendulous mounds every time the actress moved in front of him. He’d like to take them in his hands, and maul them with his greedy lust. Yet he moved on to the real task at hand.


  “Give me the hairbrush,” Orlando said, nodding to the one on his dressing table.


  “With this?” she asked, dumbfound.


  “I warned you?” he said.


  She picked it up and handed it to him. Suddenly, she was trembling, this added aspect to the event not to her liking, though she was at a loss to change what appeared to be a painful turn over his lap.


  “You think you can manipulate me, my dear, you’re dealing with a master.”


  Orlando was very smug as he pulled the astonished Tempest over his lap, the soft fleshy mounds of her rear end were a delight to his eyes. He gazed at them for a few minutes, appreciating the creamy skin, the flawless perfection of her womanly charms. He ran his hand over the silky softness, thinking how much more thrilling to him this spanking would be than the first quick one. He loved them all, spankings, from the exhilarating clashes of tempers, to the deliberate well measured punishments. He had a feeling that the battle with this sassy brat was only beginning.


  “Please, not too hard,” Tempest begged. She’d asked for this, so it was useless to try and stop him; but she hoped he would exercise a little restraint. But she should have known this dominant well enough by now, to know that restraint was hardly a word that described Orlando Shakespeare.


  “Not too hard,” he repeated her words. “I’m afraid that’s not part of the plan.”


  The smack of the hairbrush was a startling wake-up call.


  “Ouch!” she cried with just the first vibrating smack.


  “Get used to it, darling, it only gets more painful from here,” he warned. And with that, he began to paddle her rear cheeks with a spirited eagerness.


  The repeated crack of the wood side of the hairbrush against Tempest rear created quite a stir to her ears, just as the sting was stirring every bit of her body, especially her bottom.


  “Yikes that hurts!” she wailed, only to have Orlando bring the hairbrush down even harder.


  “Don’t bother pleading with me, I’ve hardly begun,” he said.


  “But it already hurts like hell,” she shouted. “Don’t I have any say in this at all?”


  “No,” he retorted, as the brush came down at the same instant.


  “Please,” she was pleading, the tone of her voice rising to an unpleasant whine.


  That just made Orlando all the more determined. It would be one stern lesson. With her bottom showing all the classic sighs of agony, he believed the treatment was working. Her cheeks were blushing a glorious red, as they danced with each new smack, Tempest adding to the dance as she tried to wiggle away from the pain.


  “Don’t, please don’t,” she cried out loudly.


  Orlando dropped his smack to the lower part of the bottom, first on the flesh underneath, and then lower still to the tops of her thighs.


  “Oh no,” she wailed with renewed force, realizing that the unpadded flesh burned much more severely that her padded bottom. “Please, stop, please no more,” she tried again with her protest. It was no surprise that her feelings about spanking were rapidly changing, this was no erotic moment. Orlando was right!


  The determined director found that punishing the nasty brat was turning into one of the most pleasant paddlings he’d ever administered. He was not likely to stop before he’d eked out every bit of enjoyment he could manage.


  “Oh please!” she wailed again, though her cries were now less vigorous, a degree of fatigue setting in.


  “So, my bratty prima donna, do you think you can behave yourself more appropriately?” he asked, as the hairbrush landed another blow.


  “Yes, Yes, just stop now, please,” she begged.


  “You’re sure of that?” he asked.


  “Yes, I’m sure, very sure,” she replied.


  “And you’ll take another spanking, harder still, if you start to get bitchy again?” he asked.


  “Oh, please, stop,” she answered.


  “I want your agreement,” he said.


  “Yes, oh yes, I’ll do anything you want, just stop.”


  It was too good an ending to miss. “She’d do anything,” Orlando thought to himself. He wouldn’t count on it; but he’d love to throw the promise in her face if the opportunity allowed.


  Orlando stopped at last, and laid the hairbrush down on the table next to him, replacing the instrument with a hand on Tempest’s well warmed bottom. In the quiet moment that followed, he massaged the scarlet bottom with a determined but affectionate grasp.


  “Oooo, my that hurts,” she said, though now she was purring softly, a more sensuous quality to her protests.


  “You like this?” he asked.


  “You can do it forever,” she asserted, finding everything suddenly changed. Any pain had vanished, the most thrilling erotic feelings in its place.


  “That’s good because, I promised you the whole treatment.”


  Tempest let the great shock wave of sensation take her away. She wouldn’t resist for an instant, after all, it was for this that she put herself through all that pain. She’d get her reward. And what a fine reward it would be. She could already feel Orlando’s cock underneath her, pulsing ever so lightly against her thigh.


  He squeezed her punished bottom so hard, that she cried out several more times; but it was nothing like the pain of the brush against her skin. If anything, Orlando was too cautious, she would take more, much more, and she wiggled and groaned to encourage him.


  After the robust massage, his hand then slipped down inside her rear cleft, and she felt a finger probe the tight back hole.


  “Oh yes,” she groaned, feeling the cautious entry. She squirmed against the intruding finger, hoping Orlando would press it deeper still.


  “You’re a fine tramp,” he observed. “You like backdoor lust?”


  “Go on,” she encouraged him, though he was not about to stop with the way she was reacting in response to his gentle thrusts.


  “More, harder!” she told him in soft but anxious cries.


  “Perhaps my cock would do,” he offered. “You can take that too?”


  “Anything Orlando, just don’t stop,” she consented.


  She was tight, but expanding. The more he worked her, the more aroused, the more passionate the pleas for a hard thrusting entry. She was one hell of a naughty woman, loving the rough stuff. What pains to get her here, but she was going to be worth the trouble.


  Orlando massaged the cheeks with rude squeezes. The more his fingers played with the puckering ass hole, the more it seemed open and ready. At last, lifting her from his lap and taking her to the couch, he positioned her on hands and knees. Pulling down his pants, he prepared himself to enter her pussy, while he liberally lubricated her rear hole and thrust two fingers as deeply as they would go. He rocked inside her cunt for some moments while he worked her ass, then he withdrew and pressed the head of his penis at her sphincter, and slipped easily inside.


  “Ohhhhhh gaaaaaawd!” she gasped. She felt that entry in her toes, her fingers, and everywhere, as if he’d made every place in her body come alive. The gentle rocking that ensued added wave after wave of high voltage pleasure, the sensations rising quickly to a furious peak.


  Orlando enjoyed the tightness, enjoyed the sumptuous wriggling, and let himself go with her in a way he rarely could with other women. What a startling surprise this nasty bitch! He reached around and toyed with her clitoris, sensing an easy orgasm about to burst inside her.


  “Oh, yes more!” she gasped, and she wriggled in against him harder still, as a climax shot through her whole body, and her eager encouragement was reduced to indistinct moans of blissful release.


  When she twisted on him, Orlando could hold back no more, his cry not so passionate, as it was filled with relief and surprise and an exhausted sigh once his orgasm died away.


  She collapsed underneath him, he collapsed on top of her, and then they were side by side, holding bodies. It was quiet and that was all right. A pair with so many words to speak, this was the perfect moment to say nothing. He could gently caress her with no motive at all. She could kiss his lips, the first kisses they’d enjoyed. He could bask in the fact that she was worth the bitter fight, and she could bask in the rare feeling of surrender, that only seemed to come to her at such times when a man had finally gotten “inside” her well constructed walls of control.


  Such peace. They were both grateful that in their world of drama, the pause, the hush, the tiny uncluttered moment was as powerful and cherished as the monologue, or the artful conversation.


  


  It was nearly an hour before either spoke.


  Orlando was pushing her scattered dark hair off her brow.


  “You know, my darling,” he began quietly. “You’re the embodiment of every “Kate” I’ve ever loved. I made you be Bianca because I needed to control you, but I’ll always see Kate in your eyes. They’re the most lovely green. Especially now, when you’re looking so well tamed. You think you could stop being obstreperous for a while?” he asked.


  “Why would I do that?” she asked back. “You don’t really want me to be some silly submissive pushover do you?” she said.


  He chuckled happily. “No, but I’m not sure I want to fight with you either. It takes so much out of both of us.”


  “It’s half the fun,” she quipped.


  “Well then, you can expect lots of spankings,” he said.


  “Then I guess that’s what I’ll expect,” she replied smiling. “But, could you try something other than that hairbrush?” she asked. “That is really vile.”


  He pushed her off the couch, the snappy retorts had returned, and so the play began again. “I’m afraid I’ll have to find a dozen ways to whip you, my dear, and a dozen implements, and you’ll have to stand then all,” he charged.


  He was promptly to his feet, pulling Tempest to him. He put his arms around her, and squeezed her tight, then his hands went down and squeezed her sore rear end.


  “Ouch!” she cried.


  “It’s likely to be sore a lot,” he warned.


  She grimaced, but gave in. “Then let it be sore,” she said, deciding it didn’t really hurt at all anymore.


  He gave her bottom one rude smack and her eyes were flashing again. Their bawdy battle was just beginning, though for the moment they would take a necessary reprieve.


  “Back to the stage,” Orlando announced with a meaningful glance, while his not so submissive actress was pulling her pants on over her well warmed, red rear end.


  


  

  
The Tempest


  On Tour …


  


  “Ah Amanda, how are you?” Orlando greeted the producer with a sumptuous hug and affectionate kisses. He ran his hand through her long ash blonde hair.


  “It’s been far too long since you had your company here. You don’t know how much I’ve wanted to see you,” Amanda replied with a flirtatious smile.


  “Wanted me?” he said, eyes twinkling. Her svelte form was as appealing as ever. He placed his hand on her small bottom to feel the firm round cheeks he’d always found so delightful. “Been good, my darling?” he asked, as he nibbled her ear.


  “Maybe not good enough,” she whispered.


  He squeezed her ass.


  “But perhaps we should save our lust for later, everyone’s looking,” she added.


  Orlando looked around, his cast and the technicians were quite content to stare at the provocative scene. Orlando Shakespeare’s road tour had pulled its buses into Amanda Brock’s theatre. The scene between the two certainly wasn’t something the cast wasn’t used to. Orlando was a bit like a sailor with a woman in every port, at least that was the reputation. To see him snuggling up to the lovely Amanda was as natural as his temper, his wit and his incurable charm.


  Only Tempest was ignoring the obvious display of affection between the director and producer. She was still not accustomed to seeing the man she was in love with, that she went to bed with almost nightly, in the arms of another woman, even if the relationship was “just friends.” This time in particular, Tempest thought he was shameless with his hands all over Amanda’s body, even making rather explicit suggestions that he appreciated Amanda’s well formed bottom.


  When Orlando finally pulled away from her, he smiled at his company and motioned them on into the theatre.


  “We don’t have much time folks, on stage in a half hour for a quick run through with the technicians. Call time tonight is six. And put your smiles on, my friends,” he reminded them. “No one’s going to know how tired you are tonight. We have to be sharp, really sharp,” he snapped lightly, though his intention was very clear. Every one left quickly scurrying toward the building.


  


  Tempest remained at the bus, some inexplicable gloom hanging over her. She was jealous of every woman Orlando had his eyes on, and she was beginning to realize that she would spend lots of time being jealous.


  “Where’s your head at?” Orlando barked, as he walked toward her. “You’re needed on stage, luv.”


  “I’ll be there,” she answered him. The edge in her voice was unmistakable.


  “Don’t start, Tempest. I don’t have time to punish you for being my best brat. Whatever’s got you pissed off, keep it to yourself, and move on.” He gave her a brisk smack on her bottom, and shoved her toward the stage door.


  


  ***


  


  After the performance that night, Orlando looked for his moody girlfriend, finding her no where in the theatre.


  “Where’s Tempest?” he asked the few people that remained in the building.


  “She went to the hotel,” someone answered him.


  “So soon?”


  “Said she was tired.”


  “Ah, just the man I wanted,” Amanda surprised the director, placing a hand on Orlando’s bottom as she sidled up to his backside.


  He turned around to eye the woman with a playful teasing glance.


  “You think you could accommodate my need?” she purred at him.


  “And what’s that?” he asked.


  “I haven’t been spanked in months,” she said.


  “Really?” he asked, thinking back to times before with the provocative producer.


  “No. And you’re so good at it, I thought maybe …”


  Orlando ran his hand through his hair and thought of Tempest, wherever she was at. It had been difficult reminding himself all these weeks, that he had this “semi- relationship” thing going with his testy actress. The truth was, he really didn’t want to be off spanking every hot bottom that wanted him anymore. It had become a regular bore; so many years he’d practiced being the thoroughly charming dominant. Besides, Tempest had kept him very well occupied the last few months with her delectable ass end giving in to him whenever he was in need. But … then again, she wasn’t there at the moment, and this wouldn’t be like breaking some vow he’d made. They had no real vows, just a silent understanding. Spanking Amanda’s bottom would just be for old times sake. Just a punishment, nothing more. He made his decision quickly.


  “Where?” he asked.


  “Looks like we’ll be alone in a couple of minutes. I’ll lock the front doors, how about center stage?”


  “Oh, you are creative,” Orlando said, admiring her style. “You have some particular role you want to play?”


  “No. Just a lusty woman needing a good burning bottom to soothe my soul.”


  “Nothing sexual, hon,” Orlando informed her.


  “Oh?” She looked surprised and a little disappointed.


  “I have a lover,” he told her.


  Amanda loved the way he said that. “A lover? Really? How intriguing. So, I suppose this is just going to be perfectly platonic?”


  Orlando shrugged. “It’s new to me too dear, but it’s working now.”


  “I’m always impressed when a man starts to change his ways,” she said. “I find it kind of sweet.”


  “Well, believe me, what I’ll do to your ass will not be sweet,” he said. “Go lock up.”


  There was a point at which being a passionate man had its drawbacks, especially when he found himself deferring to his new relationship with the brat of the century, when he really wanted to let things fly loose and free with Amanda. Maybe this night was a test, and a good test at that - just to see how well he could manage his lusty desires.


  


  ***


  


  When Amanda returned to the interior of the theatre, after locking the front doors, she smiled to herself. Orlando had even arranged the lighting, seeing the way there was just a single spotlight shining on the center of the otherwise darkened stage. There was a single stool under that fixed light, with a hairbrush sitting on top. The light gleamed against the black enamel surface of the brush making it shine. Such drama! She shivered, delighted with the arrangement, though it might not be everything she planned.


  Amanda wondered if she could knock the lothario off his morals for a night. She knew Orlando didn’t have many morals, though his stunning announcement of a lover was strangely reassuring. Nonetheless, she didn’t hold much hope that the seasoned bachelor really change his ways. All she could think of was the nasty burn she needed on her bottom, and the way Orlando Shakespeare’s cock would feel slipping inside her rear door.


  


  “You don’t look very penitent,” Amanda heard his voice from off stage, as she was waiting for the director to appear.


  “Well, where would you like me, sir?” she asked.


  “Sit on the stool with the brush in your hand. You can tell me your confession when I’m ready. So think about it, my dear.”


  Amanda shuddered just a bit. The way he talked was so authoritative. She could lose herself in this lusty world of spanking and submission. Such a authoritative woman herself, no one would have guessed what she liked to do for fun on chilly nights. No one would have thought that she needed the firmness of a man’s domination reigning down on her bottom to make her feel complete. No one knew this but a handful of men.


  Amanda picked up the brush and sat down on the stool to wait for him. She fingered the implement, knowing that it would soon hurt like hell, blazing a crimson trail on her exposed rear cheeks. Her bottom was already tingling at the thought.


  Her confession? She thought about it. What was there to confess to him? What had she done to deserve this treatment? It always felt so much better when she could use this as a way to absolve a sordid past misdeed. But were there any misdeeds? she wondered. She found herself lost in thought, as she put herself in the right frame of mind for a stern punishment.


  


  “So are you ready for your spanking?” Orlando said, knocking her out of her reverie. He appeared like a ghost from the wings of the theatre, like a specter floating toward her out of the dark.


  “I’m ready,” she told him, with just a trace of a surrendering smile. Her body was alive, at a raw edge, sitting in warm spotlights, thinking of the brush burning her rear cheeks.


  He took her hand, pulled her to her feet and then sat down right where she had warmed the smooth wooden stool.


  “You can turn around and show me your ass,” he suggested.


  Amanda let the submissive in her claim control. She was a little kid preparing for a spanking once again, though being spanked by Orlando was hardly a childish act. It was much more a womanly relinquishing, a recognition that way down deep inside her resided a meeker woman that wanted to be noticed.


  She turned around and reaching down, grabbed the hem of her skirt. Raising it, she uncovered her bottom which was clad in pale pink cotton briefs.


  As Orlando gazed on the lovely sight, the firm round cheeks, and the definition of her anal cleft showing clearly through the panties, it was exactly how he best remembered Amanda Brock.


  “You can take down your underwear,” he told her.


  Yanking at the waistband, she pushed the garment to her knees, and let it fall silently to the floor. Kicking it away, she noticed how the cool air caressed her bottom, making her rear quiver delightfully.


  Her ass cheeks were small, so small he could almost fit one cheek in the palm of his large hand. He had always liked fondling her bottom. So different from Tempest’s more generous ass flesh, these were a squeezable spankable size he could easily manage. Then again, maybe they were symbolic of Amanda. She always knew what she wanted, it was always well packaged in delectable easy to understand forms. Like Tempest’s fleshy full rear, Tempest’s desires were vast and wild and not so easily manageable.


  Orlando shook his head, thinking he was obsessing too much on his absent lover. Maybe he shouldn’t even be doing this now, but then again, it was just a spanking for an old friend.


  “Turn around, love, and tell me why I should punish you,” he told her.


  Amanda complied with a smile breaking out on her face. “I deserve it because I love it, do I have to say more?”


  He chuckled and smiled back at her, then brought her down across his lap, so she draped across his firm thighs. The way her groin pressed against him, he knew he’d better start and stop quickly, or he’d be compromising his vague principles. He expected his cock would soon give him away, with Amanda realizing how much this aroused him.


  Remembering the gleaming hairbrush in his hand, Orlando brought it back and then swiftly laid it on the center of Amanda’s bottom with a fierce and resounding smack.


  “Ah!” was the woman’s only response. She was getting something she’d wanted for a long time.


  With a brusque and efficient delivery, Orlando applied a full round of smacks to Amanda’s rear, bringing out a soft pink glow that showed so nicely in the spotlight. How exquisite it looked there in the middle of the focused light. What a show this would be! he thought to himself.


  “Ah, that’s wonderful,” the woman purred softly as the successive blows quickly warmed her.


  Orlando could tell that she hadn’t been spanked in a long time from the way that even this harsh delivery was arousing her. She moaned and complained but didn’t balk for an instant. And the sight of her tight buns moving erotically against him was almost too much to bear.


  He pelted her bottom with the unforgiving brush, each smack coming down with a firm sure force. She liked it hard, he remembered that. She liked the brisk severe blast of punishment. It must have reminded her of something in her past, though Orlando didn’t really know her well enough to know what that could be. He did enjoy the sight of her reddened rear end; and he enjoyed the thrilling feel of this woman relenting for him when she was not the kind of woman to easily relent.


  He continued on with the spanking, covering every inch of her tight ass cheeks. He even strayed to the top of her thighs, though he quickly returned to her ass, wanting the brunt of the punishment right on the center of her fiery red bottom.


  When he finally stopped, he did so because he couldn’t take it anymore, without become too aroused. A year ago, even less, he wouldn’t have thought twice about tumbling to the hard stage floor with her, raising her ass in the air, Amanda on hands and knees, and taking her with the same ruthless zeal he used to spank her. A twinge of regret hit him; then again, he thought, he could always plant himself in Tempest’s sumptuous back channel, and feast on Tempest’s luscious rear all night, if he wanted pleasure. This would just make this evening’s sex all the better.


  With the paddling over, he placed his hand on Amanda’s bottom, and caressed it gently for just a few moments. He was about to set his captive on her feet again, when they both heard something off stage. “What was that?” Orlando jolted, hearing a strange scuffling from behind him.


  “I don’t know,” Amanda said, immediately pulling off his lap. She instinctively pushed down her skirt to cover her.


  “I thought you locked the door,” Orlando said.


  “Well, the back was still open, but everyone had left. I checked that out,” she replied.


  “Maybe someone came back,” Orlando said. He was bristling at his neck, shivering strangely, as if he should recognize what had happened, though he couldn’t figure it.


  “Well, at the worst, perhaps, my secret’s out,” Amanda conceded.


  “Sorry, luv, I had no intention,” Orlando tried to soothe her.


  “Ah, I can handle whatever happens. Remember, I’m in charge here. And if it was one of my people, they wouldn’t dare mention it.” Her eyes lit up, just to remind him who was boss in her life.


  Orlando believed that. “That’s what I like about you. You know what you want, even if it’s being submissive. And you don’t take guff from anybody.”


  “I am a strange breed, aren’t I?” she said smiling. She leaned in to the man and gave him a kiss, then pulled away.


  “You’re really not in the mood are you,” she observed, looking down at the sexy director.


  “I never said that,” Orlando admitted. “But I’m “going home” to Tempest.”


  “Tempest!” Amanda exclaimed. “That little arrogant bitch of a Bianca you have!”


  “She does this better than even you, darling,” Orlando said, patting the woman’s just spanked behind.


  “Well, I’ll be. You can spank her for me tonight, if you want. Tell her I’ll take her across my lap if she doesn’t start following the tech director’s instructions.”


  “She is a hellion, isn’t she?” Orlando said smiling, as his lusty thoughts suddenly turned back to his headstrong, unruly brat.


  


  ***


  


  Arriving at his hotel room a half hour later, Orlando was surprised to discover that Tempest was no where to be found. Not seeing her luggage inside their room spooked him; and there was that same strange feeling he’d had on the stage, that prickly uneasy sensation.


  Knocking on a few hotel doors raised no one that knew where his girlfriend was, and he nearly gave up the search, when he unexpectedly spotted Tempest at the end of a hotel hallway, about to slip inside a room.


  “Tempest,” he called to her. She wasn’t stopping. “Tempest,” he roared louder. She halted. “Where are you going?” he asked, as he moved down the hallway toward her.


  “In here,” she stated with all the haughty bearing that he often associated with her petulant moods.


  “Spending the night there?” he queried.


  “With Kathryn, yes,” she said.


  “I don’t think so,” he said. He was close enough to reach out and take her hand.


  “Oh no, you don’t!” She suddenly ignited.


  Orlando could sense the fires of anger brewing in her. He could feel them, having known the passion of her rage on many occasions in their short relationship.


  “And why the hell not, what’s going on with you!”


  “I’m certainly not sleeping with you!” she told him.


  “And what’s the reason?” he asked.


  “I don’t have to give you one,” she sassed him.


  “Maybe not. But I’ll take you over my knee and paddle you, until you do.”


  “You will not!” she stamped her feet and wrenched her hand away from him. “You were screwing around with another woman tonight, and you expect me to think nothing of it. Well, Orlando Shakespeare, I won’t put up with it.” She was shouting at him.


  “You’re going to wake everyone!” Orlando flared.


  “I don’t care,” she shouted louder still.


  “Well I do,” he barked, as he reached out for her again.


  “Get away from me,” she said pulling back.


  “Get to our room!” he ordered her, his eyes narrowed darkly as he spoke. He could see her going out of control, and he didn’t like it, certainly not where he couldn’t contain her fury.


  “I will NOT! You’re not going to go screwing around on me.”


  “I haven’t!” he shouted angrily. His own temper flared dangerously, so he didn’t really care where he was anymore.


  “That’s not what I saw!” Tempest shouted back, as she turned on her heel, and fled into the room at the end of the hall, leaving him standing dumbfounded in the center of the hallway, with doors popping open right and left, curiosity seekers looking on with interest.


  “Get some sleep!” he barked to the cast, as he shook his head and returned to his room.


  


  ***


  


  In the morning, Orlando was in the coffee shop at ten o’clock looking for Tempest. He spotted her sitting in a booth having breakfast with several other cast members. Approaching her, he saw the same haughty look that had characterized her expression the night before.


  “Call time is four,” Orlando informed the group of women. He took no further notice of Tempest, assuming that he wouldn’t get any decent answer from the brat without another confrontation, and they’d already made fools of themselves enough in public. They’d have to have their next conversation in private.


  


  As Tempest watched Orlando walk away, she shivered noticeably.


  “You know Tempest, you might be wrong,” Kathryn, a vivacious redheaded imp of an actress, suggested to her.


  Tempest hedged for a bit, glowering to herself. “I could be,” she agreed. She was actually thinking that she’d really blown things the night before, and all her mental efforts were engaged in trying to decide how to get back into Orlando’s good graces again, especially if he hadn’t done anything but spank Amanda’s bottom. Still, she felt herself righteously angry that he’d done it in the first place. She was such a jumble of feeling she didn’t know what to do, or how to react.


  “So are you going to go to him?” she said.


  “I don’t know. I think I should let him come to me,” Tempest said haughtily, remembering how she’d just snapped when she’d gone back to the theatre the night before, and had seen the two together.


  Kathryn shook her head. “I wouldn’t be so sure he will,” she counseled the dark-haired actress.


  “Why’s that?”


  “You’re in big trouble with him, Tempest, believe me. He doesn’t like scenes where he’s not in control. And last night, well …”


  “Yes, but he has his own actions to account for, and I think on that, I have the upper hand.”


  Kathryn shook her head in amazement. It was a mystery to her how Tempest could have bagged the director in the first place. Now, to have such a cavalier attitude about her relationship with him was like tempting a fate that would not shine on her kindly. The hot-headed actress had not really seen all the tricks in Orlando Shakespeare’s bag. There was a powerful man behind the aura of charm; and the poor girl had no idea what she was dealing with.


  


  ***


  


  Orlando’s cast arrived promptly at four o’clock. All but Tempest. There was not a soul that didn’t notice her absence.


  The company was half way through the rehearsal when the haughty actress suddenly appeared in the wings, as if she’d been there all along.


  “Glad you could join us,” Orlando noted her arrival with a cool stare and complete calm, even though everyone knew there was a storm brewing under the surface chill. They suspected there was one brewing in Tempest too.


  But when all the cast expected him to spank Tempest on the spot, as he had done before, it was a surprise to find him remote and unruffled, passing off a major faux pas with hardly a comment at all. But it would surface; they knew him too well to think he’d brush this off so easily.


  “We’re in act three, scene two,” Orlando told her.


  Tempest nodded at her director lover, and without a word took her position backstage, ready to come on.


  “He scares me,” Lilith was whispering to Kathryn.


  “I think there’s donnybrook brewing,” she replied.


  “I would have opted for him killing her,” one of the technicians within earshot said.


  “Hush the babble,” Orlando barked responding to the chatter. With no other word, the cast returned to the rehearsal.


  


  ***


  


  The performance that night was brilliant. The ovation was rousing. Everyone took their accolades with an exuberant spirit. And yet, the mood backstage was sparked by a prickly waiting, as if a storm was gathering, though still some distance away. As the curtain fell, the winds were beginning to shift and with just a rising breeze in the air, it was expected that the thunder would crash and a tornado of rage break forth. With lightening speed things would suddenly alter in the real world, between real people - this was not be a play, with parts that had been written with fire, so long ago. Was this drama, art imitating life, or just life? It was difficult to tell, but there were few that wanted to be around when the storm hit.


  


  Orlando approached Tempest at the end of the performance. He’d hardly spoken to her all day. “See me in my dressing room,” he said calmly, and he started to walk away.


  “I’m tired,” she called out to him. The challenge was evident. “I’m going back the hotel.”


  He turned around and scrutinized her carefully. Then he acknowledged her comment with a nod. “That’s fine, then you don’t have to come back at all.”


  “What does that mean?” Tempest responded warily.


  “It means you’re fired.” He said it so easily, one would think that he’d planned this for hours. There were a dozen people that heard the announcement, and a dozen pairs of eyes looking on to see how the testy actress would respond.


  “I …” she fumbled for words to answer him, but no words came. Orlando stared at Tempest without giving a clue as to what was going on in his directorial brain. Was it both the beginning and end of the storm, or was it the quiet “eye”, before the hurricane blew? This simple finale was all too disturbing and uncomfortable for everyone looking on. Anticlimactic, and certainly spooky.


  


  ***


  


  There was a knock on Orlando’s hotel door just as he was getting ready for bed. He pulled his robe over his naked body and went to answer it, having a premonition about who it was.


  “Hi,” Tempest said with a little sadness creeping into her voice, and a childish frightened look on her face. It was a good act, and they both recognized it.


  “It’s late,” Orlando told her flatly, as he continued to squelch the mounting rage. Even though he was fiercely angry with her, his eyes looked colorless and shallow, and not at all interested in her performance, or what she had to say.


  “I’ve come to clear things up,” she announced, donning a more straight forward behavior.


  “It’s a little late for that,” Orlando said, his voice clipped.


  “No, it’s not,” she countered haughtily. “I think we just have a little misunderstanding.”


  He looked at her amazed by her gall, and yet he was still intrigued that she could make such miserable mistakes, and still hold her head high as if he was the one that needed to do the apologizing. “So, is that all? Just a little misunderstanding?” he queried, his surface cool was beginning to break.


  “Could I come in?” she asked, as she tried to push her way beyond him. “I think we’d do better to talk about this in private.”


  Orlando stepped aside, “It seems to me, you belong here in the first place, my darling.” He was acting gallant just for her, though it was just an act. The trouble was, just looking at the woman fired such carnal memories in him, he couldn’t help but give in to her, at least this much.


  


  Tempest wandered the room for several minutes, silently taking in Orlando’s odd mood. He was distant and guarded, and she knew he was pissed at her, but she wasn’t worried. She gauged her moves carefully, and contemplated how much she could say. Not sure what she’d be able to get away with, she prayed for the ending she wanted. “I jumped to conclusions, didn’t I?” she finally announced. She would say what he wanted to hear.


  “You did,” Orlando agreed.


  “And you didn’t make love to Amanda, did you?” she asked.


  “No, I didn’t. Just a little needed spanking, nothing more,” he said. “While you were all wrapped tightly in your jealously.”


  “I was not jealous!” she suddenly shot out at him, her calm getting away from her.


  “Oh? That wasn’t the feeling you had when I embraced Amanda when we arrived? Your eyes were certainly shining a nasty green light at me!”


  “And why shouldn’t they?” she blared indignantly. “You think it’s charming to take any slut in your arms, and leave me hanging like some tag along kid?”


  “Any slut!” he noted her remark, his voice beginning to rise. “That’s being rather judgmental of some very fine women.”


  “That’s how I feel about the way they paw their way all over you,” she retorted nastily.


  Something in him snapped. He was tired of being calm and reasonable with Tempest, and his disposition wouldn’t allow it anymore. “Did it ever occur to you that these women are friends, and that is how I show my affection?” he began, a full blown rage simmering at the surface. “I don’t need you playing the sassy jealous child every time I spread a little of my natural affection to my peers and friends. I don’t need you power tripping me, being late for rehearsals, as if you deliberately want to embarrass me in front of my company! I certainly don’t need you screaming at me in the hallway of the hotel.” The once mellow man was raging now, surprising even himself with the ferocity. “And I particularly don’t need you playing games of vengeance, withholding your affections from me without giving me any recourse to explain. You’re self centered, egotistical and arrogant to think the whole world revolves around you!”


  “And so are you, self-centered, egotistical and arrogant! You’ve never let me forget the world revolves around you!” she declared hotly.


  “That’s right, I am egotistical and arrogant! My world does revolve around me, because that’s the way I’ve made it. And because I’m the director, and I’m the dominant, and I’m in charge here, that’s how I get to behave. Not you! I daresay, I have been kinder and more gentle with you than you deserve, because I love you. But it’s stopping now. I might as well go back to being the dictatorial ass I’m known to be, because it sure feels a lot more real than getting my ass run over by your capricious jealous emotions!”


  “You know I thought I’d come in here and we could shed a little reason on this situation, but you, Orlando Shakespeare are a dictatorial ass!” she seethed. “Don’t you dare try to tell me you love me one minute, and rail at me the next! You can’t possibly love me when you flirt like a gigolo with every woman that comes within three feet of you. I can’t see how you can declare your love when you flaunt your affections in front of me so shamelessly!”


  “Well, I’m very sorry I’ve offended your delicate sensibilities. I’m only acting like myself. It’s who I am, and I’m not about to change. Just remember, Miss Tempest Bitch, up until now these last few months, it’s been you I’ve slept with. It’s your ass I’ve spanked and screwed. It’s your ill-tempered little tantrums I’ve put up with, like I was some gaga eyed school boy. I’m beginning to wonder now if you’re worth it.”


  His declaration shocked her, and her bright face suddenly went pale. This was not exactly going according to her plan. “You are?” she said.


  “That’s right,” he admitted with a scowl. He was calmer but still agitated. “The trouble is, I still love you.” He shook his head and turned away from her. “God, I can’t believe that I’m saying this.” He couldn’t understand it, but that was the bottom line truth, though he had no idea how they could possibly untangle the mess of their relationship now.


  “But you still love me?” she asked, meekly.


  “Yes.”


  “Then I can stay,” she stated, jumping to the conclusion.


  “Maybe,” he conceded.


  “But you aren’t really firing me,” she assumed.


  “I haven’t decided,” he said.


  He’d said enough for her. She couldn’t expect him to give in completely, but he was well on his way. “Good,” she said. “Then I’ll move back in.”


  “You’ll what?” he asked, perplexed.


  “I’ll move back in, I think this row is over.” She said it lightly as if she was a little kid who’d just stumbled, picked herself up, and brushed off the dust.


  “Wait a minute,” Orlando said. “I didn’t invite you back.”


  “But you don’t need to, I’ll come.”


  “That sure of yourself, are you?”


  “Of course,” she replied happily.


  “Maybe you’ll move back and maybe you won’t. But first, you’re going to get punished, and if I leave your bottom black and blue, I’ll be happy.”


  “Oh, Orlando, you really don’t need to, do you?” she said, with her eyes dancing brightly.


  “Now who’s flirting shamelessly?” he asked.


  “I think if we kissed and made up, it would be a lot better,” she said, as she tried to snuggle into his affections.


  “You’ll get everything you want,” he told her as his hand captured one wrist. “But first your ass is mine.”


  He led her into the bedroom, where he rummaged through his closet for a belt. When he found the leather, he hauled her back to the living room couch, where he sat down and she was abruptly upended over his lap. It all happened so fast that Tempest was too bewildered to protest, until she felt Orlando’s hand pulling at her pants. He was still angry, and when he was angry, he was ruthless. Three months with him had taught her that much.


  SMACK!


  The leather belt was brisk and effective, an instantaneous sting rising on her naked bottom; and though she jiggled and wiggled and begged him for mercy, he was laying on snaps of the belt with a spirited and determined measure. In just a few minutes, the harsh leather left such a savage pain, she was beside herself, thinking she couldn’t stand anymore. She kicked her legs and arms and wailed loudly, trying desperately to get away from his grasp.


  “I’m just getting warmed up, my nasty brat!” he announced, after one wild plaintive wail. “Your bottom is not half as red as it’s going to get!”


  “Please, Orlando, no more.” This was hurting much more than usual. She flailed madly trying to get away. Finally, using every bit of might she had, she threw herself from his lap and landed with a jolt on the hard carpet.


  Orlando leaned down and took her wrist again. “What’s that going to get you!” he asked.


  She glared up at him.


  “Maybe I don’t want you after all,” she declared.


  “Well, when I’m finished, you can walk out the door, but that won’t happen until your pretty ass is burning like a hot coal fire!” He pulled her back across his firm thighs, and this time held both wrists in his one hand at the small of her back. A leg went over her unruly legs, holding them too, so she was virtually a prisoner of his larger, meaner, stronger body.


  The doubled belt came down again and again, red lines crisscrossing her rear cheeks. Two days of childish, adolescent behavior needed to be set aright, so he gave it to her as hard as he’d ever spanked her. The passionate burst of smacks made her bottom raw and blotchy, the uneven burn looking very sore.


  “Oh, please, Orlando, I’m so sorry,” she wailed between her tears. She was desperate to say anything that would get him to stop.


  Orlando acted as if he didn’t hear her, letting the belt tell her everything he had to say.


  “Orlando please! I didn’t mean those things I said,” she kept trying to appeal to him. He just had to stop!


  Unfortunately, Orlando wasn’t giving in to her well contrived pleas. Tempest was far too much an actress to let him be swayed by her practiced rendering of anguish.


  Smack! Smack! Smack! The sound reverberated throughout the hotel room, along with Tempest’s cries. Likely, they were heard all the way down the hall, but he didn’t care. After a time, Orlando began to relent, knowing that his lover had nearly reached her limit, and for himself, he was becoming exhausted by his own gale force rage.


  “So now, my beauty, are you going to stop this jealous immaturity?” he asked. The belt punctuated his speech with cracks across her burning rear, though it was not as fierce as before.


  “Yes,” she answered with woeful tune to her voice.


  “Are you going to quit flying off the handle, at the least little slight?” he went on. He smacked her hard and waited for a reply.


  “Yes, I promise, I do. Please stop, please.”


  “Are you going to come to me with your hurts and suspicions, instead of making us a public mockery?” he asked again.


  “Yes, I will.”


  “All right then.” He stopped for good, and dropped the belt at his feet, immediately resting his had on Tempest’s burning red bottom. The fire on her skin was delightful. “You’d better hear me clearly, Tempest,” Orlando continued. “I will take down your pants and paddle your behind right in front of the entire cast and crew if you’re so much as a minute late for any call time, is that understood?”


  “It is.”


  He was beginning to rub her bottom with a lovely caress, that had her completely undone. She would have agreed to most anything under these conditions, as she wiggled her hot ass against his hand in reply.


  “We’re going to stop this juvenile behavior once and for all, or you and I are finished, is that clear?”


  “Yes.” She was clearly crying, overwhelmed by it all. Even as he pleasured her bottom in the crudest way, he was demanding she relinquish control. Giving up control of anything was never easy for Tempest, and in spite of her desires for the man, she knew it was going to be hard to live up to his demands.


  “I want you to be straight with me Tempest. It’s difficult for me to relinquish my freedom for you, the least you could do is respect it.”


  As he talked, his hands expressed both the affection and lust he was feeling. Surely the lust was taking over, and he knew he’d have the luscious bottom to finish off this lesson.


  When he finally pulled her from his lap, he practically carried her to the bedroom. Arranging her submissively on hands and knees, he quickly found some greasy lubricant to douse her bottom. With Tempest panting and begging for him to enter her ass, he shoved himself beyond the tight but giving sphincter, and began to screw her with the same sure steady authority he had used to punish her.


  With this fearless prodding she was more humble. Fast losing herself in a fine state of oblivion, she let him have her. It was the only way she wanted him. She would have thought him a miserable wimp if he hadn’t tamed her, and she would have thought herself an insufferable weakling if she hadn’t resisted.


  But this was worth it. Worth the storm, the battle, and the fierce fight. She was so glad Orlando had landed “on top”, it restored her faith in simple justice. At least for her, this was the way things were suppose to be. Tempest wasn’t sure why she challenged him so fiercely, maybe it was unfair, and yet he’d won again, just as he should. And she would smile to herself when this was all over because he had conquered her.


  


  When the sensation of pleasure mounted to its intended peak, Tempest felt her lover spew himself inside her dark cavity. Her own orgasm was about to splash over the edge. For a moment suspended, her obsessive thinking brain stopped cranking out its thought after thought; and it was just sensation, physical sweet relief taking control, making her tingle everywhere, happy, very happy and very much in love.


  


  He pulled out of her and slapped her ass several times, just because it was still raunchily swaying in the air, then the two collapsed together side by side.


  “You remember my warnings?” he asked pointedly, though now he was much calmer and certainly not angry anymore.


  “You won’t let me forget,” she replied.


  “You’re damn right,” he said kindly, and he pulled an arm around her.


  “We’re incurable, you know?” she said.


  “What is that suppose to mean?” he asked, as he wove a lock of her dark hair on his finger.


  “We’re probably terribly unsuited for each other, the way we fight.” she explained.


  “You know, we don’t have to fight my darling,” Orlando reminded her. He turned her face to his and kissed it ever so gently.


  “I know, but would we have any fun if we didn’t?”


  “I don’t know, but maybe we’d have some peace.”


  Her body was luscious, warm and soft, with curves that he could stroke forever. He couldn’t get enough of her, the little tease. He should have been in love with someone else, but he wasn’t. It was probably better not to argue with fate.


  


  The two had a long night of satisfaction. Orlando spanked Tempest once more, when she was getting testy about his assessment of her less than enthusiastic acting the last few days. It would take some time, but little by little, he would have a more compliant lover. He would never expect perfection with Tempest, even though he tried to demand it from her. He’d try nonetheless, just to have something to hold over her. He knew though, that his stormy woman was much more appealing to him just the way she was, and he supposed she knew that too.


  


  ***


  


  There were a few halcyon days as the tour continued. Firmly put in her place, Tempest came to expect nightly spankings and screwings that kept her feeling like a princess in her own little world, with her devastatingly dominant lover. At the risk of being too compliant, she’d find something small to fight with him about daily. That way his eyes would remain focused on her, and away from the other tempting women in the cast, and in the cities where they stopped. If he didn’t like her being jealous, then she wouldn’t give him time to do anything she’d be jealous about. It was the most appealing compromise, and Orlando probably didn’t even realize how well he was being manipulated.


  


  And yet, three weeks into the tour, when they arrived in a town just outside of Chicago, Tempest could not stop fate from taking hold of her lover, or her destiny. Storms clouds raged again as soon as the cast, crew and Orlando were off the bus at another theatre, welcoming him with its wide open arms, especially the arms of Natasha Jewel, a set designer he knew very well.


  “Tempest darling, you have to meet Natasha, she’s one of my oldest theatre friends …”


  “I’m not old at all!” Natasha said adamantly. And she certainly wasn’t, the lovely brown-haired woman had a pixie face and eyes, defying Tempest’s idea of what any good “Natasha” should look like.


  “This is the love of my life.” Orlando was quick to put his arm around Tempest’s waist, and introduce her properly. Though it didn’t stop him from moments later breaking free of Tempest, and giving the other woman an enormous bear hug. This time Tempest treated the act with a grace that had been unaccustomed to her, though she was now pretty sure that she owned Orlando Shakespeare as much as he thought he owned her. She could give a little, as long as he wasn’t giving too much.


  


  Two days into their stay however, the cozy fondness that Natasha and Orlando shared was becoming irritating for an increasingly stressed out Tempest. Her lover was taking her to her limits of endurance, and probably had no idea how it was infuriating her. She only hoped they could escape this town without throwing a major fit.


  She was managing just at the edge of her tolerance, when during a quick run through they hit a nasty snag.


  “Tempest, redo that part, I’m not happy with the inflection in your voice,” Orlando ordered brusquely. “It’s starting to sound a little shrill.”


  “Maybe with good reason,” she snapped, as she stared at Natasha and Orlando, who in turn, were staring at her with fixed expressions of concern. She could have spat in the pixie woman’s eye, but she was not that close.


  “What was that?” Orlando asked, not hearing her clearly.


  “Nothing,” Tempest relinquished.


  “You know how it goes on tours,” Natasha observed in a voice everyone could hear, “sometimes you have to juggle your cast to keep things fresh. Maybe Tempest could use a day’s rest. Let her understudy take her place.”


  “I’ll do just fine, thank-you,” Tempest took offense at the remark.


  Orlando glared at her but said nothing.


  When the call time came late that afternoon, Tempest was missing.


  “Where is she?” Orlando asked anxiously. Only then did it dawn on him, that the trouble he’d had with her weeks before might be surfacing again. Another old friend, perhaps another jealousy?


  “She told me she’d be late,” Kathryn answered Orlando’s question.


  “She’s not feeling well?”


  “She’s feeling fine, I think she went into town.”


  He bristled, and turned his attention elsewhere, though curtain time was a mere half hour away.


  “You might want to get that understudy prepared,” Natasha was telling him, feeling just as anxious as Orlando was, that a key player was not in the theatre on time.


  “She’ll be here, and with bells on,” Orlando responded, though he was becoming less certain of his brat with every minute that ticked away.


  Ten minutes before the beginning of the overture, Orlando was scurrying to find the understudy when he bumped into his dark haired darling moving briskly backstage to the dressing room.


  “Where the hell have you been?” he roared, not paying attention to the people listening.


  “I had some shopping to do, I’ll be ready in a flash,” she told him, as she tried to break free of his grasp.


  He held her close, stared into her eyes, and was about to paddle her bottom right then and there; but knew that it was too close to curtain to take that kind of break. “I should blister your ass right here, either that or fire you. But we haven’t the time for punishing, and there’s no time to get the understudy ready.”


  “I’ll be ready, just let me go,” Tempest assured him sweetly, as she ignored his obvious anger.


  He pushed her rudely toward the dressing room, and clamped his mouth tight lest what he was really thinking should suddenly pour out.


  


  Orlando watched the performance from the sidelines with Natasha watching closely too.


  “She’s magnificent, isn’t she?” Orlando said.


  “Surprised me,” Natasha agreed. “Surprises me too that you didn’t cast her as Kate?”


  “That’s a long story,” he whispered. “She’s better off where she’s at, her ego would go berserk if she was Kate, and then I’d have to fire her, really fire her.”


  “Strange to see you in love,” Natasha said, looking at the blonde director with a degree of amazement seeing the way he was admiring the actress on stage.


  “It is, isn’t it?” he agreed, with a trace of sarcasm in his voice. He looked at Tempest and wondered to himself. He had to do something with her. He’d threatened all kinds of punishment for this kind of irresponsible behavior and they both knew it. If this was a test to see if he’d live up to his warnings, then there was not much else he could do but act. And there was no time but the present.


  


  After the performance there was the usual chaos backstage, until Orlando brought the company back together, with his vibrant voice ringing out for their attention.


  “There’s some business that needs attention folks, and I think we’ll handle it now, rather than later.” He had all eyes on him. “Tempest,” he called to his lover.


  “Me?” she looked at him surprised.


  “Nate, you have a sturdy looking belt,” he said, motioning to one of his technicians.


  “What?” Tempest wondered aloud, speaking for everyone, but Orlando who knew exactly what he was doing.


  “It’s about time darling that you stopped holding this cast hostage with your theatrics. Tonight it was more than something between you and me. You put the company and this performance in jeopardy, and I don’t think there’s anyone here that wouldn’t dearly love to see you properly chastised for it.”


  “Here? Now?” She looked at him dumbfound.


  “You seem to forget a discussion we had a few weeks ago. I made myself clear then. I told you exactly what I’d do. Now, pull your skirt up and come here.”


  “You must be crazy!” she flashed her eyes and stomped her foot.


  “Come here,” Orlando repeated.


  “You deserve it, Tempest,” someone jibed. “We’d like to see those buns of yours rosy.”


  “To hell with you!” she turned to glare at the voice behind her.


  “Suit yourself, I’ll raise your skirt myself,” Orlando vowed, as he took her by the arm, and thrust her over a wooden saw horse. “Hold her down if you have to,” he advised those closest to her.


  “Don’t you dare do this Orlando!” she roared even as he was raising her skirt. “Stop it now!” Her feet kept stomping even as her naked bottom appeared. She hadn’t worn panties, making her an even nastier Bianca than they’d all imagined.


  “Stop your gyrations or they’ll hold you down!” Orlando snapped again. With two burly and eager cast members standing on either side of the saw horse beside her, she was going nowhere. As Orlando moved in to do the deed, Tempest knew there was no way she could stop the inevitable. And yet, she didn’t stop her protests. “I hate you Orlando Shakespeare!” she howled just before the first blow landed. “Yeeeaww!” It was unexpectedly fierce.


  He landed another one right over top of the first; and it was accompanied by the same nasty wail from the reluctant submissive.


  “I won’t spend another day with any of you!” she blared, during one pause. Orlando ignored her and the belt came down for another smack. Her bottom was already turning red. “You have no right to do this,” she wailed. And the belt came down again and again in a spirited assault.


  For the audience assembled it was quite an awesome sight. It was a little frightening for most, though there was no one there defending her, no one suggesting that she’d had enough or was being unfairly brutalized. She was the bitch of the company, and the director’s lover, and that made for a curious combination that they all had trouble dealing with.


  “Stop this now!” she repeated, stomping her feet.


  Orlando only responded to her cries with several more sharp stinging smacks. He was giving her the spanking of her life. There would likely be none other quite like this.


  The belt was a furious disciplinarian, the vibrant burn and the crimson red increasing with each harsh cut. Even as her feet danced and she wailed loudly, the punishment continued without an all out mutiny on Tempest’s part that might have sent her flying, or required the active participation of the two men at her side, restraining her. She knew she was owed this, even if only she and Orlando knew that truth.


  


  It was just as Orlando had figured. He viewed the fiery burn on Tempest’s glorious buttocks with a good deal of satisfaction. She was testing him again, and he was passing once again, with flying colors. The only problem though; it was time to stop the testing. And he’d make sure of that when this was over. He’d had enough!


  There were dozens of smacks laid on, and a wail to accompany each one. The furious pace from start to stop peppered her bottom until it seemed that everyone, Tempest, Orlando, and the attentive audience was at last too weary to participate anymore. With a few final cracks of the belt to finish it off, it seemed that justice had been served, some odd atonement gained.


  Just for an instant, Tempest remained fixed over the saw horse, displaying her bottom. The very thought of having to face this company of people made her reluctant to rise. When Orlando finally helped her to her feet, she turned to see that everyone was staring at her, and she quickly pushed her full skirt back in place to cover her bottom. The humiliation was devastating, and she couldn’t take another minute of the embarrassment.


  She was ready to bolt, but Orlando had hold of her arm, effectively drawing her close to him. “You’re going no where!” he informed her. You’ll politely go sit in my dressing room, and you’ll stay there until I join you, do you hear me?”


  She was fighting to keep the tears away, fighting to pull free of him, fighting not to wail her fists against his hard muscled chest.


  “Do you understand?”


  “Yes,” she replied meekly, her lip trembling terribly.


  His eyes didn’t stop their attentive gaze, and it would seem he literally forced her way between the gathered crowd and into the dressing room by the very power of his fixed stare.


  


  ***


  


  “So, are you healing?” Orlando asked, when he arrived in the small room he used for his costumes, and for private conferences with his bratty lover.


  “That was the worst thing you’ve ever done to me,” Tempest pouted. There was an angry waspish glimmer in her green eyes.


  “It’s what you wanted, my love,” he said.


  “Wanted!” She looked at him dumbfounded.


  “You’ve been testing my resolve, my dear brat, just waiting to see if I’ll renege on my promises. I hope you realize that no matter what, I’ll live up to my word with you; even if I have to spank you daily in front of an audience.


  She snuffed, miserably.


  “The testing is going to stop, it’s not the kind of game I want to play. Spank you yes, for fun and when you get a little pouty. But I’m tired of having so many reasons to keep your bottom warm.”


  “Can I help it if sometimes I’m overly dramatic?” she said.


  “Sometimes?” he looked at her a little amused. “Your Machiavellian mind has got to stop finagling all this hefty drama. I’d rather just love you and screw you as much as I can.”


  She was smiling to herself, hearing him talk to her that way. “Well, I can’t promise you,” she warned.


  “I don’t ask for promises, just honesty. I know you get jealous and I’ve tried to curb my playfulness; but you have to give too, and quit acting like such a shrew. What do you think?”


  She cocked her pretty head, so he couldn’t be sure if she’d heard a single thing he said. She was so damned alluring when she was like this.


  “So? he asked.


  “I’ll try,” she conceded. “But honest, I really didn’t ask for this today.”


  “Well, about that we’ll disagree, because I think you loved every minute of if, you attention grabbing little starlet.”


  “Well?” she hedged a bit. “It must have been subconscious.”


  “Yes, it could have been.”


  He pulled her toward him, and held her close, feeling her heavy breasts move against him sensuously. He had his hand on her bottom fondling it, and was beginning to undo the ties that held her Bianca costume in its place.


  “Shall we go back to the hotel?” she suggested with a lusty glimmer in her eyes.


  “No, my love,” Orlando countered, “I think I’ll take you right here, right now. And then again when we’re back at the hotel, and maybe tomorrow when we’re on the bus.” His mouth went down to hers and his lips pressed tightly as his hands began to move purposefully on her bruised and aching bottom.


  


  

  
A Mid Summer Night’s Dream


  In paradise …


  


  Tempest climbed out of bed, her glorious naked body still glistening with perspiration. The aroma of their recent sexual interlude filled the air. Orlando watched his lover move toward the window as she tried to find a fresh breeze amidst the steamy Florida night heat. He admired her gleaming white skin, it looked almost iridescent in the faint light of the room. Observing her voluptuous form there were no marks, no red, no burn, no bruises this time, just the endless beauty of her long fleshy thighs and gently rounded ass cheeks.


  Minutes earlier he’d finished planting himself within her back door. Tempest always became more subdued and yielding when he took her there. He loved listening to her sweet whimpers and soft soulful cries when he moved inside her, when she snuggled her soft rear end into his heated groin, and the cock that impaled her. The more they were pressed together in this tight union, the more she succumbed to him, the more compliant and selfless and giving she became. A gift to them both, hard won, but clearly worth the effort.


  “Funny it should end here,” she said, turning slightly, so he could see the gentle swell of her belly and her round breasts, that glistened as sumptuously as the rest of her satiated body.


  “Funny how?” Orlando asked.


  “It’s over, the play, the tour, it’s all ending,” she said.


  “But not you and me,” he replied.


  “No, I guess not.” She sounded unsure of herself.


  “You are planning to go back to New York with me?”


  “Of course.” She turned fully around so Orlando could see all her treasures, the delicate bones of her neck, her tiny nipples, the wisps of pubic hair. He especially loved the way Tempest’s unruly mane of black hair cascaded in curls around her shoulders. She reminded him of a Renaissance painting, sensuous and carnal.


  Something was on her mind, he could see it in her furrowed brow, the way her eyes narrowed and her nostrils flared just slightly. He often wished he could peer inside her mind, look at the inner workings, read from the thoughts that marched though her intriguing intellect. Tempest didn’t think like other women, and that fascinated him, though as often, it infuriated him, the schemes that led her to the bratty behavior he found necessary to tame.


  “I have a confession,” she began, looking sheepish like child.


  “What’s that?” He’d learned to be instantly suspicious of such a statement.


  “I’ve made inquiries about another play, another road tour. The Tennessee Williams revival that Victor March is producing.”


  “Oh?” He looked curious, not angry, so she went on.


  “It’s going to mean we’ll be apart a while,” she said. “The tour starts in six weeks.


  “Not much time in New York,” he observed.


  “You’re not upset?” she asked.


  “You have a solid offer?” Orlando asked.


  “I think so, depends on the audition when I get back to the city. I just didn’t expect to have all this happen between you and me.”


  “I understand.”


  “You do?”


  “Do you want the part, darling?”


  “It’s a wonderful part, refreshing change from Shakespeare.”


  “Well then, don’t turn it down. Your career is important. I would never put you in a position of making you choose between me and your work.”


  “But I don’t want to lose you, Orlando. And I keep wondering, can we keep something going with me in Wichita and Toledo, and you god knows where? Who knows, you’re likely to go on the road again before I get back and then we’ll never see each other.” There was a sorrowful passion in her voice, reviving the actress in her with lightening speed.


  “It’s hard to say what will happen, but I am planning to stay in New York the next year,” he answered truthfully.


  She looked as if she was about to cry. But she bit her lip and looked back out the window, the silence as prickly as the humid air around them. She suddenly whipped around with an anxious and expectant face.


  “Would you spank me?” she said.


  He looked surprised. “Spank you? You’re asking for it? Now?”


  “I’ve been so good for so long, I miss it,” she admitted.


  Orlando eyed her translucent white skin thinking how it would look blotchy and red. It had been some time since he’d really spanked her. There were “love pats” while they’d made love, but nothing stinging or serious. “Come here,” he said, holding out his hand to her, as she tiptoed to the bed where his naked handsome body was reclining against their silky sheets. The pouch between his legs was already rising to the occasion, even so shortly after he’d filled her backdoor full with his hard erection.


  Though sex would wait for now, there was a spanking to attend to. As he eyed his lover’s approach, Orlando crawled to the side of the bed, swung his legs over the edge so he was sitting, and then reaching out for her, he brought Tempest to his side.


  She was incredibly peaceful now compared to the hot-tempered actress she could be. Weeks of submission to him had softened her, taking the edge from her sharp snapping tongue, and the whine from her selfish rantings. She was more at peace to give to him and herself. Weeks of surrendering to him had made them both happy, and sexually satisfied. With their natural dominant submissive relationship worked out over his lap and across her bottom when it was necessary, he was assured of the woman he wanted, she assured of the discipline she needed.


  And yes, she was right, she had been so good the last few weeks, they had almost forgotten to enjoy the rollicking spanking ride that had brought them together.


  Guiding Tempest over his lap, Orlando took some time to appreciate her fine round rear, his hand massaging it with lusty grabs and playful squeezes, so that her flesh was beginning to turn from white to pink.


  “Spank me,” she groaned. His teasing was a horrible imposition when she wanted something hard and stinging on her skin.


  Orlando heard her growing distress, but continued to play.


  “Oh, spank me please!” she encouraged him again.


  And again, all he offered her was the consistent caress of his firm grasping hand. “Just taking my time,” he told her. “Thinking of all the things I haven’t punished you for. Thinking of your snappy tongue, and sassy insolent pouting, and that whining “little girl pique” when your nostrils start to flare… . and the blaming little stew you get in when you forget your lines and try to accuse the other actors.”


  “Orlando, please,” she said exasperated.


  He continued his massage. “Oh, darling, it’s just inspiration,” he added. “I’m sure you’ll get a lot more out of this if I have a good reason for doing it, and I must say, I’m compiling quite a list, like the times that you’re just minutes late to rehearsal, hardly enough to call you down for, but certainly enough to be annoying. And let’s see … ” He was thinking more.


  “Orlando, please!”


  “Oh, you’ll get your due, you don’t have to worry about that.” The taunting spirited recounting of all her recent demerits was for Orlando as much a part of the punishment as the physical act.


  Tempest wiggled madly waiting, only half listening to the litany; she was far more focused on the feel of that first smack. But only when her darling dominant was certain he’d caught her off guard, did his hand briskly withdraw from her ass cheeks, and come down forcefully on one fleshy cheek, the smack designed to sting as much as possible.


  “Ouch!” she complained, even though it was exactly the sensation that she wanted.


  Smack! He repeated the treatment, though this one could not be quite as unanticipated as the first.


  “Ouch!” she complained again.


  Smack!


  “Ouch!”


  Smack!


  “Ouch!”


  A brisk steady rhythm ensued, and so did the burn, and so did Tempest’s cries and her satisfaction.


  “Oh, yes, oh god!” she was half in pain, half in pleasure, not sure which it really felt like, and still not caring. This sting, this burn was everything she wanted it to be. It was her way to dreamland, to a magical surrender into herself and him. It was from this place that her body and mind responded with a willingness to do all that Orlando demanded. She wanted the heat, and the fire, and the raging commotion; and it began with the incredible sting on her bottom and then spread everywhere. She wanted that tingling to spread all the way to her fingers and toes, and especially her cunt that ground into Orlando’s groin beneath her.


  The spanking went on with her dominant in control of every smack of his hand, laying some lightly, others savagely. He went on until her skin was that fine well spanked complexion he loved so well: red everywhere from her thighs to the top of her crack. He went on until her groin and torso were writhing not just from the pain, but from the blatant eroticism of their carnal act, and he could feel her body heat at its ready peak. Naked skin to naked skin, Orlando was soon too overcome to go on. He flung her to the bed, hips up, legs spread, and he repeated their earlier anal lovemaking, this time with a much more vigorous demanding intent, as he plowed his prick deep and swift.


  Beneath him, Tempest grunted and groaned as he pushed himself once again into her dark hole … all the wild feelings and spine tingling adventure played like fireworks in that remarkable place. She was exploding everywhere, just as he was exploding, and when they were finished, they collapsed together into one sweaty, panting, breathless heap.


  


  “I just can’t leave you,” she gasped.


  They were sticky in each other’s arms, the oppressive Florida heat making it almost impossible to catch their breaths, but they weren’t disentangling, Tempest wasn’t ready to let him go.


  


  ***


  


  Florida didn’t end that night, not for two weeks. They relaxed in the brilliant sun, swam in warm waters, made love again and again. They considered this time away their due, after the grueling demands of touring, before more grueling theatre demands would engage them both. But a vacation of perfect rapture, of entangled bodies, and sensuous spanking, and never any fights, was finally forced to give way to a necessary trek back to New York, and reality.


  


  
Some weeks later … .


  


  Tempest!” Orlando roared.


  The black haired beauty popped her head inside the theatre office door. “What, darling?” she asked.


  “Do I paddle you now or later?” He said, looking down at a mass of papers on his desk.


  “What?” She looked at him incredulously.


  “You’re useless in an office, aren’t you?”


  “I’m an actress,” she reminded him.


  “It’s a good thing you’re good at that, because you’re a lousy secretary.”


  “I screwed something up?”


  “I hate paperwork. I hate keeping records. I hate the tedium, I hate the orderliness; but I especially hate having made up a system, only to have well meaning helpers totally fuck it up! I might as well have dumped my files in a barrel, as have you try and put them in order.”


  “It can’t be that bad!” Tempest argued, thinking that she’d tried to do him a favor and help him get organized after the tour. She didn’t like paperwork any more than he did, but she thought that this was something lovers were suppose to do for each other, and she had the time when she wasn’t rehearsing for the new play. “Maybe I could help you get things sorted out?” she suggested.


  Orlando glared at her, frustrated. “No, no, no, no. You go on. Don’t you have a rehearsal?”


  “Yeah, I guess I do,” she said, looking at her watch. She moved inside the door and closer to him. Nuzzling against him, she pushed her way between his parted legs, and leaning down, she kissed his nose. His arms went around her, a hand resting on her bottom.


  “If you get out of here now, I’ll give you a reprieve on the spanking. You try to help me anymore, I’m going give you something to think about while you’re rehearsing your lines,” he joked, and he sent her off with quick pat on the bottom. She giggled as she left, casting him a sweet brief smile.


  


  ***


  


  It was the third week of rehearsals, a week before Tempest’s tour began. From Shakespeare to Tennessee Williams was a major shift in spirit, form and language. Tempest liked that kind of challenge. It made her really concentrate for a while on her acting talents, especially on being a good Southern Belle, even if that part was a natural for her. Though the vibrant actress was not from the South, her spirit was likely born there, with the sweet coy smiles, and batting eyelashes, and sugarcoated cunning.


  She loved this theatre group, she loved her part, and she loved the director, from a professional point of view, of course. How different he was from Orlando’s flash, dash and hot-fired spark. She took great pains to behave herself because he was a good friend of Orlando’s, and her lover had let her know that he would be checking up on her.


  “If I discover that you’re pulling the same shenanigans with Victor, that you did with me,” he started in on her just days into the first rehearsals, “I’ll be at Victor’s stagedoor, and paddling your behind before you know what’s happening. And I won’t care who’s looking on.”


  Tempest believed him. If there was one thing she’d learned on their tour together, Orlando would live up to his threats when it came to her professional deportment and her bottom. She’d tested his resolve on enough occasions to know that despite the way he loved her, spanking her bottom was never difficult, especially when she did something to deserve it.


  “I’ve changed my ways, darling,” Tempest gushed at him when he made the threat. “I’m so well behaved anymore, I’m a completely different person. See how good you are for me?” She’d had her arms around his neck, kissing him. She thought she had Orlando convinced of her sincerity, and in fact she was behaving herself in this new theatre. Maybe she was really learning something, though part of her good behavior, she didn’t want to share her spanking secrets with the whole world. After having her bottom on public display and facing the humiliation thereafter, she had no desire to repeat the process with yet another theatre company.


  


  Tempest greatest trepidation was leaving Orlando for two months. Theirs wasn’t exactly a stable relationship, despite the halcyon days they’d enjoyed since the Taming of the Shrew tour ended.


  She was particularly fearful of Orlando’s lady’s man reputation. He’d kept his lust and his wandering eyes well behaved, just as Tempest had kept her temper in check. But being gone so many weeks, she didn’t completely trust him. He had a weakness for beautiful actresses … . and beautiful stage designers, and beautiful make-up artists. He had weakness for beautiful women, bottom line.


  


  “Orlando, what are you going to do while I’m away?” she asked, trying to keep the inquiry innocent. It was their last night together before she left with Victor’s theatre company. She wanted it to be a good night for them, but she needed to address her fears.


  “What am I going to do with what?” Orlando asked, as reclined in bed with a script resting on his thighs.


  Tempest lay next to him, with her own script in her lap. Her eyes sparkled and she reached inside the covers, found the crotch of his silk pajama bottoms, and put her hand on his soft prick.


  “This!” she said. “What are you going to do with this?”


  “How about if I keep it in my pants,” he said, peering over his reading glasses at her.


  Tempest smiled coyly. “That’s what I wanted to hear.”


  “Sometimes, I wonder who controls this relationship,” he said sarcastically, putting his script aside and turning to her.


  “Ooo, am I being too bold?” she asked.


  “Probably, but this is our last night together for a while,” he replied. “I don’t want those kind of sparks to fly. That is unless you do?”


  “You mean, do I want to get spanked? No,” she replied.


  “So what are you going to do?” Orlando asked, reaching under the covers and massaging her pussy, so she got the message.


  “Oh, get batteries for the vibrator, I suppose,” she said, laughing light-heartedly.


  He smiled. This separation wasn’t going to be easy for either one of them. He knew that, and he suspected that Tempest was more nervous about it than she was letting on.


  His black haired lover shot up from bed, and he watched her sensuous body move gracefully in a pair of his silk boxer sorts and a sleeveless T-shirt that revealed almost everything about her breasts. She walked around the room staring at pictures on the wall, Orlando’s gallery of shows and actresses, actors and directors; smiling faces, favorite scenes, intimate shots, candids, chorus lines and curtain calls. Some were framed in old tattered frames, others in gilded gold. One whole wall of his bedroom, as well as one in the living room was covered top to bottom, end to end.


  “Who’s she?” Tempest asked curiously, staring at one particular picture about the center of the bedroom wall.


  “Cathy Stowe.”


  She nodded her head. “I thought so. Isn’t she joining you for this play?”


  “Next week,” Orlando confirmed.


  Tempest studied the photograph, not liking what she saw. The sassy blonde with her arms around Orlando’s waist looked awfully cozy with the man she loved.


  “Was she a lover?” Tempest asked.


  “Haven’t we already discussed this? We’re not going to get into it.”


  “I was just curious.”


  “Curious, my ass. You’re digging for information.”


  



“Well, I think I have a right to know if a former lover is coming to town the week that I leave.” She sounded almost like her old self with a familiar edge in her voice that Orlando didn’t like.


  “Tempest, you know I’ve had lots of lovers. You also know that I’m not going to tell you about them.” He was getting irritated going over this old ground one more time.


  “But she was a lover, wasn’t she?” Tempest insisted on knowing. She moved on down a row of pictures of Cathy and Orlando, Cathy’s lips on his cheeks, Cathy’s hand on his crotch, Cathy and Orlando eye to eye. Why didn’t they just have one of them fucking, she thought to herself. She’d never say that out loud. “Don’t you think it’s a bit much, all of these. Seems like she was more than just one of a long string. I mean she must have been a particularly special lover to have garnered so much space. I wonder if I’ll have as much when I’m cast off for another actress.


  “Tempest, we were doing a play!” Orlando reminded her. “There are probably a dozen old lovers hanging on the wall, several pictures of all of them. You are letting your jealously run away with you again, brat, and I’ll remind you just how serious I am about our relationship if you keep this up.” He eyed her sternly.


  “You promised you wouldn’t do that on our last night”


  “I never promised anything of the sort.” He was getting pissed, though working hard at containing it just to keep things peaceful between them.


  “You did too,” she snapped.


  “You know, you’re just anxious about leaving,” he postulated, getting out of bed, and walking up next to her.


  “I am not!” she barked, her eyes beginning to flare.


  “Don’t lie,” he told her.


  She scowled, screwed up her nose, and then looked him straight in the eye. “You really want the truth? I’m not anxious at all about leaving, about the play, about anything at all, but with the track record you have with women … ” she caught her breath, “I just don’t trust you!” She turned her back on him, and humphed.


  Orlando turned her around and held her at the shoulders looking down into her sparkling green eyes. “Listen to me, Miss Tempest, I’ve made a commitment to you, I plan on keeping.”


  “How do I really know?” she asked. “We work together day and night, eat together, sleep together, there isn’t much opportunity to do anything else. I leave, Miss Cathy Stowe comes to town, beautiful blonde, old lover, how do I know you’re going to behave yourself?”


  “Listen to yourself! What the hell’s going on?”


  There was a wild something brewing in her bones, a horrid feeling in the pit of her stomach. She hadn’t felt this bad in weeks, certainly not since living with Orlando had become second nature to her. She wouldn’t call it jealousy, though maybe it was. Regardless, it was certainly fear.


  Tempest jerked her way out of his arms and tried getting to the bathroom, but he’d managed to cling to one slim arm.


  “Oh no, you don’t!” he roared, you’re not walking away on me with comments like that!”


  “Ouch! You’re hurting me,” she blared. She was an instant away from a typical Tempest tantrum, one step shy of stamping her feet like a baby which he’d seen her do too many times.


  “You stand still, and I won’t.”


  She jerked her arm and Orlando held tight.


  “It’s pretty clear to me that you’re not going to make it through the night without getting your butt paddled. I suppose we might as well get it over with now!”


  “No, Orlando, please!”


  “Oh, no, you’ve said enough, my bratty little bitch. There’s only one thing that you need right know, and you know exactly what it is.”


  “Please, Orlando, please no,” she moaned as she tried pulling away from the hand that held her fast. But he had made up his mind. And hauling her toward the bed, he stopped briefly at his bureau and pick up the hairbrush.


  “Orlando, no please, not that! I’m sorry, I really am …”


  Her wails were useless, the nasty brat had lit the flames again, fired up the boiler and was throwing fuel on in buckets. The well remembered conflagrations of their first weeks together were playing out one more time, almost as if it was a script, and they were reciting lines.


  Orlando changed course when they had reached the bed, thinking he preferred a more traditional mode of punishment for this scene. Pulling a chair into an open space in the room, he sat down, still handling the wailing woman in his steely grasp. His bitchy wiggling girlfriend, who eyes looked more like a dragon’s now, their fierce incandescent burn suggesting this war had its start in something more than just a little lover’s spat over pictures on the wall, was hardly resigned to the fate before her. But that didn’t deter the determined dominant.


  “Orlando, stop!” Tempest blared, trying to jerk away. Her protest was useless. In seconds, she was over his legs, the silk boxers at her ankles, and her pink white bottom was jiggling and twisting for all it was worth. Orlando’s arm went around her waist, and held her fast. Despite her ranting and raving, she was going no where.


  With the hairbrush poised and ready, Orlando didn’t wait, but began laying in on her with a resounding smack. The crack of the brush against her quivering bottom made a rude jolt, and a smacking sound, only matched in fury by Tempest hollering.


  “You bloody, fucking asshole, stop it!” she roared.


  He cracked the brush harder still, making pink white flesh turn shocking red in a matter of seconds.


  Tempest howled like crazy. There was no way she was going to let up, her arms and legs kicking with increasing fury, all to no avail.


  Smack!


  Orlando leveled one nasty whack and roared himself. “I can go on as long as you, brat!”


  “You bastard!” she barked back.


  Smack!


  “You call me that once more, I’ll go on all night.”


  He was pelting her hard, exhausting both of them, seeing the crimson rise more vivid with each smack. After the first bright burst of heated energy, Orlando stopped just briefly, out of breath, hoping Tempest would be ready to quit the brutal battle. Though even as he relaxed his grasp, he felt her buck against him to get away.


  “Oh no, you don’t, you hellish brat!” He set his arm firmly around her again, and started in, bringing the hairbrush down in another wild burst of repetitious smacks. He didn’t let up until he’d completely exhausted her, and she was doing nothing but crying her eyes out. To his relief, her body went limp when he attempted to end the spanking this second time.


  Lifting her from his lap, Orlando stood, while he set Tempest on the chair with a determined shove, her wounded bottom hitting the seat with a resounding smack.


  “Ouch!” she groused at him. Her head was bowed just slightly, her eyes looking up; it was that “naughty little girl” look, that naughty smirk of a pout on her lips that he knew so well. It was the very expression that Orlando found appealing and dangerous at the same time. She could turn into a seductress at this point, or just a whining bitch. He hoped it would be the former.


  “Now, my darling, not another word about my past lovers. We’re adults, not children, if we have a little faith in ourselves and each other we’ll get through the next few weeks. If we don’t, then maybe we don’t belong together.”


  Tempest took the longest time to regain her composure so that she could speak. She was feeling a little embarrassed that her fears and gotten away from her.


  “You know, hon, maybe you were right,” she said with a soft conciliatory tone, a flicker of mischievous light in her eyes.


  “About what?”


  “About being nervous and all, the trip, our separation…”


  “It certainly would have been easier on you, if you’d admitted that right off,” he suggested. Still looking down at her a little piqued, her expression was so … so Tempest, so thoroughly like her, he couldn’t help but forgive her the ridiculous jealousy. Maybe she needed this reminder before she left on the tour, maybe she knew that, and had purposefully asked for it in her own unique way. Orlando figured he’d never know for sure, but at least she was finally at peace, and her eyes were warming, and that sumptuous submissiveness that he loved so well was making him fall in love with her one more time.


  Giving her a broad welcoming smile, he pulled her up from the chair, and put his arms around her, placing his two hands on her warm red bottom cheeks, and letting his mouth descend to kiss her.


  They were back in bed moments later.


  


  
On the road …


  


  Kevin stared into Tempest’s eyes. There were a thousand people staring at them. The spotlight danced on the fire between them, hot and electric; and when Tempest’s seductress tempted Kevin’s smoldering lothario, they locked lips, going for a passionate erotic kiss.


  It was the tenth time the actor and actress had kissed this way in a performance, and the umpteenth time, rehearsals and all.


  It was their professional obligation to the play to bring real sexual fire into their roles, but in this case, these two were doing something more than acting.


  Going down on the stage bed as the spot faded out, they were groin to groin, arms in arms, lingering in the pose much longer than they needed to, for the curtain had already gone down.


  


  ***


  


  “Tempest!” Kevin called to her, as she was leaving the dressing room with two other actresses.


  “Yeah?” She looked back at the brown haired, blue eyed actor with a smile.


  “You want some coffee?” he asked.


  “Naw, I’m kind of tired.”


  The other women had gone on ahead of her, while Kevin came up close.


  “You don’t have to be so abrupt,” he suggested. Standing as close as he was, she could practically feel his breath on her neck.


  “Yeah, I do,” she said, as she tried to walk away.


  “No, you don’t,” he said, gently pulling her back to him. “I don’t think we can ignore this Tempest, what’s happening on that stage. They call it chemistry. I’d call it lust!”


  “Oh, Kevin, no,” she tried to let him down easy. “There can’t be anything between us, I’m involved with another man.”


  “Well is he here?” Kevin stared around, a little mockery in the act, knowing that Tempest’s boyfriend, whoever he was, was a thousand miles away.


  “Of course not! But that doesn’t mean that I have the right or the desire to start something with you. C’mon, we’re not the first leading man and lady that have lust kindling their hormones. Let’s not get carried away.”


  Kevin made her turn around, and face him. “Tempest, I want to get carried away,” he said with the most lovely look of sexual desire playing out on his classically handsome face.


  It was hard for her to hide her feelings. There was a lot of desire for this man. It was hard not to be attracted to his good looks, and the way he kissed. He was as good at that as any lover she ever had, including Orlando. There was a lot of loneliness in these weeks without Orlando, she missed him, missed sex, even missed the spankings. What she’d give right now for one good swat on her butt by Orlando’s broad hand to wake her up. But he wasn’t there, and Kevin was … he was such a different man, a calm, charming, easy going man. They got along so well, no snarls, no barking, no tiffs, no conflagrations … Maybe that was because they were equals. That was a major difference from her relationship with Orlando, where she always played some submissive role.


  


  The lights were going out backstage, their corner was deserted and out of the way. A few technicians were tinkering around, but there was no one to notice the stolen kiss, Kevin leaning down, lips pressing against Tempest’s lips, their mouths opening wider as the kiss lingered. Kevin backed away. “You want to deny it now?” he asked a little smugly.


  “It’s easy to do this when you’re on the road and lonely. But we can’t.”


  He raised his eyebrows, dropped his hands away. He didn’t believe her, or her attempts at a firm resolve. There were still three weeks to go. He could have her, it would just take a little more time, a little more charm, and a few more wide open kisses to have her all.


  


  It wasn’t but three days later, when they’d moved to another town and another theatre for three nights that Kevin got his chance again. This time, he assaulted her in the hallway of the hotel at midnight after the show.


  “Caught you!” he said. Before she knew it, his hands were at her waist and he was drawing her voluptuous body to his.


  “Kevin!” she whispered in protest.


  “Come with me,” he said, taking her hand, she followed him without protest into his room. He was treating the incident like some silly frolic, and she was game for fun. However beyond his door, his arms were around her, and the kiss he planted on her full lips, not only lingered, it turned into several. While he was busy with his tongue about her mouth and she was responding, his hands made their way down her body, and she found herself being stripped of her clothes, willingly.


  “I shouldn’t be doing this,” she purred, but the protest was only half hearted. Maybe she would have had the resolve she needed to ward off Kevin’s advance if she’d been able to get a hold of Orlando the night before. But he was at his theatre in the middle of his show, and if she knew her lover well, it was his opening night, cast and crew would be having a party in some New York bar into the wee hours of the morning.


  Tempest fell into bed all too easily, and with so little resistance she abandoned all thoughts of Orlando, commitment, trust, virtue and fidelity. It was a stunning failure on her part, but at least when it was first over, she could hope that screwing Kevin meant something more than just a rendezvous with lust. Maybe the actor was more the man she needed than the wild-eyed dominant director in New York?


  


  “God, you were good,” Kevin said, breathing his after sex sighs of relief. “Right up there on top.”


  “Good? On top?” The assessment sounded strange. Why good, as if she was rated on a scale? “This was a conquest?” she asked. There was a sudden gnawing in the pit of her stomach that almost made her retch. This attitude was not what she suspected. Was it just sex, was that all he meant about wanting to be “carried away” with her?


  “Conquest? No,” he said, turning to her. He stroked her belly for a minute as if that made up for being a scoundrel. She wasn’t sure what he was, but his sincerity was clearly in question. The idea that this was a grand mistake was not far from her mind. “Wasn’t I right?” he said. “There was something between us.”


  “Was there?” she asked. It was so simple having sex with him, just falling right into bed, the lust was very easy; but somehow, it was not the way it was suppose to be.


  “You’re a real sexual tiger, hon.” He rolled over on her, her legs spreading wide, as his quickly recovering youthful erection was ready for another go round. To her dismay, she couldn’t stop her loins from the ache that allowed him to enter. And it felt like heaven having him there inside, insincerity and all.


  It was physical and satisfying at least on that level.


  And when he brought them both to a second luscious orgasm, Tempest realized that she had a real problem, a real fear, and a whole lot of guilt.


  


  ***


  


  When the dark haired actress got off the tour bus in New York, her heart was beating wickedly inside her. Orlando was there with a delightful smile on his face; he was anxious to see her. When she took the three paces to his arms, he lifted her up and flung her around enthusiastically.


  Oh! this was love, she thought to herself as she felt the warm welcome all the way through her. If only she could respond.


  “You need to tell me everything,” Orlando said to her over dinner.


  They stopped to eat on the way home, and now sat in the middle of a bustling cafe eating chowder. Tempest crumbled saltines into her soup.


  “My god! I’ve told you everything, we talked almost every day,” she reminded him.


  “That we did, but it was never enough.”


  “No, it wasn’t,” she agreed. “But you know I’m just exhausted. I didn’t have Florida for two weeks with you afterwards, maybe we could have Florida together in your apartment,” she said, her eyes glimmering sweetly, as she tried to focus just on this very wonderful man.


  Three nights on the tour, she’d let herself be taken away with lust for Kevin. He’d burned brightly like some shooting star, but had dwindled, his luster vanishing, when she realized how empty their affair was. There was no substance at all, and before she was out of bed the third night, she was wishing it was Orlando that was lying beside her. At that point, she would have readily had him spank her butt, just to put some distance between Kevin’s bed and his.


  And then afterwards, it was regret, regret, regret and guilt, that fueled her non-acting hours for the rest of the tour. Regret and guilt and a mind working overtime, trying to decide how she’d handle her infidelity with Orlando. Though even as she saw the skyline of New York coming into view on their way into town, she hadn’t been sure what she would say or do with this horrible truth.


  


  “Florida was nice,” Orlando said, remembering their days there with a delightful gleam in his eye.


  “I’m glad to be home,” she said. “And I’m glad you’re here, you have no idea how much I’ve missed you.”


  “You have, huh? Well I’ve missed you.” He looked at her for a second as if he was carefully considering his next words. “I must admit, Tempest, it was hard being faithful to you. I mean really hard. But … you’ll be happy to hear that I didn’t blow it. Cathy’s smashing, I can’t help that, but I pushed her away twice, and she got the message. You’ve got one well tamed lamb here,” he said, proud of his accomplishment.


  She could only look at him with a smile that tried to be genuine, even as it faded rather quickly, when she immediately thought of her own indiscretion. Should she tell him, while they were in this moment of confessions? Especially after he’d been upfront about his lust for Cathy? But what would he do, if she laid out the story of Kevin in its honest detail?


  “Hey, you look tired,” he said, leaning forward and stroking her cheek. “Why don’t we get home and have some fun in bed, before you completely collapse.”


  She smiled meekly, and he thought it was all exhaustion. She wished that she didn’t know better.


  


  ***


  


  For nearly ten days, Tempest lived with the lie, side by side with an Orlando who was happy to have her back. Most of the time she was happy too. But there was a constant gnawing inside her that suggested she should tell him just to get it off her chest. Another voice inside her said, telling him would only be easing her conscience. What he didn’t know couldn’t hurt him.


  Besides, it could be quite a can of worms that would be opened if he found out. It was too much for Tempest to deal with, so she tried to forget it.


  Every day that passed, the further she was from her crime and Kevin; and thankfully, he was off somewhere West acting in another play, so he wasn’t around to goad her. By the beginning of her second week home, going to auditions again, Orlando busy with his play, it seemed that this unfortunate escapade with the actor was fast fading into the past. In a little time, it would be nothing but a blip on the otherwise normal surface of her life with Orlando.


  As far as Tempest was concerned however, she wanted nothing to do with getting spanked, thinking succumbing to some firestorm of punishment again might well cause her to let down her guard. Something she couldn’t afford to do.


  


  Tempest behaved herself so well, Orlando was suspicious of her good deportment. Then again, maybe the tour had helped her to grow up. He could only hope. Though, he didn’t want her to lose the spark that had always kept their relationship interesting, and the sex a constant new thrill.


  


  ***


  


  By the end of her second week home, Tempest had made up her mind. No. She wouldn’t tell Orlando about her sexual dalliance with Kevin. To celebrate her choice, she planned a romantic meal for her lover, when he arrived home from the theatre. Something light, sexy and provocative, finger food, and then something sweet to finish it off … and lots of opportunity to be close again, very close, and not just sexually. It was time to really start talking again, and see if she really could get beyond the desire to spit out unmentionable things.


  For several days, she’d noticed that Orlando had been preoccupied with something, and distant with her. It was something he wouldn’t talk about. Perhaps, a hot sensuous evening would bring everything back together. It was disturbing, but then, she’d been distant herself.


  For the occasion, Tempest dressed in one of Orlando’s favorite outfits, a costume from the theatre that she’d worn as Bianca, with a low, tightly laced bodice that pushed her breasts into a generous cleavage, and a filmy skirt, that with no slip on underneath, you could be see right through it. She went barefoot about the apartment, moving like a fairy sprite, lighting candles and burning incense, waiting for him to arrive.


  


  It was almost midnight when Tempest heard the door open and close; and moving quickly to the sofa, she relaxed back on it with a glass of wine in her hand, and a provocative smile on her face. But when Orlando appeared in the doorway of the living room there was something besides appreciation written in his expression.


  “Darling, come here, sit down,” she invited him.


  He looked annoyed instead of pleased. “No, I think I’ll stand.”


  Tempest swung her feet around and placed them on the floor, sitting up, she looked at his clouded face, wondering.


  “Something’s wrong?” she asked.


  He stared at her for some time. He even moved inside the room, though he didn’t take his eyes from the concerned and confused actress as she waited for him to speak.


  “This is quite a show, Tempest, it this suppose to butter me up for the crash?”


  “What!”


  “Were you planning to tell me tonight?”


  “Tell you what? I have nothing to tell,” she said, a statement that she’d regret for a long time to come.


  Orlando nodded his head, a strange looking smirk breaking out on his face. “You never planned on telling me, did you?” he finally said.


  “What are you talking about?” she asked.


  “You want to keep denying it?” He shook his head in disgust.


  Tempest was speechless.


  “You know, luv, it was pretty stupid being in this business we’re in, with all the gossip … it was pretty stupid to think that your Kevin could keep the secret from everyone … especially from someone who would know someone, who would tell me.”


  “You know?” She froze up inside.


  “You know, I would have thought you’d just admit it. After I got the shocking news, I waited three days thinking that maybe you’d tell me. I knew it would be hard to admit, but eventually you’d get around to it. Do you have any idea how this hurts, first coming from some other man, and then to have you not even own up to it, not say a blessed word.” He shook his head, deeply hurt and disappointed with her.


  “You know what pisses me off the most?” He was beginning to wave his hands and pace the floor. “You had every opportunity to tell me that first night at the cafe, when I was confessing my desires for Cathy. Did you think then, that it might have been the perfect opportunity?”


  “But, Orlando, you weren’t confessing anything to me but thoughts in your mind. And in the same breath, you were telling me that you’d passed the fidelity test. Good god, it would have been better for me, if you told me you’d failed. Then, maybe I could have admitted mine.”


  “Oh, is that it? You really wanted me to sleep with someone else?” he asked.


  “No, no.”


  “Then you would be off the hook, right?”


  “Oh please, it’s not that way.”


  “Sure it is. Then our relationship would really be more messed up than it is. Now, we just have one lying partner. Two? I’d say we were finished for good.”


  “You’re saying we’re not finished,” Tempest tried to clarify his thinking.


  “I don’t know. I only know I’m damned pissed.” He stood with his back to her.


  She sat for some minutes trying to think of something to say. “Why don’t you spank me?” she finally offered.


  He whipped around. “Oh, don’t worry, I plan to tan your butt, so can’t sit down. And believe me, if I can get it that sore, I will.”


  He paced about the room glaring at her. She wished he’d just do it.


  “Can you forgive me?” she asked. She started to get up and go to him.


  “Sit down,” he ordered. The very look in his eyes put her back in her seat. He paced more, his anger only brewing. “I don’t know Tempest, I just don’t know, if I can forgive you.” He shook his head. “I’m going to bed.”


  Tempest wondered why he just didn’t get the nasty thing over with, she needed it, wanted it, had to have it. But it was not to be.


  “Aren’t you going to spank me tonight?” she asked, almost pleading.


  Orlando, on his way to the bedroom, turned around and fixed her with another fearsome glance. “No, luv. That would be too easy. I want to savor my anger, and while I am, I want you to suffer.”


  “But when will you spank me?” she asked, a distinctive Tempest kind of whine in her voice.


  “Oh, no you don’t. Don’t go getting that edge in your voice, don’t go getting that righteous, I gotta know what’s happening, shit. I’m going to control my anger now, and I’m going to control the way it plays out on your butt, if it plays out on your butt at all. I’m beginning to think that maybe it’s not worth it. Maybe that would be too easy for you. I really don’t know, but I do know that you are going to have to live with your cunning and deceit, you two-timing bitch.”


  “Do you want me to move out?” she asked meekly, as he was about to walk off.


  He nodded, mocking her. “Oh, that would be a fine thing, go run off too, call it quits. Would that make it easier to screw Kevin?” he exploded.


  She was in tears, too hurt to go on. Getting up, she ran past him, grabbing coat and shoes, not listening to him as he called to her. Tempest spent the night down the hall at a friend’s, but she returned to the apartment the next day.


  


  ***


  


  There were three days of prickly silence, neither one saying much. It seemed that Orlando was serious about nursing his anger, for there was nothing that she could say that would bring him out of it.


  


  The fourth night, he came home and ordered her into the living room. It was after midnight and she had just climbed into bed, deciding not to wait for him any longer.


  “Bring the strap with you, brat!” he called her out of a pre-sleep daze.


  It took another similar command before she heard him clearly, popped from bed, and struggled to find the implement that he wanted from the back of their closet. She was glad, even as she was churning inside with the most ghastly fear. This punishment would be terribly hard, and she could almost feel the burn on her bottom as she thought of how it would feel when it was over.


  Arriving in the living room, she found Orlando standing waiting for her. He seemed a bit more peaceful and less like the fuming man he’d been the past few days. Maybe deciding to spank her was the reason for the change.


  “Over the back of the chair,” he ordered, and without giving her the opportunity to respond, he strode forward, took her arm and pushed her firmly over the back of a low chair, exactly as he wanted her.


  Wearing just a T-shirt, it was easy to bare her bottom, and once done, he stood back and waited to give her that first strike.


  Tempest exposed and vulnerable, grabbing the far sides of the chair for support, waited too.


  Then, there was a vicious snap, and the four inch wide leather strap landed dead center on her ass cheeks. Orlando followed the first snap with a hearty dozen, all leveled with a precision that placed them squarely one atop another, so that a wide stripe of red was beginning to show clearly on both ass cheeks. Tempest moaned as the heat and burn increased with each repeated well aimed blow. He hardly veered a centimeter from the first one, all alike in location, and all making her ass grow increasingly more uncomfortable, until there was pain - harsh, demanding, tear producing pain rising in her behind. The pain was not just on the center where the strap hit, but everywhere, radiating out so it seemed it would consume her.


  But then, all of a sudden, Orlando stopped.


  Tempest heard him back away, and lay the strap down on the table.


  There was an eerie quiet, a deafening silence, and a prickly tension that remained. It was not at all like it was suppose to be at the end of a session with the strap, or hairbrush, or the palm of the hand for that matter. Tempest could feel Orlando still seething.


  “It’s no use, brat,” he said at last. “No use. You can get up.”


  It was the strangest ending, the strangest feeling that came over her, as she lifted herself from the back of the chair.


  “Spanking you is just not doing it,” he said. He turned and walked away.


  


  ***


  


  It took one day for Tempest to get angry. It was easier for her to be angry than sad, or hurt, or any of the thousand other feelings that might have resided in her. It took just another day to arrange a new place to live. After that, it took just two hours to be packed and out of Orlando’s apartment.


  The note she left was brief, she couldn’t think of anything else to say. She wanted to say I love you, but that hurt too much.


  


  If you can’t spank me and forgive me, there’s no reason for me to stay and endure that awful look in your eyes. If there is a way to make it up to you, I’d like to listen. Tempest


  


  

  
A Winter’s Tale


  Celebration …


  


  The frenzy backstage had peaked, and still Tempest was surrounded by well wishers, crowding around her with kisses, hugs and dozens of flowers. The fragrant perfumes from the gold dripping theatergoers, and the bouquets they brought her were dizzying, though Tempest loved every second of her ephemeral reign as princess for the night. It was a role that suited her distinct personality well. Tempest knew when to take advantage an audience, and this was an opening night to savor.


  Looking up to the crowd after a gracious hug from her director, her stunned eyes glanced on a blonde haired man walking toward her. Every atom in her voluptuous frame teetered on the verge of explosion, as if this one additional element to this wonderful night might just send her careening over the edge of too much.


  “Tempest,” he said, taking her hands in his. He gave her a gracious old world kiss on the back of her delicate hand. “Your best performance.”


  It was a compliment worth more to her than all the gushing tributes she’d listened to all evening long. Her eyes gazed at Orlando and her lips broke out into a expectant smile, as she said, “I’m glad you came.”


  To the actress’s dismay, Orlando remained cordial, but aloof. The cool with which he’d dismissed their relationship on grounds of her gross infidelity had not disappeared.


  “You picked off a plum of a role,” he added. “You should be very proud.”


  “Thank you, Orlando,” she replied. Feeling the icy chill from her former lover, she hoped that her feelings for the man might have vanished over three months time; and though there might be a lingering fondness for him, the wild passion could be laid to rest as a remarkable memory. Unfortunately, it wasn’t so. She was still desperately in love with Orlando Shakespeare.


  “Would you like to stay for our cast party,” she asked him. “We’re going for a late supper at Gianinni’s?”


  “Thank you for asking, but no. I wouldn’t intrude.”


  “It would be no intrusion,” she replied quickly. Did he pick up her anxiety, she wondered?


  “Thank you no,” he answered, flatly. For just an instant his eyes remained on hers, but there was so little substance in them, the actress had no way of telling if the man still had feelings for her.


  He graciously kissed her hand again, but there was no smile. “Enjoy, my dear, you deserve it.” It was a cool ending to a chilling reception. Tempest stood watching as he turned and left. For just a moment she was all alone. Dozens of people still bustled around her, though none was paying attention to her. Alone, and watching her former lover retreat, she wished he’d not come at all, ruining what should have been the happiest day of her career.


  Seconds later, another half dozen well wishers descended on the black haired actress and she was obliged to give them her complete attention. For the remainder of the night however, that would be impossible to do, when half her heart had walked away, disappearing into the darkened theatre riding on the back of the man she loved.


  


  
In the house of a friend …


  


  “Grab the wine ladies. There’s food in the fridge. You know I didn’t make this a big deal,” the chatty woman said, ushering her friends into her living room. “Tempest quit brooding. This is a night to forget about everything, directors, men, plays, lights, make-up, scripts …”


  Tempest smiled. “I never forget about men,” she replied, as she followed closely behind her hostess.


  “No. You never forget about one man,” Kayla Karl corrected her.


  “Can I help it,”


  Tempest said with a trace of whine in her otherwise lovely voice.


  “Yes,” Kayla answered immediately. “You can put him out of your mind right now, and find another man.” The two women retreated to Kayla’s living room, where two other women were reclining in haphazard fashion, in haphazard clothes. It was a haphazard night, without men, even though it was likely that that would be all they would talk about.


  “Ladies,” Kayla announced to Christy and Anna, the other two actresses. “We have to cheer up our prima donna up.”


  All three looked at Tempest, who’d plunked down on the floor with the rest of them, and polished off her first glass of wine in one long drink.


  “My? Still mooning over the director?” Anna asked.


  “Don’t ride me about it,” Tempest snapped. “You’ve all been in love.”


  “Hon, when you pull a stupid antic, like sleeping with another actor, what do you expect a man like Orlando to do?” Anna said.


  “Forgive me,” Tempest answered readily.


  “You are a haughty woman,” Christy observed.


  “Our relationship was far too advanced to throw it away like he did,” Tempest said.


  Kayla stared the dark eyed woman in the eye, seeing the sharp spark that was characteristic of her. “If you feel that way,” she said. “Just bide your time. If you’re still in his heart, fate will bring you back together.”


  “And if not?” Tempest was almost afraid to hear the answer.


  “Then the earth could move, and nothing will restore your relationship,” Christy said.


  “I’m counting on being in his heart,” Tempest vowed. There was a determination in the young woman that defied anyone to argue.


  


  Three bottles of wine empty, another opened, the conversation between the quartet of women never did stray from men. Though somewhere, along about midnight, Kayla suggested they break new territory by each recounting their very wildest sexual fantasy.


  “What would you have your dream man do to bring you to erotic ecstasy?” she asked each one, every pore of the woman oozed seduction, her expressive eyes dripping with lust. There was some man, some fantasy in her own mind that she was thinking about that very moment.


  The four woman took turns making delightful journeys into scenes only their imaginations could create. There were beaches, flowers, and airplanes cavorting in their sexual episodes, and in the most daring, a raunchy scene in a cabaret that had Kayla practically orgasmic with her cunt pressed against a pillow between her legs. The wild eroticism of the female imagination was climbing to ungodly heights, when Anna turned to Tempest.


  “You’ve been quiet,” she said. “Where’s all your imagination?”


  “Oh, my imagination is just fine. I’m not sure I think the way the three of you do,” she replied.


  “About sex? You don’t think about sex with that savage director of yours?”


  “Of course, I think about sex with him. It’s just not sandy beaches, or even hot nightclubs I think about.”


  “Well tell us,” Kayla said.


  “You’ll be shocked,” Tempest replied.


  “What’s fair is fair,” Christy interjected. “We’ve all given up our most intimate desires. Play fair, Tempest.”


  The black haired actress looked at each one of them, casting them a sly smirk. “You promise not to stop me?”


  “Why would we do that?” Kayla said.


  “You promise to hear me all the way to the last act?” A mystery in her expression defied explanation.


  “You must have something very juicy to tell,” Anna said. “So, go on.”


  Tempest took another big gulp of wine, her dizzy head, and the erotic heat in her so strong, she could imagine Orlando right there.


  “I wish, right now,” she began, “that Orlando Shakespeare would walk in that door. I can almost see him standing there.” Without thinking, Anna and Kayla turned toward Kayla’s front door, as if the spell Tempest was casting over them was actually going to come true. Turning back, Tempest continued in mesmerizing tones. “He looks at me with a fixed eye, just one eye the way he does when he’s pissed …


  “Tempest,” he says in that low pitched voice. I rise because I know that’s what he wants. “I think it’s time we got the necessary business over with,” he says. I shiver because I know exactly what he means. “Now?” I ask. He doesn’t even answer me. His eyes do, and the twitch of his jaw, and the way he grabs my arm is all he needs to say. He leads me into the kitchen and closes the door. “Here?” I question him. “As good a place as any to punish you, my brat,” he replies.”


  Tempest captivating her audience of three spoke as the dancing firelight perspectives of the cozy room behind her accompanied her monologue. Like a story teller spinning a simple yarn, her odd green eyes caught an occasional spark of light from the fire at her side. It seemed like a ghost tale she was telling, one that was embellished with an erotic quality.


  “I shiver again and again, knowing what he is about to do, and wanting it, yet afraid, so much so, my legs are weak and ready to collapse underneath me. I watch him sit down in a formal looking chair. One with a straight back, and slats, so that he can’t be casual in it. His long legs make a broad lap. I stand in front of him. “There’s a spoon on the wall,” he says, nodding to the wall over the stove. My legs hardly carry me that far, but I retrieve the blasted implement.


  “When I hand it to him, I watch his hand, how masculine it looks holding the spoon tightly by the handle. The punishment is well deserved. In fact, I probably deserve more than just one good spanking for my errors, but I imagine that Orlando will let just this one suffice. Besides, I can’t be concerned with other punishments to follow. I have to get through this one first.


  ““Turn around and bare your ass,” he says. I blush, because I always do at this kind of grand unveiling. I feel like a brat of a child, naughty as I am, being sternly corrected for my misdeeds. I turn around, and push down my pants until they are at my knees. I follow with my underwear, knowing he wants just my naked skin. Taking over then, Orlando pulls me briskly over his lap, so that, stretched out across his strong thighs, my head toward the floor, my feet barely touching on the other side, my naked bottom is centerstage for a sound paddling.”


  The room was silent except for the sounds of the crackling fire, that as the minutes passed, was growing more and more dim with no new fuel added to it. The fading light cast an amber glow on Tempest’s face, more ghostly yet, both the tone of her voice and the bizarre quality of her expression. Apropos for the tale she was telling, nothing like any of the other women had ever heard before. They were awestruck.


  “I wait, as if it was an eternity passing for that first blow to strike my jiggling bottom. I jiggle out of nervousness and so much fear racing through me, I can hardly stand it.”


  “Smack!”


  Tempest’s eyes suddenly sparked.


  “He smacks my ass a dozen times with the wooden spoon before he even thinks to stop. I’m howling like a child. I make some ridiculous protest that he ignores, because that’s what I’m suppose to do, and that is how he’s suppose to respond. The sting of wood against my bottom raises an immediate burn, as hot as sitting before this fire, naked. I wiggle even more, as if that might help me get away. But he doesn’t let me move. His arm is clamped so tightly around my waist, I’d be foolish to try and escape. That’s also the way it’s suppose to be. I protest, he remains immovable, his determination fierce, his punishment ruthlessly profound. There’s nothing left for me to do but comply.


  “I’m like a throwback to another time, when women submit because they’re are subjects, in need of correction, and men rule as masters. I’m transported in time to this other world. My world. Orlando’s world. Where there’s nothing but his command, and his rule imposed on me, and the means to my surrender comes with the hot fires he lays on my naked, jiggling rear.


  “When my bottom burns so hot, I think another strike will make me cry in agony, something else takes over that’s more yielding than I’ve ever been. The hurt doesn’t go away; it simply slips inside me where it moves my body into its erotic spaces. I still cry and howl and wiggle about, but the purpose begins to change.


  My ass is crimson. All the white skin is blushing hot down to my thighs. I’ve seen the crimson in the mirror after it’s over. Times before, I’ve put my hand on my behind, and felt the warm heat from my punished cheeks transmitted to my hand. Now though, Orlando caresses my sore ass. He won’t let me touch it myself. He begins to play like a lover might, a dominant lover given free reign to go wherever he’d like around my naked ass. His fingers slip deep between my thighs, and I struggle to part them, even though they’re still bound by the pants and underwear at my knees.


  “A finger grazes against my cunt, exploring between my labia for the moist opening. His thumb finds my rear hole, a little grease from somewhere appears to lubricate me there. He wants my ass, not my cunt.”


  Anna’s eyes were bright with wonder. Kayla lips were moist from the way her tongue licked them, and Christy hugged her knees in her arms and peeked up at Tempest’s expressive face. Tempest would swear later that she heard a soft “aaahhhhhhh” from the woman’s lips.


  “And I want him there, my ass end rises to encourage him in the act. And then, I’m on the floor, on hands and knees, stripped of my pants and underwear altogether. I open wide for him, beg him enter me, plead for him to thrust his erect penis deep into my sexual heart.


  “When he does, I cry again. And I cry all the way through because there’s not one instant that isn’t packed with raw savage beating heat on my ass, inside it and everywhere going through me. He shoots inside, that final pulse a thunder clap, and as I collapse exhausted to the hard linoleum floor, I’m not sure anymore what world I’m in.


  “I have a lover that loves me still. Bringing me out of oblivion, Orlando takes my body to a climax, his mouth pressed to the mouth of my sexual desire. When he finishes, and pulls me up so I’m sitting ass end on the cold floor, he kisses me on the mouth. “Don’t misbehave again, darling,” he says.


  Tempest stopped talking and looked at the women who stared at her, mouths dropped open in awe, eyes still bugged out, who inside their underwear were creaming, so they wished they could put their hands inside, and get off to the scene so well acted by the prima donna of theatre.


  “Oh, my god!” Anna said in a soft whisper, while the other two woman said nothing.


  


  
In Orlando’s Theatre …


  


  There was a gentle murmur in the house, technicians setting lights in the inky blackness, a light here and there focused and then dimmed, a few actors grabbing the last of their clothes, moving out of the theatre. The hush was dying away. What remained soothed Orlando, as he walked the vast emptiness, his palate of sound and lights and speech now uninhabited, except by theatre mice, and the last technician, and the sound of his own footfalls as he briskly hit the stage, jumping onto the apron and striding cross the wood surface.


  Backstage, he stopped hearing a unexpected sound, and the swish of skirts.


  “Lilith, where have you been, my dear, I’ve missed you,” Orlando said, as the luscious red-head appeared in the hallway.


  “Orlando, my darling,” she said, her heaving breast like a beckoning buoy in a wide open sea of female oblivion to which the director had cast himself.


  “My god, I’ve missed you,” he said.


  “A real sight for sore eyes?” she hummed sweetly, moving her hips in an ever so provocative manner, “touch me please,” they would have said, if they could speak.


  “Sore, yes or no, you’re a beautiful sight, Lil. Where have you been?” he asked.


  “In a chorus line, can you believe it?” she said, her saucy voice, and inviting eyes looking up and down Orlando’s tall frame, admiring all his endowments. “I love watching you do Shakespeare,” she said, deliberately stopping her scrutiny at his crotch. In tights, the pouch between his legs was pronounced, all his male jewels well displayed. “I’d think you’re advertising,” she purred.


  “You buying?” he asked.


  “This in my ass?” she asked, point blank. Drawing closer, she reached out, and placed her hand on what was soft and growing hard with thoughts of sex taking charge. “I’ll definitely buy. You still spanking sassy asses?”


  “You still want to be spanked?”


  “Maybe,” she answered. “Not saying yes, not saying no. But you do have talented hands.” She remembered well, though it had been an all too brief an affair.


  “I’ve had lots of practice,” he said.


  “I bet you have. Hear you were bedding that black haired brat for some months.”


  He scowled momentarily. “The black haired brat is gone,” he informed her.


  “Ah, sent her away,” she feigned sadness. Lilith’s red hair caught a glimmer of light in the darkened hallway. It framed her round sweet face with a devilish halo. Straight from hell, all that red, Orlando thought.


  “Got too naughty for even me to handle,” Orlando explained, as he thought of taking the redhead in his arms.


  “I can’t believe that,” Lilith said. “I bet she broke your heart.”


  Just a momentary pang of longing moved through him on a wave, and then passed on. He thought of Lilith’s bounty, beginning with her heaving breasts. “Broken hearts need to be mended,” he suggested, knowing the woman could mend more than his heart.


  Lilith was adequately seduced. She was touching chests with the director, her hands skirting his thighs very carefully, with just fingertips to arouse in a playful tingling tease. She raised her face, looking into his, and parted her mouth to run her tongue around Orlando’s lips. Her hands fondled him more briskly still.


  “Maybe you could begin the mending right here,” he said, taking the bawdy wench by the hand, and leading her to a corner of the theatre where there was a stage bed. Above them, there was a dim light burning, the bed was cast in shadows.


  “Here? You scoundrel. Won’t you worry someone will catch us?”


  “Catch me? And what would they do, I own the place. I like it here in the open, and I want to see your body naked.”


  Orlando moved to a light board a few feet off and turned up the lights on the bed, so one was bathing it in a rosy yellow glow.


  “Looks more like a performance to me,” she said.


  “Don’t worry love, we’re alone, everyone’s gone home. There’s just you and me and this bed.”


  She smirked, seeing his cock inside the tights was rising so nicely, it would be a shame not to bring it out to play inside the juicing cunt between her legs.


  Lilith was not a skinny woman. Orlando didn’t fuck skinny women. He liked flesh to maul and spank, large breasts and ample thighs and generous ass ends that would take more than a minute to explore. Lilith was nearly the perfect woman, with curves and swells and lots of pink white freckled flesh, and a mass of red curls, above and below. He tumbled his perfect feast to the mattress, pulling away a mountain of gauzy fabric that made her skirt and blouse. He imagined her naked and wanted to spread those wide thighs wide, and pummel her willing holes with his fat prick.


  But first a little playful tease, a smack with his hand hit her left ass cheek hard.


  “Ouch!”


  Orlando watched the imprint of his broad hand appear, all five fingers. A second smack on the other ass cheek, and another five fingers.


  “You bloody ass!” she roared.


  “No, dear, it’s going to be your bloody ass!” he roared back.


  “Then do me right, darling,” she moaned, already too engaged in hot flashing sensation to suggest that he stop. She swayed her rear end in front of his face, taunting him with her reddened cheeks. Another several smacks, and she was moaning as if the orgasmic wave had already hit.


  “You like this better than even I thought you did, bitch,” he observed, smacking her bottom again, as well as giving her a dozen about her thighs.


  “Don’t hold back on me, darling,” Lilith purred. She wanted cock, planted deep, the wild need rising.


  But Orlando was punishing her instead. She took it so well, without a complaint. His hand smacked every white place cheek to cheek, until even in the dim glow of the light he could see the fine blush.


  “Give me everything,” she ordered him. Her entire moist cleft opened wider still when she parted her legs as an invitation.


  “I should cane you, Lilith?” he said.


  “Good heaven’s why? I’m already so dammed compliant.”


  “You have such great flesh, so malleable,” he replied, taking fists of the red ass and squeezing it tightly. He backed off and laid another few smacks on her either cheek.


  “You bastard! Fuck me please,” she wailed, wanting the thick prick inside her, any hole would do.


  Orlando obliged her. Still keeping a good hold on her sore rear cheeks, he parted them, lubricated her rear hole with the female juice flowing from her pussy, and then pressed his cock against the puckering sphincter. Reaching around her hips, he held her tightly to him as they screwed, the unison of their two bodies moving swiftly to an edge. Such a rush, too rushed, Lilith thought. Orlando thought the same thing, he wanted to go on forever.


  


  They were lying in the near darkness of the empty theatre, on the stage bed, now sweaty, wet with cum, the sheets rumpled sadly, catching their breath. The light still glowed on their exhaustion.


  “You want to try for twice?” she asked. The sparse emptiness of Orlando’s theatre made her think she was on an island, far far from the toil of real living, residing in another world, away from the real world, that was only bearable because of good hearty screws like Orlando Shakespeare. “Twice, what do you say?” she repeated.


  “Not unless you’ll really let me have your ass,” he replied.


  “What’s that suppose to mean?”


  “I could use a really bad bad girl to spank,” Orlando said. “You fit the bill, I’m sure you have a dozen whorish errors I could fault you for.”


  “Oooo, you’ve got it bad, don’t you?” Lilith observed.


  “Your meaning?”


  “You’re still in love with her.”


  “You mean Tempest?”


  “That’s the brat’s name, isn’t it?”


  “In love with her?” he questioned himself. “I shouldn’t be.”


  “Then why are you so angry?” she asked.


  “You think I’m angry?” he said.


  “Yes. Way down underneath.” She drew up on an elbow, and looked down at him. She poked his chest, referring to his heart. “Under all this chill.” Her smile was warm, more motherly than seductive.


  “What do you mean chill? I’m hot as blazes. I still am. We might just need another one, what do you think?”


  “I don’t mind another one, Orlando, but you need a lesson in love. You’ve chilled out since you kicked her out.”


  “I didn’t kick her out, she left.”


  “Because she couldn’t stand to see your broken heart.”


  “How do you know that?”


  “Your heart’s still broken. And I’ve done precious little to mend it.”


  He said nothing for a while staring up into the black ceiling. “I don’t like women being right,” he said at last.


  “Then don’t believe me,” she said. “You want to spank me again?”


  “I did, but not now,” he replied.


  “Ah, too much woman for you,” she joked.


  “Yeah, sure,” he mocked.


  They turned into each other’s arms and remained locked tightly, until, just for comfort, he slipped inside the willing woman’s warm soft cunt, and they made a softer excursion over the rumpled bed.


  


  
Some days later …


  


  Orlando sat at his desk in the theatre office, pouring over his notes. He needed to put together the cast. He’d watched a dozen actresses parade across his stage that afternoon. A break and another dozen would follow. None at the quality he was looking for. Where did all the good ones go?


  There was a knock on the door.


  “Come in,” he said.


  Gray entered the office. “You ready for the next group of aspiring ingenues?” he asked. He sounded as weary as Orlando was feeling.


  “Pretty bleak, huh?” Orlando said.


  “I didn’t say that.”


  “But you might as well,” Orlando said, exasperated.


  “Hey, you never know. This group looks better. There’s even a sassy brunette.”


  “The last thing I need is a sassy brunette.”


  “Oh, I thought that was what you were looking for.”


  Orlando gave his director a deadly, don’t talk to me about it, stare.


  “You ready?” Gray asked again.


  “I suppose I should be,” he said. “I’m thinking I might change the play altogether. I’m not sure Othello is best for the theatre right now.”


  “No, you’re not going to change the play. You can’t change it. You’ve put too much money into it already. I won’t let you waste it. There’s an actress to play Desdemona. Be patient. I’ll march a hundred young things in front of you. You’ll find one.”


  Orlando pulled himself up, ran his hand through his blonde hair, and took a deep breath. He followed Gray back into the theatre.


  


  ***


  


  “You think she’ll do?” Gray asked, as he and Orlando watched a dark haired woman leave the stage. He wasn’t sure about the actress, a little too young, he thought.


  “I think she’ll be perfect, with a little coaching,” Orlando replied. “And it’s all your job.”


  “My job, I thought you liked to take charge of your stars.”


  “Not this one.”


  “Too much like Tempest?” Gray speculated.


  “She’s nothing like Tempest at all.”


  “Sure,” Gray said shaking his head. “You’re really over her, you know.”


  “I hate sarcastic assistant directors,” Orlando blared, just for good measure.


  “You’d better get used to this one,” Gary replied. Orlando’s choice for Desdemona, he could have predicted the minute she stepped on the stage. Instead of long dark hair, she had short dark hair. Instead of flashing green eyes, she had sparkling brown ones. But she set her jaw exactly the same way Tempest did, and the same snappy retorts seemed to come easily from some source of haughty pride, as if it was common to recalcitrant bitchy brats. “You going to spank her too, when she misbehaves?” he asked.


  Orlando whirled around and looked at his director, not happy with the remark. “There’s little resemblance between the two actresses, and if all you’re going to do is tell me there is, I’m going to fire you.”


  “Threats get you no where with me,” Gray said. “Besides, you never know, we still have tomorrow morning. Maybe a sexy blonde will show up, and you can really prove me wrong.” He walked off smirking.


  


  
The next day …


  


  “What is your name again?” Orlando asked, looking down and the small brunette woman sitting in his office, with a demure grin, and shoulders too stiff to look natural. Of course, she was nervous.


  “Angelina Tochi.”


  He looked back at her, eyebrows raised. “What a name.”


  “You can call me Lina, I suppose.”


  “Good. When I’m not calling you Angelina. I rather like the ring of it.”


  “Is this the casting couch?” the young woman suddenly blurted out.


  “Casting couch?” Orlando turned back to the woman trying to decide exactly what he heard.


  “I’ve been warned about you,” she said bluntly.


  “Warned about me? Innocent me?” he said, surprised that he’d be hearing such inferences from a relatively unknown actress.


  “There are lots of rumors, Mr. Shakespeare. And as long as we’re going to be working together, I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding.”


  He almost laughed. “I don’t think there will be any misunderstandings. I’m not seeking young actresses to screw, if that is what concerns you, Lina. I’m looking for top flight actresses, to bring off this play. You handle that, that’s all I require.”


  She looked at him with a smug pouty expression, he’d seen a hundred times before. She was a lively one, all right. And so very reminiscent of that other bratty dark haired woman.


  There was a knock on the door, and without an answer, Gray pushed his way inside.


  “There are a few more candidates, rehearsing.”


  “I think I have my lead,” Orlando told his assistant.


  “I think you think you do, but there are some possibilities here,” he said, noting the young woman in the room, and the anxious expression on her charming face. “Don’t worry, you’ll have a part,” Gray told her.


  “We’ll see you at rehearsal tomorrow,” Orlando said, dismissing Angelina Tochi.


  The woman jumped up and hurriedly left the office, uncertain just what part she had, and what affection she might have in the director’s heart. The enigmatic man confused her, just as he confused many women. She suspected less than professional behavior from him, all the rumors she’d heard; but there was little validity to those rumors so far.


  “I think she’ll do,” Orlando said, turning toward Gray.


  “But you’re not convinced?” Gray said.


  “You say there are more?” Orlando asked.


  “When you’re ready.” his assistant director replied.


  


  From the wings backstage, Orlando watched three actress move across the creaking wooden stage floor. Something about the emptiness of a barren stage intrigued him. That any actor could shine with no special lighting, no make-up, no background sound, no props, or backdrops or costumes. Just the sound of the voice, the whisper and roar, the emotion charging into the empty theatre, echoing off the walls, making a clear statement of visceral truth - that was an actor.


  And then, Orlando heard her voice rising above the other three, before he even saw her. In fact, for several minutes, he stopped short of the stage, listening blindly to the sound. To the crystal vibrations of her multifaceted delivery, and to the fire that raged from the core of her multifaceted emotional wealth.


  Ah! She was his Desdemona, his Lady McBeth, his Ophelia; she was his Miranda, his Beatrice, his Kate. His obsession hit him squarely between the eyes, not where he could see, but where his mind blended into hers when their connection was made.


  “Why’s she here?” Orlando barked at Gray, as he now gazed on her most appealing body.


  “It was an open audition.”


  “She came on her own?” he asked.


  “And why not?” Gray replied. “She’s the one you really want, is she not?”


  “To hell with her … that little, what’s her name, Angelina, she was perfect for Desdemona.”


  “A pale comparison,” Gray retorted.


  They strolled closer, continuing to listen to the clear sounds of Tempest’s voice rising in the air.


  “Damn, it’s stuffy in here,” Tempest suddenly blared, out of character, though her voice still rang with power through the theatre.


  “And she hasn’t changed a bit,” Gray replied.


  “You want to direct her again?” Orlando asked him. “The bloody terror of your life, the brat of the century, the bitch from the North, the … what else is it you’ve called her.”


  “If there were already a thousand names for bitch, she’d inspire yet another,” Gray replied.


  “And you want to direct her again?” Orlando asked him.


  “The question is, do you want to direct her?”


  Orlando stood silently watching the dark haired actress move through a scene with his Othello. Something about their matched styles made him realize it would be foolish not cast them together.


  “Perhaps the question is, Orlando, do you want to love her again?” Gray said, observing the man at his side.


  “I’d be a fool,” he said.


  


  ***


  


  When Orlando appeared to the rehearsing cast, it was from the back of the theatre, walking forward into the dim house lights.


  Gray had just cut the scene, and the actors stood staring out at the approaching man. It was Orlando’s first appearance at a rehearsal, though the play had been in rehearsals for a week. Several times, he’d watched from the dark shadows at the back of the house, and then disappeared so he wouldn’t be seen. Everything was going fine without his personality to ignite a riot of emotion that was certain to arise once he mixed with his company. Gray was good at keeping rehearsals on track, and actors pacified.


  And yet, this was another day. The pot would surely be stirred.


  Orlando jumped up on the stage, and walked directly to Tempest. Just a foot separating them, he looked into her green eyes.


  “You’re talking too rapidly, and getting that disgusting nasal tone. Your movement on the stage is too brisk. Do the scene over, and act like you know what you’re doing.”


  He read a thousand lectures, tirades and well rehearsed harangues in the instantaneous flash of her eyes. But she said nothing, walking quietly to her mark. She stood waiting to begin the scene again.


  “Make her work. Make her get it right, and don’t take one word of complaint,” Orlando told Gray in tones loud enough for everyone to hear.


  


  ***


  


  Two days later, Tempest was knocking on his office door. The director sensed her, even though he hadn’t seen her. Perhaps it was her perfume.


  “Come in,” he said.


  Tempest entered, and closed the door. She stared at Orlando who was not planning to move from where he sat facing his desk, his back to her.


  “Is this the way it’s going to be the entire play?” Tempest asked.


  “How’s that?” Orlando said, finally turning around in his chair.


  “You won’t address me officially, you either order me around like a slave, or deliver your rude invectives through your buddy, Gray. Don’t you suppose that we could end the anger, and at least for the sake of the play and the rest of the cast, put our past aside?”


  “Oh, how mature,” Orlando said. “Now you’re thinking of the rest of the cast. When did that sudden bout of graciousness hit, “Your Selfishness”?


  “You won’t give up, will you? You know you didn’t have to cast me as Desdemona.”


  “I’m perfectly aware of that, Tempest. But the fact remains you are the best for the role.”


  “Then what’s the matter with getting along?”


  “What’s not getting along?” he said. “We’re professionals, we’re acting like professionals. I think you’re the one with a problem, trying to put something personal into the picture again.”


  “I was simply hoping for a working relationship that’s more cordial. You can’t believe that the rest of the cast doesn’t notice the way you treat me.”


  “I doubt that the rest of the cast cares how I treat you. We’re producing a play, not making social statements. And so far, I’m pleased with your performance, the way you take direction and interact with the rest of the cast. I couldn’t be happier.”


  Tempest eyed the director, not knowing whether to cry or scream, both reactions came to mind, though neither one expressed itself.


  Orlando chuckled enough to be noticed.


  “I have you exactly where I want you,” Orlando said with a smirk. “Now get out of here.”


  


  ***


  


  Just days before the final dress rehearsal, Gray was doing a complete run through of the play. In spite of his dire predictions otherwise, everything was going smoothly. The “Bitch of the Century” was behaving herself, and despite Orlando’s impossible cool - he was rarely this detached from any production - the play was progressing without a hitch. In fact, there was a brilliance on the stage that Gray hoped would remain when the curtain finally rose on Opening Night.


  Orlando appeared in the middle of rehearsal to make a few comments. It had been days since he’d even seen a glimpse of one. This time however, he studied the action carefully, sometimes closing his eyes, to take away everything but the sound of the voices, and the poetry of Shakespeare rendered with an expert’s knowledge of that fine language.


  All of a sudden, the director whisked down the aisle, took the stairs to the stage and confronted his Desdemona, Tempest, as he had a couple of times since the play began, but not since she’d confronted him in his office.


  “You’re getting tired?” he asked her.


  “I’m suppose to be tired at this point in the play,” she replied.


  “But not sounding like you’re going to die, not yet.”


  “This is exactly the way I’ve been rehearsing this scene for weeks. Ask Gray.”


  It was the first flip remark Tempest had spoken in Orlando’s theatre, since she’d been back. Her tongue as sweet as a minuet, had even Gray thinking she’d changed her personality. Oddly, it was more comforting to everyone’s ear hearing the sharp retort. Certainly, more honest.


  “I asked you to change it,” Orlando snapped back.


  “Perhaps if you attended more rehearsals, you’d know that I’m giving this part everything it deserves.” Her voice was climbing in intensity. “You have no right to be critical.”


  “I have every right to be critical,” he replied. “I produce this show, I hire the cast, I pay your salary. You want to walk, walk.”


  For some reason, Tempest chose this moment to make an issue of the ice cold air Orlando had been blowing her way the past several weeks. She was on fire in reply, the flash of the green eyes starting to flame the cool blues that stared her down. Without warning, Tempest glared her most heated dazzling glower, and then picking up her foot she kicked the director in the shins. The tiny boots on her tiny feet looked innocent enough, though the impact was like a bullet shot through Orlando’s leg.


  “Why the hell did you do that!” he blared jumping back, looking at her astounded.


  “Because you’re a bloody ass!” Tempest blared.


  No chill any longer, no deep freeze, no perpetual winter, the flames of emotional hell were racing like a canyon wild fire. The rest of the cast took one instinctive step back, so not to be burned, but still close enough to feel the awe striking power of the conflagration.


  “You get out of my theatre!” Orlando blared.


  “Gladly!” Tempest retorted. “You find yourself another Desdemona now.”


  “Orlando, no!” Gray’s normally soft voice rattled through the theatre like thunder cracking. “Can’t we handle this another way?” There was more demand than pleading in his voice.


  “No, we can’t,” Orlando blared, “She can get the hell out of my theatre!” The director stormed off the stage, toward his office.


  Tempest stood immobile for an instant, but not long.


  “Get after him, bitch!” Gray roared. “You screw up this play, lady, and you’ll not act in this town again.”


  Tempest’s scowl directed to the assistant director was as fierce as the one she’d given Orlando. Oddly, Gray responded with an expression as fierce as hers, and compelling enough to send the actress in the same direction as the disappeared director.


  


  Moments later, not bothering with formalities, Tempest burst through Orlando’s closed door.


  “I told you to get out,” he roared.


  “I’d gladly do that,” Tempest shot back. “But I have no reason to leave this play, except that you are a boorish, infantile, and impossible man!”


  “You want to pretend that striking me was nothing, Miss Tempest!”


  “Striking you was what you deserved,” she snapped.


  “We’ll talk about what’s deserved,” he blared.


  They fixed eyes on each other for a first rate stare-down. It was just enough time for the Orlando to make up his mind. After the long long winter of silence and frozen feelings, his emotional thaw allowed new thoughts to appear, ones he’d never expected, but ones that warmed him deeply to the core. He felt as if a message from God suddenly surged through his angry bones, settling his anger onto a single and clearly defined image in his head. Tempest could see it by the way his eyes changed from those of a madman, to an intense and focused man of authority.


  “I guess there is unfinished business between us, Tempest,” Orlando shot out briskly. He paused while she waited for him to continue. “If we ever hope to coexist in this theatre community, we’d better get it handled.”


  From a mass of clothes strewn out on the floor, Orlando reached down and picked up something long and thin that Tempest could not make out, because with nearly the same motion, the director swept her into the circle of ferocious energy he was generating, and had her poised over his lap ready to be punished.


  What the man had retrieved from the floor was definitely leather, Tempest realized when the first stroke landed. Successive strokes hit like the furies had been unleashed from their mythical home with all their accompanying darkness flailing against her quivering ass.


  How Tempest’s rear came to be naked, all the flesh jerking in bizarre fashion against her former lover’s lap was part of the mysterious element of the confrontation playing out. Nonetheless, whether by will, or magic, or simply a quick jerk of her pants, she was being soundly punished exactly the way a disobedient brat needed to be, bare as babe.


  The leather strap hit her flesh everywhere, Orlando not particularly concerned whether he was rhythmic and steady with his strokes. The erratic beating the actress took was turning the two mounds of jumping flesh into a raw, splotchy version of the once creamy pink white skin.


  Never had Orlando laid such a impassioned strapping on any fair bottom. And never had he heard quite the shrieks of woe uttered from a deserving shrew.


  


  It was a contest to see who created the greater noise, Orlando’s belt or Tempest savage cries. Yet the cacophony that their common discord produced made for an offensive sound no one was delighted to hear … . except for Gray. To him the raucous noise was the sound of a symphony tuning, as discordant as it initially seemed, he was content just listening, knowing how it would soon harmonize.


  Ushering the entire cast out of the theatre, to the sound of Tempest’s blare and Orlando’s belt, he thought he might just stay around for a minute or two, to hear the melody that would follow. Even if he only remained just a few moments, it would be worth the wait.


  “Damn, I hate you!” Tempest howled.


  The belt smacked against her bottom.


  “I’m glad,” Orlando bellowed. “Makes it so much easier to belt your ass!”


  “I’ll never play your fucking part!” she roared.


  “I wouldn’t have you!” he cried.


  Each retort was accompanied by a sharp smack of the leather against a rear end that was already raw, the bright cherry colored cheeks were beginning to show spots were small bruises would remain. Though neither participant was ending the battle, the two wills fought for the last snap of the belt and the last vicious word.


  


  Gray listened at the theatre door, hearing most of the angry war, certainly his ears were burning with the sounds. He wondered if the end he counted on would result; but then there was just the sound of the belt, and then silence, and then soft murmurs. Gray smiled to himself listening to the quiet, sure of himself. He smiled and closed the theatre door behind him, knowing the future of the play and his Desdemona was intact.


  


  It was a mistake for Orlando to lay his hand on her hot red rear.


  Just as it was a mistake for Tempest to reply with a tuneful groan of pleasure.


  Without thinking, the two exhausted adversaries fell to the office floor, with Orlando’s cock, that had been erect for several minutes, thrust deeply into Tempest’s wet hot hole. They were chest to chest, body to body, banging against the hard floor and each other, arms so tightly clasped around each other they were locked tight in the dilemma of a physical need resolved, and an emotional war with deep battle scars.


  


  “I love you so, my love,” Orlando whispered in her ear, as he ran his hand through her damp hair.


  Her head rested on his chest.


  “I love you too, I never stopped,” she replied. She cried the first real tears of the afternoon, hearing his confession and listening to her own.


  “I’m sorry for my stubbornness,” he told her.


  “And I’m so sorry I was unfaithful.”


  The silence descending around them felt like refreshing rain, cool, but not cold, no chill, no ice, just rain like springtime, nourishing and warm.


  


  “Do I have my job?” Tempest asked, as too much silence made her begin to think again. Thinking meant questions, which meant the need for answers, just as thoughts and questions and answers always obsessively pressed on in her psyche.


  Orlando chuckled and pulled away from her so he could deliver his message with his full face, facing hers.


  “If you don’t play Desdemona with every bit of wit and charm and breathtaking passion that you have, I will rip across this ass of yours with a fire like you’ve seen!”


  “Didn’t you already do that today?” she asked.


  “That was just a taste of what you’ll get, you let me down, my love.”


  “You know I won’t do that,” Tempest replied.


  He knew she wouldn’t.


  


  

  
All’s Well That Ends Well


  At a country inn in England …


  


  “Come to me, my love,” Orlando purred.


  Tempest played possum underneath the laced edged linens that covered their wide four poster bed.


  “Tempest,” he tried to raise her again. “I know you’re not asleep.”


  There was still no reply, and no rustling of the sheets.


  “Ah, my fine wench,” he said, this time swaggering to the side of the bed. He looked down at her reclining form thinking how appealing she was even covered by the bedclothes. He picked up the shiny cane, that was still leaning by the side of the bed. Sliding the implement ever so carefully under the edge of the sheet, he lifted it gingerly and then pulled it away, to reveal the woman underneath.


  She lay like a vision amid the glorious white of the bedding. Her long lace cotton nightgown covered her to her knees, below it the warm white skin of her well shaped legs, and her delicate feet. Above, the long mass of unruly black curls cascaded about her shoulders, practically vanishing her face from view. Orlando could barely see her translucent eyelids, with their long black lashes, her dark brows defining those startling green eyes. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat of her sleep, her lips pink but not so well defined. In this repose Tempest was as soft as the gentlest child.


  “I know you’re awake, my darling,” Orlando said. He advanced further with the cane, lifting the hem of the nightgown and drawing it up her thighs very slowly. Pushing it further still, he had the garment over her hips, the thin fabric gathered at her waist. Exposing her creamy thighs and the voluptuous swell of her smooth rear end, he smiled. From his angle above her, he could see a trace of darker pink on the buttocks turned away from his view.


  “Should I lay on another three?” he asked, tapping the cane against her hip.


  Suddenly, Tempest’s eyes fluttered open and she rolled over on her back, and looked up at him with a demure grin.


  “Don’t you dare,” she advised him, even though there wasn’t a trace of anger in her voice, just mellow sleepy warmth that still clung to the spaces around her languid form.


  “Turn over. I want to see your marks.”


  “No,” she snapped sweetly, followed by the same beckoning grin. Moving her rear end against the cocoon of sheets around her, she flaunted her unveiled femininity. The mound between her thighs, the triangle of soft curly hair, and when she parted her legs, the glistening dew of arousal suggested that she was ready to make love. Orlando could see just beneath her exposed pubis, the velvet soft labia, shaved clean of hair so that her deeper reaches were more accessible, and vulnerable. Her clitoris peeked out, the sensitive tip awaiting his affectionate fingers, or his tongue.


  “I want to see your marks,” Orlando answered her sternly. “Turn over, or I will flail this on you.” He gave her thighs a tender cut, just to remind her that there would be more “not so tender” cuts to follow, should she continue to flirt with him this way.


  “Do I have to?” she asked with a pout.


  “I want to see how long my handiwork lasts.”


  “I think you’re far too obsessive with this new toy,” she answered with a classical Tempest retort.


  “I love it, darling, and you will too, once you get used to it,” he said, looking fondly at the shiny cane in his hand.


  The afternoon before, the two had walked through the small village where they were enjoying the first stop of their holiday. The quaint English hamlet had once been Orlando’s father’s home. This was a homecoming trip to acquaint Tempest with his past and the childhood he sometimes talked about when Tempest was curious and Orlando was in a mood to talk. For a young woman like Tempest with little family, just the aunt who raised her and a few cousins she didn’t really know, Orlando seemed to have a vast but mysterious family, since most of them were still living in Europe. Walking the old streets was stepping back into Orlando’s past and even beyond. The mellow old world atmosphere made her feel like part of that older age and place, so much like she was living in that time the two often recreated on stage.


  Strolling through the village they teased each other like lovers do, kissing, sparring and casting darting but playful looks at each other. Orlando suddenly capturing Tempest around the waist, lead her into a small shop dark village shop. It didn’t take much focusing on the wares inside to know that leather was a featured item, the perfume of it was everywhere. A riding shop, Tempest discovered when her eyes adjusted to the dim light. There were rows of English saddles and riding tack lining the walls. And on one particular display toward the back of the place, there was a long row of crops and whips and small canes used to spur a lazy horse on their way, or a remind a naughty brat of her misdeeds. That was obviously why they were there. Tempest’s mind made the immediate assumption, since neither she nor Orlando were horsemen.


  “I’d like to buy a cane,” Orlando announced to the proprietor.


  He was an older man with wire rim spectacles, a dash of mischief in glistening blue eyes, and a soft smile on his face.


  “And what would that be for?” the man asked.


  “Discipline,” Orlando answered simply, as if this was nothing at all out of the ordinary.


  “Ah, I see,” the man replied, still smiling. “Nothing like a good caning to right a host of errs. For your wife, I assume?”


  Tempest blushed, and Orlando kept his arm tightly about her waist. He could sense the spirit in her trying to flee, though his own will was far too adamant to allow a hasty departure for any reason.


  “Of course, my bride, soon to be my bride,” Orlando clarified.


  The man nodded at Tempest, but said no more, as he turned toward the wall of canes all neatly lined up in a row. It was enough to make a submissive woman shudder with fear, and attempt a spontaneous flight.


  “You are a bloody ass, Orlando Shakespeare,” Tempest whispered in her soon-to-be husband’s ear.


  “I’m taking care of my property appropriately,” he replied, without a second thought.


  “Property!” she blurted aloud so that the man turned about and stared at them.


  Orlando chuckled his eyes glimmered playfully.


  She stuck out her tongue at him and might have kicked him in the shins again, but she was trying to play the lady to his lordship while they were on holiday through England. It was a good game they both enjoyed, suiting the mood that had captured her since she arrived.


  “One that’s not too long,” Orlando told the curiously watching proprietor. “I never want to be too far from her ass.”


  Tempest elbowed him again, but he was in a good humor having such great fun making every implication possible to the helpful old man.


  “This one is rather fitting, I think,” he said, drawing the thin shiny implement from its hook on the wall. It was made of a dark wood, sleek, heavily varnished and gleaming proudly in the light of the shop.


  The proprietor gave it a snap against the air.


  “Of course, it’s best not to strike the thing against anything but bare flesh, horse flesh or otherwise,” he said, nodding to Tempest.


  “Of course,” Orlando answered back. “And it will give a healthy cut.”


  “That depends on the action of your wrist, and your strength. It can cut into flesh quite dearly, I’m afraid. But then that is its purpose, is it not, for good domestic discipline?”


  “I should think so,” Orlando replied, dropping his vise grip hold on Tempest’s waist, and taking the implement in his hand. As he did so, he leveled a meaningful glare at Tempest, defying her to move a single inch. “And it should hold up under consistent use?”


  “It is the most durable one I sell. And I do sell many to men like yourself,” he added. A thought that was chilling Tempest to the core, as she imagined dozens of other woman bending over for the royal English treatment. “Well cared for, it should provide you with many years of good service.”


  “I will be needing that,” Orlando replied offhand, another remark that made Tempest’s anxiety rise tenfold. The picture that hit her brain was one that defied description. It was fraught with a host of emotions from fear and anger, to desire and compelling eroticism. Though it was constantly in her heart to rebel against this startling aspect to their relationship, she’d learned full well that the flip side of her negative response to being disciplined was one so dear and fervent that it outweighed any attempt to deny it.


  After this brief episode, Tempest knew that the remainder of the afternoon, she’d dwell on nothing but the thought of that first cut laid on her rear end. Her bottom tingled, her thighs quivered, and a roar of lusty electric charge crackled through her from her toes, up her spine, to the tingling top of her head.


  “If you care to test it out, I have a convenient back room that would suffice.”


  Tempest held her breath, thinking Orlando might take the man up on his suggestion, though she relaxed again hearing him reply.


  “I appreciate the offer, sir. I’m sure the cane will be everything I need it to be. I will be testing it thoroughly a little later.” The dashing fire in his eyes was communicating as much as his words. There was clearly a dominant to dominant rapport between the two gentlemen, even though they were far apart in age, appearance and generation. In some things, time and circumstance matter little.


  


  “You infuriate me, Orlando Shakespeare!” Tempest announced when the two were again on the cobblestone street outside, making their way from the tack shop. Like a repelling magnet, Tempest couldn’t wait to put as much distance as possible between herself and that horrid wall of torture in the old man’s shop.


  “If you keep going on,” Orlando noted, “you’ll earn the stripes you’ll get tonight. And I won’t be testing anything.” He was in a fine humor with that implement purchased, wrapped and held in his hand, safely on his other side of his body, where a sassy siren couldn’t get it.


  “You were perfectly despicable!” she snapped. For an instant, she withdrew into herself, head raised haughtily, her arms crossed in front of her. She didn’t even want her lover’s authoritative hands on her.


  “Pout all you want, you’re dying to have me lay this on you,” he said, ignoring her snit.


  “I am not,” she said.


  “You’re lying,” he said.


  She didn’t dignify his statement with another objection. Instead, finding another store to take her interest, she quickly darted inside a dress shop where she bought a skirt, two blouses, a bottle of perfume and a necklace.


  “You want to break the bank?” Orlando asked, pulling out his billfold to pay for the items.


  “I’ll by them myself,” she replied, still feeling very testy.


  “You will not,” he answered, laying his money on the counter.


  “I will remind you, Orlando, you’re not my husband, yet.”


  He smiled proudly. “I have no fears, I have your word.”


  Tempest added a silver bracelet to the pile of purchases on the counter. She was sulking, but happily so.


  “Is this what I can expect of you when you’re upset with me? You’ll spend me out of house and theatre?”


  “You said you were buying,” she mocked him, moving off to where she began to look at a display of hand-painted scarves.


  “Enough,” he said sternly, as he exchanged his money for the carefully wrapped package of Tempest’s baubles.


  As he shoved the package into her arms, she smiled broadly and left the shop much more content than she’d been when she entered.


  


  An enjoyable journey through the village led the pair to a small chapel standing side by side to a larger church. Ducking inside, the transformation in time was complete, the stained glass windows and dark hued woodwork reminded them of the sixteenth century times that inspired their life’s work.


  “Why don’t we just get married here?” Tempest said, as she fairly danced up the short aisle to the alter. She turned about and leaned on the rail, imploring her fiancé with an earnest presentation that almost moved him to agree with her.


  “You’re nervous, darling.”


  “Oh, very. Your family, your mother,” she’d heard him tell some awful tales of her, “the wedding, and how many other things to do in just a few short days. Sometimes I think I’m going to burst, I’m so full. And you increase it every minute I’m with you.”


  “The wedding is planned, my mother will not hurt you, and I assure you my family would be very disappointed if we jumped the gun. I’d be disappointed too. And after you see Verona, you’d be too.”


  “But look how quaint this place is?” She entreated him with her green eyes dancing, catching hues from the sun-drenched colored windows so that a celestial light appeared to glimmer from them.


  “You are the incomparable enchantress,” he observed as he was swept up in a wave of pure admiration.


  “I’m not as perfect as you want me to be,” Tempest said. “I can’t be that perfect. Why, look how often you have to remind me on my ass end. I still think it would be better to get this hardest of things over with, before I have to play gracious bride to your mother and all those other people.”


  “Your jitters become you, miss,” he said, as he held out his hand in a gallant gesture. “And, if you falter, Tempest, the actress in you will recoup, and if she stumbles on her lines, I will save you, and if you become some raving shrew, we both know how we’ll handle that. To coin a twentieth century phrase, we have all bases covered.”


  “You do trust this relationship, don’t you?” she said.


  “I trust the chemistry between us, the creativity, the wildness, the way I feel alive when I’m with you. Is it any different for you?” he asked.


  “No. But is that enough?” she asked.


  “It’s a damn good start, and we’ve been through at least one hell and survived, I think we can withstand a few more before we get it right. God forbid that we have to go through another hell like that other one. Come love, there’s nothing to worry over. I promise.”


  Tempest moved forward and took his extended hand.


  “Besides, we’ll take care of some of that anxiety of yours,” he said, eyes twinkling. He embraced her, and led her from the chapel.


  


  That evening, after dinner in their room, Orlando extinguished all the lights, but left a single candle burning on the antique bureau in front of the beveled mirror. It seemed that the light from a dozen candles was splashed about the cozy bedroom as the candle flickered before the glass. The bed was so warmly lit by the welcoming light, Tempest wished she and Orlando would just collapse into its comfort and make love.


  Instead, Orlando was unwrapping the cane, admiring it in the light, allowing the gleam of its promise to inspire him.


  Tempest was inspired too. Inspired to flee. As inspired as she’d been in the shop, though at the same time, she was intrigued with the possibilities the cane suggested, and so she remained, just as she had remained at Orlando’s side when he purchased the terrifying implement.


  


  He came to her quietly, the cane in his hand. “Just once my darling, tonight, we’ll enjoy the benefit of my fantasy.”


  “And what fantasy is that?” she asked.


  “Just once, my love, keep your peace,” he said, covering her mouth ever so kindly with three fingers, indicating his requirement for silence.


  Orlando laid the cane on the bed, and attended to her body. She wore the clothes she’d worn all day long, a plain low cut sweater that had tiny pearl buttons down the front. It was already unbuttoned so her lusty cleavage showed. He undid the rest one by one by one, until the two sides of the sweater fell away, and just the black lace bra that encased her breasts remained. The lust in her lover’s eyes had her so captured, she was content just to stare at his handsome face as he disrobed her. She thought of how his expression could easily change from angry to loving, from reprimanding to joyous in the wink of an eye. He altered like a wizard had charge of him, casting spells. At that moment, his expression was pure desire. Tempest was satisfied to remain under his spell this night, even if she’d have to feel the cut of the cane. The evening promised to render her mindless, casting her into an oblivion from which all her anxieties about the wedding could be forgotten.


  Orlando pulled the sweater from her shoulders and gazed in awe at her breasts. With an efficient hand, he reached around and undid the clasp of her bra, and pulled it away as well. “Ahhhh, my love, you are perfection,” he whispered, before he leaned down to kiss each breast tenderly.


  Once done, Orlando moved on, removing Tempest’s straight tight skirt. The zipper down, the skirt down to her ankles, she was completely naked, except for her small black boots. Orlando knew she’d worn nothing under the skirt all day long. She’d told him how she liked feeling free without underwear. He’d appreciated the decision when they were at lunch, and he furtively reached under the table in the restaurant, and fondled her thighs all the way to the soft hairs of her pussy.


  “My boots?” she asked him sweetly.


  “Shush,” he reminded her of her promised silence. “Leave them on darling,” he said of the shoes.


  Backing away, Orlando pulled a scarf from his bureau drawer. “I’m going to tie your hands.”


  Thoughts raced through her mind instantly, moving her deeper into an erotic place. Lots of threats had crossed his lips when he was angry and upset with her, threats that vowed he’d tie her up to punish her. Now, without an ounce of madness or a trace of guile, he was fulfilling the vow, and she was willing.


  Orlando tied her hands together securely, but not so that the scarf would chaff the skin. Raising her arms above her, he anchored her bound wrists to the tall post at one corner of their bed.


  In the candlelight, her front side toward the post, her backside toward the flickering light, her body gleamed exactly as he imagined it would. Her shoulders were wide, her shoulder bones making fine angles. Her torso narrowed to the curvaceous waist, and then her hips broadened, the swell of her rear cheeks forming the widest part. The cleft between her cheeks was so pleasantly formed. There were dimples at the top of her ass, and pouches of plump flesh at the bottom. Orlando’s admiration of her form continued to her thighs, the well shaped calves, and her tiny ankles and boots - just the right touch he thought seeing her sexy feet. Tempest was perfection in gleaming white, with flawless skin that looked as if she belonged nude, in some sumptuous seventeenth century painting embracing a lover.


  The thought of marking such an incomparable form with cuts from the cane drove him to a new height of arousal. It was a classical master’s touch they’d both appreciate, though each in their own way.


  “Stand away from the post, darling, and bend over,” Orlando ordered her. The act required conviction, and so his voice was stern.


  For no reason at all, except for her love of this man that knew her desires so very well, Tempest submitted. Her own craving need had reached a feverish, though restrained peak, all her longing pinned on that first fierce cut. It had been at the forefront of her mind all day, since Orlando bought the cane in the old man’s shop, and now, just before the delivery began, she was a mass of apprehensions. The first cut, the first cut, the cut, please get it over with! her trembling body screamed silently.


  “Six,” he announced, breaking Tempest’s internal cries.


  It sounded like a reasonable number, she thought, though the added reality of this gentle bondage made it feel as if she would be remain tied and punished at the post for an eternity. She’d never felt this helpless, or this willing.


  Once Orlando had finished the careful preparations, the caning began without further ceremony. Drawing back his arm with deliberate haste, he brought the cane forwards, the cut whisking briskly through the air, landing on the center of Tempest’s pushed out bottom.


  “Oh, my gawd!” she softly cried. She could have screamed, the excruciating pain that vivid; but she wanted to make her response in keeping with the seductive mood of the candlelit room.


  Orlando landed the second cut beside the first.


  “Oh, gawd,” she seethed. Her whole body quaked, the flickering candle only making it appear to jiggle even more.


  Orlando stopped after this second cut and watched the red lines appear, just as he’d always imagined them. Then, drawing his arm back again, the third cut landed with a swish and a thwack, just below the other two.


  There were tears in Tempest’s eyes, though she wouldn’t scream, and she wouldn’t sob. Despite the sharpness and burning sting, she wanted to take the caning more as badge of honor, than as a mark of chastisement.


  The fourth cut hit across the first three, seeming to cut even more deeply than the ones that preceded it. Tempest gasped loudly and slumped against the post. But pulling herself back in place as the pain began to fade away, she settled herself, realizing that the aftereffect of the cane’s wrath was causing the most amazing sensation to charge through her whole body.


  She felt the fiery fifth cut land shortly after she’d regained her composure. It bit as nastily as all the others, though now she looked forward to the aftermath of pleasure. It would follow, indeed, it was already following just as it had before.


  Just one cut remained.


  “They’ll last,” Orlando said satisfied. “Such beauty in the midst of your beauty.” His observation sounded strange to the agonizing actress, though it sounded so much like her lover to appreciate the odd beauty that his horrid implement produced on her behind.


  With a final flourish, Orlando drew back the gleaming wooden cane, and brought the implement down where it landed to accompany the other cuts with its own distinct bite.


  His dark haired lover cried out the most anguished cry of all, even though she still squelched the full measure of her woe. She sobbed softly, relishing the pain, the arousal, and the ending. A wicked finale to the stunning episode, Orlando laid the cane down on the bed, so she could see it when she opened her eyes again.


  Tempest desperately wanted to move from her pose as soon as the caning was complete. She desperately wanted Orlando’s hands on her, fondling her everywhere, soothing the wealth of physical sensation that seemed to be burning out of control. Instead however, her lover stood back to inspect her, to see how the stripes would remain on her fleshy buttocks. The greater part of each cut would last for several days, for the welts went deep, though none cut through her skin. None would alter the smooth translucent skin of her behind, after a week. If there were no more cuts added, the porcelain surface would return.


  As Tempest waited for Orlando to untie her, her first anxieties diminished into a surrendering repose. Only when he sensed that she’d relinquished all thoughts of control, did Orlando pull up on the scarf and release her from the post. He did not however, untie her hands. They remained bound in front of her at her crotch as if she was a prisoner being lead away.


  Taking her to the bed, Orlando pulled her on it with him, where he positioned them on their sides, Tempest’s punished rear end greeting his erection. A little lubricant, and careful massage, he slipped inside her back door. He fucked her deep within her opening rear channel, wrapping his arms around her, holding her at her breasts and cunt, as if his larger muscled body would completely devour her.


  Tempest’s bound hands were useless to her. The position, the penetration, the feel of his consuming control of her thrust her down a more relinquishing path than she’d ever journeyed. Thoughtless, soulless, used and emptied, the odd satisfaction rode through her in waves.


  What mystery!


  What godly act of primal passion he unfolded within in!


  It was his finest creation, and her finest moment of sexual abandon. And it was that thought that they had slept to, all night long.


  


  “I want to see your marks, wench,” Orlando repeated, as he stood over her with the cane in hand gazing at the delightful sight of Tempest’s soft plump flank. Despite all the lovely white, in day’s light he could clearly tell that her bottom had suffered the night before.


  When she finally turned over on to her stomach, her dominant lover relished the sight of the lines, still distinct, bearing witness to the art of a sound caning.


  “Are they sore,” he asked, pressing the tip of the cane against her rear.


  “No. Well, just a little,” she replied. “They must look dreadful.”


  “Not at all,” Orlando replied. “They look just as they should. Such a remarkable impression they make on you.”


  “You’ve found some place in me Orlando Shakespeare that no man has a right to go. You’d better not abuse it,” she warned him.


  Orlando sat down on the bed. “I love you, Tempest,” he said, taking her in his arms, holding her close to him, stroking her face and neck and wild black hair.


  “I have given you everything I know how,” she said, looking up into his blue eyes. “That scares me.”


  “As it scares me,” he replied. “That will make us doubly conscious of our duty to each other. We can’t be casual with love, we can’t abuse it. It’s something to nurture. For two bright flowers that we are, we will not have an easy time tending this garden if we get wrapped up in ourselves.”


  “I so want it to work, Orlando,” she said.


  “And so do I,” he replied smiling. Never had he seen her so vulnerable and open, as if heaven had poured in sweetness and charm that bore no testiness at all. If she remained like this long enough, he’d have to cease calling her “brat”.


  


  
Just outside Verona, Italy


  


  The bells of a church had rung that morning, as if they were reminding them of their wedding day, a clarion call to a celebration, to a feast of love and good fortune. The gentle village of his mother’s birth was the only place Orlando could think to begin a life with his new bride, jittery that she was.


  The rolling hills, the warmth of springtime, fresh flowers, grapevines, endless sunshine and the fragrance of this earthy place made the man tingle with a lusty desire for all the elements of love. He wanted Verona most for the peace. In a relationship troubled by heart wounding storms, this would be the calming place where self righteousness could be forgotten, where soft words reigned over what was biting and cruel, where saner thoughts could prevail in two people so easily injured by the nuances they’d learned in their theatre training to read so well. It was Orlando’s prayer that Tempest would find the passive climate of this place as appealing a spot for their wedding as any place on earth.


  


  “Mr. Shakespeare, Orlando, Mr. Shakespeare,” his mother’s maid Sophia shouted to him from the top floor of the house, where Tempest was to be dressing for the ceremony.


  “What is it?” Orlando called up to her from the courtyard below, where he continued to arrange the chairs and tables and flowers for where the wedding that would start in just a scant hour.


  “She says she can’t marry you,” the woman shouted to him. The several people with him all looked up at the distraught woman in the window. Her words shot through the downstairs crowd of family and friends with a rude awakening.


  “What do you mean?” Orlando shouted back.


  “She’s serious.”


  “Where is she?” he asked.


  “Oh, you can’t see her, it’s your wedding day.”


  “Well, if she’s not going to marry me, it won’t matter,” Orlando reasoned with the woman.


  “But she’s not here. That’s the whole thing.”


  “Not here? Then how do you know she’s not marrying me? Perhaps she’s still wandering about.”


  The woman turned away from the window and returned moments later, waving a paper in her hand. “Here, this!” she yelled as she let go the paper and it floated toward the ground. Orlando grabbed the missal out of the air, and saw Tempest’s hastily written scrawl across the white sheet.


  “It will not happen, love. It won’t work. Last night confirmed that. As much as I love you, I can’t put you through the misery of being married to me.” T.


  


  “Good God!” Orlando gasped aloud.


  “What is it?” Orlando’s Uncle Emilio moved to his nephew’s side and read the paper in his hand. “Oh dear,” he said, his face instantly ashen.


  “I knew that mother should have stayed away,” Orlando seethed under his breath.


  “She could use a good thrashing that one,” Emilio agreed, referring to his sister.


  “I’ll not be thrashing my mother, as much as I’d like to, but I will be giving her a piece of my mind, as soon as I’ve found Tempest.”


  “I thought this was ground you’d covered,” Emilio said, remembering the private conversation they’d had the night before, after the small rift between Orlando’s women had been settled.


  “I did. But apparently my arguments didn’t stick,” Orlando looked at his uncle with a worried expression.


  


  Despite all Orlando’s arrangements to the contrary, the evening before had been a testy one. The night prior to a wedding, it was not so unexpected that a few sharp words might be uttered in anxiety. Though he’d dearly hoped that they would not come from his irascible mother. The woman could be as charming as a bird in spring, or as shrewish as Tempest herself in a snit. So it didn’t really surprise him that the two woman in his life had had words, awkward words. They were both high-strung prima donnas in their own territory.


  And yet, Tempest had been so thoroughly compliant, so utterly devastatingly delightful since the caning in England. She’d been so mature and gracious without the childish temper tantrums; Orlando almost believed that she’d outgrown her past.


  In fact, she’d been slow to get angry within his mother’s examining eye, slow to criticize, slow to snap off a typical retort. And when she finally let go with one incisive remark, Orlando did not blame her. He wasn’t even mad. He was furious with his mother. Tempest had left the living room of the house, flustered.


  With his distraught bride disappeared, Orlando turned to fix an angry eye on the woman in the corner. Her dark hair was pulled away from her face, in a tight bun behind her head. She could be ravishing, when she wasn’t wincing, or looking down her nose. Her smile was dangerous, and though she was smiling at that moment, Orlando wasn’t paying attention.


  “If you spoil this wedding, you’ll never see me again,” he vowed to her.


  “Darling, I wouldn’t think of ruining your wedding,” she gushed. “This fair child is charming, but don’t you think she’s too headstrong for your temperament?”


  “She’s the woman I love. You button your lip, or you can leave,” he snapped.


  


  After the angry exchange, Orlando charged off to find Tempest in a stew in her room.


  “Darling, you don’t have to see her but at occasional holidays,” Orlando said, approaching his bride-to-be.


  “And my wedding?” she replied.


  “How could I not invite her?” he said.


  “You have a point. Too bad I don’t have a mother, so that I can sic the woman on yours, maybe save myself the mortification.”


  Orlando smiled, thinking she was overcoming the concerns his mother had raised.


  “She might have a point about a few things, though,” Tempest went on.


  “She has a point about nothing. She’s been a troublemaker ever since I’ve known her, and unfortunately that’s all my life.”


  “No, Orlando, she might be right about us.”


  “Oh shit!”


  “Don’t swear, it’s the day before our wedding.”


  “What’s that have to do with anything?”


  “I don’t know. I just don’t like you swearing if you’re not mad at me, and you can’t possibly be mad at me, because this time I’ve done nothing wrong.”


  “But you are exasperating me,” he said.


  “You said yourself, while we were still in England, that it would take our conscious effort to make this marriage work. We are like two tornadoes. Your mother saw it in me, and I was having a very good day. She seems to be a very insightful woman.”


  “She’s never approved of the woman I want to marry.”


  “Women you want to marry?”


  “Yes. This is the same act she’s used before.”


  “You’ve been married before?” Her eyes widened, preparing to go to war over a brand new piece of information.


  “No.”


  She softened instantly, but watched him carefully, expecting more of an answer.


  “I’ve been engaged twice,” he said.


  “You have?”


  “Well, what about you?” he asked. “Certainly the woman you are has been engaged.”


  “Once, for real, and then, well that time didn’t count, I was only sixteen.”


  “You were engaged twice, too,” he said.


  “One time didn’t count.”


  “It sure does.”


  “But see, here we’re together all the time, and look how many things we don’t know about each other?”


  “We can’t know everything before we get married. That’s what getting married is about, discovering more of each other every day.”


  “Is it?” she asked. “I’m not ready for a lot of surprises.”


  “Good God, how many surprises can there be left, when we make love everyday, eat together, sleep together and argue about theatre, and soap scum in the tub and who’s going to clean the toilet. How much more can there be?”


  “We never told each other we’d been engaged.”


  “But we know that now,” he said. “So what else?”


  “We don’t know why we never married. We don’t know anything about how we felt about anything in our past. There are thousands of things. We hardly know each other at all!” She had the most terribly woeful look on her once bright face.


  “Tempest, you’re obsessing,” he said. “Now, stop it! You’re marrying me tomorrow and that’s that. We’ll talk about this on our honeymoon.” He hoped “the encyclical” would be enough to settle the matter.


  “So that’s that?” she queried.


  “Exactly,” he answered, adopting a well known stern expression on his most expressive face. “Put all these worries out of your head, this is nothing but my mother, and pre-wedding jitters.” He put his arms around her, thinking that it would calm her, and for the moment, it appeared to be working.


  


  The morning was a different story.


  “I wonder where she is?” Orlando thought out loud as he re-read Tempest’s hastily written note.


  “She can’t go far,” Emilio said. “She has no way to get anywhere.”


  “If I were her, I’d be down at the ruins of the old church,” a well recognized voice interjected. “It’s very tranquil there.” Orlando’s mother had just arrived in the courtyard, the news of her future daughter-in-law’s flight having just reached her.


  “You know, this is your fault,” Orlando said, turning to the woman.


  “If she doesn’t have the balls, excuse my choice or words, though it does seem appropriate for the occasion … if she doesn’t have the balls to put up with a little criticism, then I can’t imagine how she’ll get through life married to you.”


  Orlando eyed his mother, the fury rising in him was remarkable. He had never struck a woman, other than on her ass for a proper spanking. At this moment, he would have loved to slap the aggravating woman across her proud face. But he’d hold himself back, again.


  “I came to your family home to marry Tempest, because I adore this place. I adore the summers we spent here, your brother, your sisters, and especially when you and dad were off doing your thing, whatever that was. This has been home to me. I wanted Tempest to be here, but I did not want to subject her to the other side.”


  “Isn’t that too bad, my love. The other side of life is going to be there, whether you like it or not. And whether you like it or not, I do have your best interests at heart. You marry this girl, you will not be happy.”


  “That, mother, is an opinion without merit,” he replied, and turning quickly on his heel he took off toward the old ruined church. About Tempest’s whereabouts, his mother was likely right. Tempest would go there if she needed to brood.


  


  “Orlando.” While moving rapidly away, he heard the sound of his uncle’s calling to him, and turned around.


  “Bad business, isn’t it?” Emilio said.


  “I’m really not surprised. I just need to repair things, and then we can get on with the wedding.”


  “Perhaps this might help persuade your bride,” his uncle suggested as the man handed him what was in his hand. “You do use a little encouragement, every once in a while?” he said.


  Orlando smirked, seeing the lash his uncle had handed him. A worthy implement it was, three twelve inch long leather lashes bound to a wooden handle. He took it gratefully.


  “Too bad your father never understood,” Emilio said, with just a trace of sadness.


  “Too bad,” Orlando agreed, and he took off down the path.


  


  Orlando approached the old church, seeing his bride-to-be almost immediately. She was sitting on a crumbling wall looking out toward the valley beyond, a view of spectacular design. How it could look so much like the old Italian paintings of such scenes, he couldn’t quite understand. There was a muted feel to the landscape around Verona, as if God had painted it in slightly washed out colors, which blended into the rich hues he saw before his eyes.


  “Your letter is unacceptable,” he said, drawing Tempest from whatever thoughts were careening through her head.


  She turned and watched him approach.


  “I know I’m right,” she said.


  “I know you’re wrong,” he countered.


  “Your mother is right, Orlando. I’ve hardly slept, thinking about it.”


  “Then your lack of sleep has clouded your thinking.”


  “It seems very clear to me. A sad and sudden awakening, but an awakening nonetheless. I’m just like your mother. That’s a hard reality, but it’s true.”


  “Tempest, stop it!” he said.


  “No, it’s true. Don’t you see it. She’s a bitch and so am I. She has a sharp tongue and wild eyes, and a penchant for sticking her opinions in where they’re not wanted. She’s beautiful, charming and horribly strong willed. Tell me how I’m different?”


  Orlando was momentarily at a loss as how to reply, so she filled in the silence.


  “I know what’s going to happen. I can see it very clearly. I imagine your father loved her the way you love me; but after a while all the horrors began to wear them down. I know, before long you’ll be thinking of me the same way you think of her. You’ll hate me the way you hate her, the way your father began to hate her, and cast her off. I’m not going to marry you. It makes no sense, seeing the future.”


  Orlando laid an affectionate hand on Tempest’s shoulder. For a while he’d been flustered, and almost as convinced of the foolishness of this marriage as Tempest was. But Emilio had made it clear, and how glad he was of that.


  “You forgetting something very important, my dear Tempest.”


  She looked at him expectantly, as if she really hoped he’d have an answer to their dilemma, even though she didn’t really believe that there was a workable solution.


  “There’s one thing that I do to you, that my father never did to my mother.


  “Oh?” Tempest said.


  “It’s what’s kept us together, calmed us both, soothed all the ruffled feathers, thank god. And, it’s given us the best sex, of our lives.”


  “You mean spanking me, don’t you?” she said. She was all of a sudden looking at his hand, where Emilio’s strap was grasped.


  “You’re much too serious about this whole ridiculous argument,” he said, as a playful glimmer shone in his beautiful blue eyes. He wasn’t angry, hardly ruffled at all, in fact his mocking grin went straight to her loins first, then aroused a tingling in her ass, and then registered in her head.


  “Oh, no you don’t,” she suddenly roared. She began to pull away from him, to the interior of the ruins.


  “Oh yes, I can,” he vowed, as he lunged for her just as she was fleeing from his grasp. He jumped the stone wall following closely on her heels. When he finally grabbed her by the arm, her eyes were flashing brilliantly, even as the two where moving briskly toward the dark insides of the old church.


  He was thankful when he had her fast, and found the perfect spot to sit. Over his lap, bottom high and wiggling, he flung Tempest’s blue muslin skirt up over her, and found underwear to lower. A quick stripping away, and her naked cheeks were ready for the first whack.


  A hard repeated thwack, thwack, thwack was leveled on her posterior, the lash just the implement for an over the knee battle with the brat. Fashioned for such things, the three leather pieces laid on her bottom quite nicely and even curled a bit around her hips to bite into the less fleshy places on her side.


  “Oh please, Orlando, please no!” she wailed. “This hurts!”


  “Good, let it hurt more!” he roared happily in reply.


  The red blush rose quickly. Lines upon lines appeared on her ass cheeks, the lash striking wildly. The erratic implement was perfect for making her suffer.


  “Please love, no more,” she pleaded.


  He flailed the savage thing again and again, the surge of purpose taking over in him. He’d never been so clear about anything in all his life.


  “You’re going to marry me brat?” he asked his flailing bride.


  “Yes, yes, I will.”


  The lash struck another two times.


  “No more questions, no more senseless babble about the past?”


  He leveled another fast flurry of spirited strikes.


  “No more, I promise. Please Orlando stop,” she wailed back.


  “No more listening to my mother?”


  He continued flailing on her bottom.


  “Oh please, I promise. I do.”


  “Not even a word?”


  “I promise.”


  “You understand, I love you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Forever?”


  “Yes.”


  Orlando laid a half dozen more smacks on her tender rear. The well worked posterior had only in the last day recovered completely from the caning. And now it was raw again. While this burn was not so stunning as the caning, it had its important purpose. Orlando made certain that it was fierce enough that Tempest would remember it long after it was over.


  Finally putting down the lash, Orlando laid his hand on Tempest’s hot cheeks. “You ready to get married?” he asked, giving her bottom a good squeeze.


  “I’m ready,” she replied, and she wiggled to get off his lap.


  He looked up at her as she stood before him. “Get up to the house and get your wedding dress on, brat, before I start in again just for fun.”


  His eyes were flashing harshly, he was serious about beginning again. But Tempest was too fast for him, darting out of the old ruin, scurrying madly up the hill. Orlando watched his dark-haired vixen fly like the very wind she was named for, and smiled to himself, relieved that once again the rude treatment had worked its amazing magic.


  


  
A proper ending …


  


  They stood before the priest arm in arm. Tempest in an old world wedding dress with a low cut bodice that accentuated her lusty bosom, and a long skirt that hid her recent woes well away from anyone’s view.


  Just after the bride and groom agreed “to have and hold from that day forward and forever more”, Orlando’s hand meandered towards her bottom, and casually stopped on her rear cheek.


  They knelt for the prayer in the same embracing fashion.


  “I’m not wearing my underwear,” Tempest whispered to her husband, just before the priest began to speak again.


  Orlando smiled and gave his wife a playful squeeze, which only those in the audience that were peeking could see. However, neither Orlando or Tempest cared who saw, for the gesture was an added vow between the two, sealing a happy fate, a happy life, and the best of blissful, though uncertain, beginnings.


  Their wild exuberant drama would play out forever, from act to act, in an lusty battle of wills and wars, and unspeakable love.


  


  “The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and ill together; our virtues would be proud if our faults whipped them not; and our crimes would despair if they were not cherished by our own virtues.” All’s Well That Ends Well, Act IV, Scene iii


  


  The End


  


  

  
More Hot Spanking Novels from Lizbeth …


  


  Old Affairs & New Found Lovers


  A mystery filled with suspense and lots of red-hot over-the-knee spanking and punishment! A loving couple, detectives Kyle and Brett, attempt to unravel the mysterious disappearance of a valuable pendant while they attend a weekend spanking party at posh Heath Manor. A host of fascinating suspects include the ruthless dominant, Victor, and his timid wife, Patricia; the saucy vamp Cassandra—who’s always looking for a new spanking lover; and Jenny who’s spanking past haunts her every move!


  


  Off The Beaten Path


  A fiercely independent bush pilot, Ashley Bloom, meets her match in Jess Barrow at an out of the way research station in the midst of a South American jungle. Jess refuses to let the strong-willed woman ride roughshod over him, quick to take Ashley over his lap for a good sound paddling. In a story that takes them out of the jungle and back to civilization, their future seems perpetually “up in the air”, but the taste of leather and a bare hand on Ashley’s bottom keeps their relationship hot, happy and under control!
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