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  Chapter One


  


  Sean McDonough’s office was on the second floor of the Biology annex—an old house that sits just off Campus Drive. The heating system pounds as the house wakes up each winter morning, the floors creak with even the lightest footfall, and every door in the ancient old building squeaks when it’s opened or closed. Rather than be a bother for the Professor, the distractions were a sign of home—much like the one where he grew up in an Irish Catholic neighborhood of Boston. He could sit back, close his eyes and think of those delightful days, miles and years from his California office, to the quaint, aging brownstones wedged side by side. The annex also gave him a way to stay clear of the inane banter in the Winfield Natural Sciences Building where the rest of his department was located. His specialty being Marine Biology rarely required him to be part of the department’s regular hoopla, politics and gossip.


  His desk sat beside a large window in the front of the house. Looking down on the street below he could easily see who was coming or going—making it a good way to avoid students and other callers he didn’t particularly want to meet. It wasn’t hard to lose oneself in the old house, if being lost was more convenient than some drawn out and useless conference. But on this particular day, seeing the sprite looking shape of a young woman approach the building and mount the stairs, he was initially interested. From above, he could see her curly brown hair and lithe form as she took the steps with a gentle grace. Long before he had a chance to see if she had an attractive face or ample chest, he noted her ass encased in a pair of tight blue jeans. By the time he had the opportunity to make a more thorough examination, she’d disappeared inside. Sean McDonough had many reasons to admire a female derriere, not the least of which was to imagine what it might look like when it was naked and freshly spanked.


  Sean McDonough was a replica of a man long since gone the way of the dinosaur, who believed women needed to be quiet, subservient, put in their place, and spanked if they got out of line. He had a long and very arbitrary list of grievances that would warrant punishment by such antiquated means. But the bottom line, so to speak, was the fact that he could never entertain a relationship with a woman unless she agreed to his strict rules for appropriate female demeanor—and the discipline that was certain to follow when his rules were violated. By this description Sean should have been in his sixties or seventies, but instead, he was just thirty-eight and considered to be one of the most eligible males on the University faculty.


  Once the lovely woman with the nice round bottom vanished from sight, Sean forgot her, assuming she was in the building to see one of the other faculty members. He certainly wasn’t expecting anyone. He returned to a senior thesis he was reviewing, startled by the sudden knock on the door.


  “Yes,” he answered immediately.


  “Professor McDonough?” The door opened a crack.


  “Yes, ma’am.” He peered over his reading glasses and raised his eyebrows seeing the woman on the stairs looking as delicious from the front as she had been from the rear. She stood at the edge of the doorway where he could see her clearly. Underneath the ribbed-knit sweater tucked inside her jeans, he could see two full breasts, and above that, a vibrant and engaging face. Her eyes were widespread and beautifully blue, with long black lashes and an inquisitive look. There was a natural glow to her tawny skin, and full lips brushed with pale rose lipstick. She kept her hand on the doorknob as she gazed inside waiting for an invitation to enter.


  “May I come in?”


  “Please do.”


  She held out her hand for him to shake as she approached his desk and he rose slightly in his seat to take it. Motioning to the chair in front of him, he indicated she sit.


  “I’m Lauren Elliot, the botanist that’s scheduled for your trip to the Pearl Islands.”


  “Oh, yes.” He wasn’t pleased, and the smile that followed was plastered on just to be congenial. But his displeasure was too obvious for her not to note. He was quite good-looking, about five feet ten, trim, broad-shouldered with closely trimmed sandy-red hair, and rather profound green eyes. Between his name and his features, she guessed Irish Catholic.


  “I thought,” she began, “since the gossip in the department suggests you’re not happy with my being part of your team—that we should get acquainted. Maybe avert any misunderstandings or potential conflicts? I’m really quite easy to get along with.”


  “I’m sure you think so, but that’s not the gossip I hear,” he said bluntly. “Frankly, Ms. Elliot, you could avert any trouble by giving up your plans to come. Nothing personal of course.”


  The comment set her on edge, “Absolutely not!” she exclaimed. I have no intention of changing my plans.” She tried to remain calm, but in face of the man’s imperious tone, it was tough. She cleared her throat and tried again. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound shrill. But I’ve been dying for the opportunity to research the indigenous plants of the Pacific Isles since I first became a botanist. It is my specialty, and your expedition is a perfect research venue. I will be there, Professor McDonough.”


  Yes, Lauren Elliot was exactly as had been described—though pleasant to look at, she was headstrong and obstinate. His associates in the department had also mentioned her temper. He could already see the sparks flying. Certainly, they were heading for a confrontation even now.


  “If this expedition is so perfect, then perhaps you should have arranged a project of your own?” he commented.


  “You know that’s not possible. Money for projects like these is hard to come by.”


  “Yes, I know, that’s why I resent the fact that you’ve taken up precious research dollars with a project I have no interest in. If it weren’t for your uncle on the board of this college, I’d have another Marine Biologist going along. Something I could definitely use.”


  Lauren struggled with the professor’s antagonism—this was something she hadn’t earned and was not accustomed to. Normally, people found her charming. Especially men. A little eyelash batting and she had them charmed. But not this one. He may be “hot” as her friend Betsy described him, but he seemed mighty cold to her. She took a deep breath to calm her anxiety and chanced to glance down at his desk where she saw what appeared to be some sort of paddle lying within a foot of her. She recoiled, at the same time trying to understand her unexpected and instantaneous physical response to the two-foot long implement.


  “What’s that?” she asked. The words came out involuntary, before she had a chance to consider what she was saying.


  “A spanking paddle,” Sean answered.


  Computing the possibilities of his reply, this was the one blunt and obvious one she hadn’t planned on.


  “And why would that be here now?” An unsettling agitation began grinding in her belly.


  “Because I intend to use it.”


  “Really? On whom?”


  “I’d say that’s a rather personal question.”


  “I suppose so. But you do intend to spank someone?” Her disbelief and fascination just wouldn’t let it go.


  “Yes, I do. A woman who’s asked me to paddle her,” he deliberately emphasized the ‘asked’.


  “You’ve got to be kidding. What woman in her right mind…”


  “A woman who accepts the fact that she not only needs a little corporal discipline, but enjoys the process.”


  “Women like that exist?”


  “Yes, Ms. Elliot, they do. Obviously, you’re not one.”


  “You’re damn right.” She squirmed in her seat, trying to absorb the shock and return to the matter at hand.


  “Perhaps that fact could dissuade you from the trip?” he asked hopefully.


  “What would it have to do with the trip? You’re certainly not going to spank me.”


  He chuckled. “No, I suppose not.” He eyed her with amused hostility. “I understand you’re fresh off a divorce. Maybe your marriage would have survived if your husband had been a little more forceful with you.”


  “I beg your pardon,” she retorted indignantly.


  Sean laughed again and Lauren was livid and struggling hard to contain her growing anger.


  “I’m sorry,” he backed off. “I’m sure your divorce was a painful experience.”


  “Yes. It was. And I don’t see that it has anything to do with you, me, or this expedition.”


  “Likely, it doesn’t,” he agreed. “But you need to remember that this is not a vacation, not a joy ride, and not an amusement park.”


  “Oh, you really are hitting below the belt here, McDonough,” her blue eyes flashing keenly.


  “Just making a point,” he quipped lightly.


  “I’m a very capable scientist,” she went on, “and this work is my life. I realize there is nothing frivolous about what I do, or the dangers involved going into that part of the world. But I’ve read extensively about the island area where we’ll be, I’ve been on many other field expeditions and I’m thoroughly prepared to do what’s necessary to set up camp, live on my own without hassling anyone, and run my own projects. You have no reason to be so condescending.”


  “Excuse me, Ms. Elliot, if that’s the way I sound. But, I’ve been on trips with women before, and it never worked out. I’m sure it’s just the male/female chemistry, but it’s not been an ideal research climate. We’ll be in the wilds for months, and well… I’m sure this will offend you too, but I don’t need a woman who’s getting homesick for love, romance or sex. I’m sure it’s just my preconceived notion but I assume that a new divorcee needs a little social life, not isolation.”


  “For some, I’m sure that’s true. But let me be a judge of what I need.” She stared at the paddle again. “Frankly, if you’re using that as a means of communicating with a woman, I doubt you understand them at all. And, since you bring up the matter of relationships, I believe you’re also divorced.”


  “Yes, twice, in fact.”


  “Oh, two failed marriages? Maybe your grasp of male/female dynamics needs some work.”


  “And you can give me a better understanding of women?”


  “I’m sure I could.” She stared at the paddle again almost mesmerized by the implications. “What kind of solution is spanking them, anyway?”


  “One that works,” he replied earnestly.


  “Oh, and it worked in your marriages?”


  “In fact, it worked quite well. My marriages broke up for reasons other than the spanking. If anything, the corporal discipline kept them together for longer than they might have lasted.”


  “Really? I find that hard to believe.”


  “My first wife, Christina, and I married too young. She needed a lot of guidance, and still does. In fact, it’s Christina that the paddle is intended for today. When her behavior starts getting reckless, this curbs it. A few dozen brisk swats on her behind and she gets the message.”


  “I see. And your second wife?


  “Joellen relished having her bottom warmed. We might still be together except that she and I had such divergent interests we never could stay in town long enough to make the marriage mean something. She was always flying to Europe to buy antiques, and as you know, I’m off to study the deep seas every chance I get.”


  Lauren was totally dumbfounded by this man. The more he spoke the more agitated she became. “I suppose you enjoy dominating women?”


  “Yes, I do.”


  She shook her head, “you are a strange breed.” His revelations left her amazed and confused. If she didn’t care so much about getting on this research team, she’d forget it altogether, but his resistance only made her want to redouble her efforts, if nothing more than to teach the man what a miserable, misogynist boar he was. “But the fact remains, Sean McDonough, I am part of this venture whether you like it or not, and I have no intention of changing my mind.”


  “No, I suspect you don’t,” he said as his lips curled into a snicker, as though there were some private joke she wasn’t getting.


  “What is that supposed to mean?” she looked at him bewildered.


  He smiled more broadly. “Things change when you get to the Pearl Islands. They are a strange, mysterious climate, and there’s no way to exit its influence. The islands keep you captive, and don’t say I haven’t warned you.”


  “Are you trying to spook me?”


  He shrugged.


  “I’ve heard the stories, Professor. And I’m not swayed.”


  “Well, you can be sure, I’ll bring the paddle along just in case it becomes necessary.”


  Her eyes flared again knowing what he had in mind, but she kept her cool. She’d never met a man as virile, potentially charming, exasperating and challenging as this one. She had no idea what to say in response, and the silence that descended between them was deafening.


  “Let’s get one thing very clear, Ms. Elliot,” Sean finally chimed in. “You come along, as you’re determined to do, you follow orders.”


  “Orders? This isn’t the military.”


  “Yes, but there’s valuable University money being spent here, and I’m responsible to see it’s not wasted. Your project is as subject to my scrutiny as any of the others that will be conducted on the islands. I have a responsibility to keep everything running smoothly, and that’s exactly what I intend to do. Is that clear?”


  “Yes. Absolutely,” she replied. She didn’t like the way that sounded, but her only thought now was to escape the room so she could get her head back on straight. “Well then,” she cleared her throat, sat up a little more primly in the chair, “I guess this meeting has done little toward my goal of creating an amiable working climate, but at least we know where we’re coming from.”


  “That we do,” Sean agreed.


  “The date for our departure is still the 29th?” she queried.


  “Yes, it is. There will be a planning meeting two weeks before. I’ll email the time and expect you there. I assume you’ve already had your shots?”


  “Yes, I’ve taken care of everything in your memo.”


  “Well, then, I suppose we have nothing further to discuss.”


  “I guess not.”


  There was little wind in Lauren Elliot’s sails as she left Sean McDonough’s office. If she was destined to war with the man, she’d lost the first battle. And they both knew who won. What rattled her most, however, was that damned paddle, and his intention to use it to punish his ex-wife. 


  


  *** 


  


  The Biology Annex seemed to settle peacefully once Lauren Elliot left. Though the lovely brunette did leave quite an impression on Sean McDonough—one that made him sit back for several minutes and keep the picture of her fresh in his mind. He had a sixth sense about women with such sass and daring. They were prime candidates for spanking by their very nature, and were delightful challenges for him to tame. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad having her along on his expedition if he could count on eventually spanking her ass. But then, taking her to such lengths was not something he could assume. More likely than not, she’d turn out to be the bother he expected any woman to be—disturbing his peaceful respite away from civilization with a host of annoying and distinctly female concerns. He had only to recall his past experience to dread her presence on the team. And the islands—how would they handle another high-strung, strong-willed woman. He might as well be courting disaster. Hopefully, his lust wasn’t getting in the way of his better judgment. Still, he had little choice but to accept the inevitable and hope for the best.


  Lost in his thoughts Sean was surprised out of his reverie for a second time that day by another knock on his office door. However, this time he didn’t need to answer, for the door opened without an invitation and his ex-wife, Christina, swept into the office.


  “Oh, how are you, my sweet?” she said, moving briskly to his side and planting an affectionate kiss on his cheek as her arms wrapped around his neck.


  He pushed her away. “I’m just fine, brat, now behave yourself and take a seat.”


  “Ooo, you’re a little testy today?” she murmured.


  “I’m always testy,” he commented drolly.


  Christina sashayed her full round butt around the desk and dropped it into the chair Lauren Elliot had recently warmed. The bright-hearted woman had a bounteous body, and a face full of charm, which was surrounded by a halo of naturally curly ash-blonde hair. There was a gentle radiance about her, though even at nearly thirty years old there was a childish quality to her appearance—and a good deal of sexual tease. Christina was always licking her boldly painted lips, and her droopy eyes often suggested she was ready for sex—which she usually was.


  “So, what’s brought you here today, Christy?”


  “Michael told me to get my bottom paddled.” Michael was her latest lover, nice guy, but he was no match for Christina Gleason-McDonough when she was out of control. Alcohol, spendthrift shopping, wild parties and occasional drug binges were typical obsessions that created messy moments with the men who loved her. Michael, discovering that her ex-husband was still more than willing to discipline the wayward vixen, sent her to him the instant he saw one of her crazes about to hit. The methodology kept their relationship alive for nearly two years—Christina’s longest except for the two and half years she spent with Sean.


  “And why this time?” he asked.


  “Ummmm,” she scrunched up her nose like a little kid. “What if we just forget the reason and you get on with punishing me?”


  “No, you’re going to tell me everything like you usually do.”


  “Well,” she was hedging. This must be a real doosey, Sean thought. She batted her long eyelashes like a cute coquette and pursed her lips into a pout.


  “Christina, you want me to spank it from you before I start the punishment?”


  “Oh, no!”


  He waited, annoyed with the delay.


  She took a deep breath and then suddenly spit it out all at once in the abbreviated version, “I got drunk last night, mad at Michael, left the house, climbed in the car, and was halfway down the street before he finally got me to stop.” She cocked her head waiting for her ex to respond.


  He shook his head disgusted, and as the news settled in, she could see him breathing a little harder with his ire aroused. This ritual repeated itself all too frequently to suit him. Although he had a decided passion for spanking women, his ex-wife was too often a danger to herself and other people.


  “You’re mad, aren’t you?” she said, as she felt his silent anger brew with each second that ticked by. The quiet descending around them was exhilarating, if not a little scary.


  “You know I should throttle you as soon as spank you,” Sean finally retorted.


  Ooo, he was aroused, she was thinking. And she so loved the look of him when she was on the verge of getting spanked.


  “Better yet, you belong in jail.”


  “Oh, it’s not that serious.” She looked alarmed.


  “It’s damn serious, Christina, when you take off in a car drunk. It’s a felony. You could kill yourself or someone else. And you act as if it’s not a big deal.” He rose from his chair, eyes glaring.


  “I wasn’t really going anywhere,” she tried to explain.


  “You were reckless, self-indulgent, stupid and totally thoughtless,” he shot back. He was around the side of his desk in seconds, “Now, get up.”


  The fire in him burned hot, as hotly as it burned in her—though it was of a different sort. She shrunk back in her chair suddenly so scared that she could hardly move. Though, once she did, she moved fast, pulled to her feet by Sean’s swift jerk of her arm. He brusquely flung her over the end of his desk, and raising her short skirt, he began paddling her derriere with the wood school paddle.


  “Ouch! That hurts!” she blared.


  He wasn’t stopping. He peppered her behind until it stung like fire—these first smacks over top of her panties might as well have been on her naked behind they burned so badly.


  “Damn it, Sean! Can’t you let up?” she stamped her feet and wrenched to one side, which only made the paddle strike her nastily on the side of her left ass cheek. “Ouch!”


  Abruptly changing tactics, Sean pulled the brat to her feet. He took a quick swipe at her panties, exposing her pink bottom, then smacked her with the palm of his hand. “Listen to me, Christine, you come to me because you need this, and I’m going to give it to you hard. Don’t tell me you can’t stand it. Don’t bitch and don’t complain. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered meekly, his message cutting through her complaints like a knife through butter.


  “Now bend over.”


  Christina haltingly obeyed. Her ass was already hot enough for her to enjoy the spreading warmth, but her enjoyment would only be short-lived. Sean had the paddle in his hand again and was drawing back his muscled arm. A good two dozen firm strikes proceeded at a methodical clip. He alternated cheeks and placement making certain that the luscious expanse of her two fleshy orbs was a flaming red by the time he finally finished.


  She was ready to jump up the moment he laid the paddle on the desk, but he pushed her back in place.


  “Today, you’re getting the cane,” he said.


  “No, Sean!” she whined. “I hate the cane.”


  “Yes, I know. Maybe it will make a more lasting impression.”


  She squinted as though she was scared to death, but she didn’t make a move to get away. Watching him, she could see the sheer determination in his expression—he was really mad this time, not just fuming a little over some small err in judgment. As he pulled the dreaded bamboo from his coat closet, she shuddered from the top of her head to the very tips of her toes.


  “Oh, gawd, I hate this,” she lamented.


  “And, I’m really glad,” he said as his eyes widened deviously just to terrorize her more. “Maybe, you’ll get the message this time.” He stepped back behind her, gripped the cane tightly, and whisked the implement through the air letting it land dead center on her hot pink cheeks.


  Thwack!


  “Yikes!” she jumped up and danced for several seconds, then returned to the pose.


  “Stay still!” he ordered, and she clung to the sides of the desk so hard her knuckles went white. She gritted her teeth and waited for the next cut.


  Swoosh! Thwack!


  “Ooooo, nooooooooo.”


  Sean rattled off several more and her cries rose as nasty wails. She shuddered and stamped her feet but remained in place until there were twelve hot searing lines of red emerging on the bright surface of her ass.


  “Now, sit down,” he ordered as he put the cane and paddle away. “On your naked ass,” he added for good measure.


  She obeyed, “Damn, this hurts.”


  “Good. And I hope it hurts for days. You’ve got to grow up, Christina. You’ve got to stop drinking and doing drugs…” he shook his head.


  “I know,” she said with a sad little pout. She started to grin just slightly, staring her ex-husband in the eye, and then said, dreamily, “you ever wonder if we should get back together? I mean we…”


  “No, Christy, that would be a disaster I wouldn’t wish on either one of us. You stick with Michael, and I’ll do the spanking—at least for a while. But, you’re going to have to shape up soon because I’m not going to be around to take care of things much longer.”


  “Oh, why not?” she looked concerned. “You’re not going away again, are you?”


  “In a month, to a South Pacific Island.”


  “And what’s going to happen when I’m naughty?” Her playful grin was charmingly childish.


  “You’re going to behave yourself, or Michael’s going to have to spank you himself. Actually, that would be a very good idea and a relief for me.”


  “I thought you liked this arrangement?”


  “You’re nearly thirty, Christy. Time you grew up. Get spanked for fun, but quit doing things to get spanked for. Now get out of here before I give you another twelve with the cane.”


  “Guess you’ll like not having any women around to annoy you,” she said as she rose to leave.


  “That would be nice,” he droned unhappily, immediately thinking of Lauren Elliot.


  His tone piqued Christina’s interest. “Oh? You mean you’re going to break your longstanding policy against women on your crew?”


  “University politics, I didn’t have any choice.”


  “And does she know about you? I mean your rather antiquated ideas about male/female relationships?”


  “Yes. In fact she does.”


  “Oh, then, your trip won’t be such a bore, if you’ll be spanking her too.” She seemed intrigued by the thought.


  “If she gives me any grief, I will. Now get going, I’ve got work to do. And be sure you let Michael see the cuts. Oh, and have him see me before I leave. If he’ll punish you himself while I’m gone, I’ll gladly lend him my cane.”


  The idea sent a shiver of fear through the saucy blond and Christina scampered out the room almost before her skirt went down over her naked behind. Sean did have a way with her, no other man did. Despite the lingering throb from the biting cane, there was definitely a river of pleasure running through her aroused body. She couldn’t wait to get home and show Michael the results of the session.




  Chapter Two


  


  Lauren wandered through the cocktail party with drink in hand, smiling at a few dozen people she didn’t know. This really wasn’t the way she planned to spend her evening, but if she wanted to see Betsy, she’d have to live through another half-hour of frivolous banter before she could spirit her best friend away from this monthly English Department social hour. Betsy, Professor of the 20th Century novel, was in charge of this month’s event.


  “So, did you smoke the peace pipe with the professor from the Dark Ages?” Betsy asked as she whisked by with a plate of hors d’oeuvres—tiny chicken sandwiches flavored with just a touch of curry—Betsy’s specialty.


  “These are great,” Lauren commented as she followed her friend to the refreshment table. “Are you about done?” she was feeling slightly tipsy and didn’t think she should have another drink.


  Betsy stared around. “Oh, I guess I am.” She took a deep breath and taking two glasses of champagne from the table, she shoved one in Lauren’s hand and downed the other herself. “I need to catch up here,” she explained, as she grabbed a second glass for herself. “So, how did it go? The meeting with McDonough?”


  “Humm, not too well. All I’d heard about the man proved true and then some.”


  “Oh, really? Maybe you should talk to Joellen Majori about him. You know she’s here?”


  “Who’s she?”


  “His ex-wife. Just got back from a buying trip to Paris and Warsaw. Owns that spendy antique store in the village.”


  Lauren’s eyes lit. “The professor’s ex-wife? The first or second?”


  “He’s been married twice?”


  “That’s what he said.”


  “Then I imagine Joellen’s the second, because I know he hasn’t remarried since they divorced a couple years ago.” Betsy led her through the crowd of people in the reception area into a small side room with several couches and no people to disturb their conversation. “So, tell me what happened,” she asked as she plunked down exhaustedly on the couch.


  Lauren sat opposite, feeling the plush comfort of the couch exactly what she needed with her head spinning feeling as though it were spinning out of control. “I’ve got to quit drinking,” she said, setting her glass on the table.


  “And McDonough?” Betsy kept goading.


  Lauren took a deep breath, “He admitted to me that he spanks women.”


  “What?” her eyes widened.


  “Yes. There was an old school paddle lying in plain sight on his desk and I couldn’t stop my curiosity. I thought it was some sort of joke, until he told me he was planning to spank his ex-wife this afternoon. Isn’t that weird?”


  “Oh, that sounds interesting.”


  “If he was telling the truth, he spanked your friend, Joellen, too—when they were married.”


  “Really? I find that hard to believe.” Betsy gazed around, watching the chattering people in the main room, looking as though she was trying to find someone. “There she is!” She jumped from her seat, disappeared for a few minutes and then returned with an attractive brunette woman who wore an elegant designer suit in a shocking color of red. “This is Joellen Majori. Joellen, my dearest friend, Lauren Elliot,” she made the introduction with the sweep of her hand and a generous smile. Betsy had a reputation for putting people together for all sort of reasons, but to Lauren, this impulsive meeting was a little embarrassing.


  And yet, the lovely Joellen took the encounter graciously, sinking comfortably into the couch beside Lauren, “I’m told you’re going on a research project with my ex-husband?”


  “Yes, he’s been forced to accept me on his next four month South Seas sabbatical.”


  “Four months on an island with Sean? That could be interesting. I’m surprised he’s taking you. Hate’s women messing in these kind of things. Says it’s bad luck, after he had this unfortunate incident a few years ago.”


  “He’s not happy about it, but he has no choice,” Lauren said proudly. “The dean insisted.”


  “Sounds like fun winning a war with Sean, but I’d be careful not to gloat too much when he’s around.”


  Betsy sat across from the pair and was anxious to jump in. “Tell her, Lauren, what you learned today.”


  “Betsy,” she droned. “I think that’s rather personal.”


  “Oh, don’t worry,” Joellen chimed in, “if it’s about Sean’s inclination to dominate women, you don’t need to be discreet. It’s hardly a secret.”


  Lauren’s head was swimming, her mouth seeming to circumvent her better judgement. “Apparently, your ex-husband spanks women—so he told me today. In fact, he said he was planning to spank his ex-wife—which I assume was not you. We had this most remarkable conversation about that fact and his boorish ideas about women.”


  Joellen scoffed at her, “He’s a dear, Lauren, though he can be a very stubborn and exacting man.”


  “Well, he’s not going to spank me,” she assured both women.


  “Of course not,” Joellen exclaimed. “Sean may be difficult, but he’s really a sweetheart—it’s just all that testosterone. I think he was born with an extra dose.”


  Joellen Majori was not a withering woman, but earnest and highly focused. Her brunette hair was swept off her face, and that face was startling for its sharp features: black piercing eyes, thin lips painted starkly red and a long aquiline nose. She was lovely, but a little forbidding—and certainly not the kind of woman Lauren expected would consent to being spanked.


  “If you don’t mind my asking, why would you have agreed to be…” Lauren ventured into ticklish waters, but then she stopped, not knowing what word to use, “to…”


  “Corporal punishment?”


  “Yes,” she sighed, relieved that she didn’t have say it herself.


  “It was more often playful with us—though not always. Normally, it was just a tension reliever, and a good way to get aroused before sex. The truth is, I have a very nasty side, and every once in a while a good spanking took care of that. Did a world of good for my temperament. Not to mention the fact that the physical sensation is divine.


  “Divine? Arousing?” Lauren could almost feel her own bottom deliciously warmed.


  “Yes. It’s quite a rush.” She smiled as though moving back in her memory. “Listen,” Her eyes lit a bit ominously, while her mouth formed a playful snicker. “Why don’t we exit this awful scene and have a little fun. I’ve got several bottles of wine at home, and I could tell you a few stories that might surprise your; and they are certain to make your cunts juice.”


  Lauren smiled. She liked this woman. It was Friday evening, she had nothing else to do, and getting a little drunk with an obviously adventurous woman like Joellen Majori was not an unpleasant idea—she was already half drunk, why not?


  ***


  Joellen lived near campus, within walking distance of the cocktail party. Her house was filled, as it should be, with dozens of fascinating antiques. And once she gave Betsy and Joellen the grand tour, the three settled in the cozy living room before the fireplace with Betsy’s sandwiches, a few other leftovers from the party, and the wine that Joellen promised. The mood was lush and sensuous, a sexy minor music with a jungle rhythm played behind their conversation. The smell of incense, the flavor of wine… their senses were enlivened and their minds a little dull.


  “If you’ve never been spanked by a man you’re in for a real treat,” their hostess jumped right in to the unusual topic of conversation. “It began with Sean before we were married. We were on a date one night, and I was feeling very bitchy. I was normally a lamb with him—he had that attitude about him that demanded you go along with whatever he said. But that day had been horrible, and I wasn’t about to agree with him about anything. By the time we got back to my apartment, he was furious and I knew it. I figured I’d apologize and we could kiss and make up—we weren’t yet sleeping together—which I think was something that annoyed me too.”


  Betsy and Lauren listened to the women fascinated by the passion that seemed to move through her as she spoke of Sean and their relationship some five years before. Though much had obviously changed in those five years, Joellen still seemed quite fond of her ex-husband, which was a surprise to Lauren—though exactly as Sean suggested earlier that day. Perhaps he wasn’t as bad a guy as she thought.


  “Anyway, he stood over me with this exasperated look I’ll never forget. And then, to my astonishment, he starts to unbuckle his belt. Hey, I think we were going to have sex, and that was a little surprising since I didn’t think he was in the mood. I got all excited, my whole body shaking as though my veins were made of jelly. But once he had the belt free, he quickly doubled it in his right hand and jerked me to my feet with his left. I had no idea what he was doing until he took my place on the couch and pulled me over his knees. He began swatting me over top of my skirt—it was more humiliating than it was painful, but it did have me immensely aroused. When it finally registered what was going on, I started jerking like an angry child. But he held me so firmly, there was no way I’d get away. When he stopped with the belt, I thought it was over.” Joellen took a drink of her wine, while Betsy and Lauren waited for her to continue the tale. “Oh, was I ever wrong!”


  “I would have ordered him out,” Lauren exclaimed.


  “Oh, you’d think I would too. I’m not exactly the pushover kind of woman. But something else was going through me. I can hardly explain it, but I can feel it. I really couldn’t fight with him. The feeling of being subdued by a man was so delightful; I really didn’t put up much protest. When he raised my skirt, I got a little afraid. When he lowered my panties, my whole body trembled. I knew I was aroused, and I think he was too. I swear I could feel his dick growing hard inside his pants. I figured he’d keep on with his belt, but instead, he used his hand. The spanking was pretty brisk and it stung like hell, but he’d stop every few minutes and massage my ass.” Savoring the memory, she paused while the other women watched her beautiful body sway rather erotically on her blue damask couch. “Then, he gently parted my thighs with his hand and began to finger me—I’m not getting too graphic, am I?”


  “Ooo, not for me,” Betsy was reeking with lust. “I wish it were me.”


  “I’m just amazed,” Lauren replied, though that was half a lie—she was as turned-on as Betsy was. With the picture of Sean McDonough fresh in her mind, it took little to put herself in Joellen’s place.


  “It is amazing,” Joellen agreed. “I thought I was going to cum just from getting spanked, and I almost did, except that before I knew what was happening, we were lying on my couch, his beautiful dick between my legs.” She sighed heavily as she smiled.


  While they reflected on that thought, the fire crackled behind them and they took another sip of wine


  “You ever spank a man?” Betsy wondered.


  “No,” the woman turned up her nose. “I can’t imagine doing that, but I’ve spanked a woman.”


  “Really? I wonder what it’s like,” Betsy was all enthused, her cunt squirming on the seat beneath her.


  “I think you’re drunk,” Lauren suggested.


  “Of course, I am.” She turned to Joellen. Tell me about that,” Betsy asked, “about spanking a woman.”


  “Humm, let’s see. It was after Sean and I separated a couple of years ago. I was working in Milan with a young and very sensuous woman. She’d just turned nineteen. Sweet innocent face and a body that you’d find in a Playboy centerfold. She had no clue what she did to men, how her provocative dress could get her in trouble. Her innocence was amazing and I worried about her because she was so attracted to older men. She seemed the kind of woman to be taken advantage of and hurt in the process.” Joellen awoke from her reverie to stare at Betsy as though she was seeing her friend in the same sort of way. “I warned her about one particular fellow who I knew to be a complete cad. And just jokingly, I told her I’d spank her if she let herself give in to him. A few days after my threat, she came to work crying her eyes out. After I held her for a minute and listened to her sob out her pitiful tale—he’d used her and left her cold—I just jokingly suggested that she deserved the paddling I threatened her with days before. Suddenly, Marie stepped away from me, and looked all sullen and childlike. She spit out, ‘I feel so guilty, maybe if you spanked me I’d feel better.’ I realized she was serious, I mean so serious I could hardly turn her down. Her big chest was heaving with such a sad sob, I finally drew her too me in a rather motherly way, pulled her over my lap and gave her a good paddling. Oddly, I felt a little self-righteous—yes, me,” Joellen laughed, “self-righteous. Really got into the spirit of it once this passion surged through me. I raised her cute little miniskirt above her ass—of course her bottom was naked—and I turned those two cheeks as bright as a shiny new apple.” The monologue drifted, as did Joellen’s memories of the moment, until she ended saying, “we made love, and stayed in love for the rest of my stay in Milan.” Her face suddenly perked. “Now she’s married to a very heavy-handed attorney who spanks her regularly. She’ll always dress like a tramp and not understand what she does, and her husband will be eternally jealous.”


  Betsy stared at her friend in complete awe. She licked her lips and asked, “would you spank me like you did Marie?”


  “Spank you now?” she was both amused and a little startled.


  “Hummm, yes.” Betsy was on her feet, moving toward her hostess.


  “My, if this isn’t amazing. You’re not giving me much choice,” she looked down her long nose at the aroused woman.


  The little tart oozed with sexual charm, “you don’t mind, do you?”


  “No, no. Not at all.” Though she was surprised, the gracious Joellen took Betsy’s voluptuous body over her lap with no hesitation. For a moment, she caressed her raised bottom, and then she slowly began to draw the black skirt over Betsy’s hips.


  “Oooo, yes,” the saucy submissive purred as Joellen’s long thin hands moved over her rear. With her skirt above her waist, there was just Betsy’s pink bikini panties covering a small strip of her plump white ass. Lifting the waistband with a bright red fingernail, Joellen tugged at the thin material until it was stripped away and left to dangle at her knees.


  Lauren watched awestruck, finding her heart beating so rapidly and her crotch tingling with an almost frantic sexual need. As she gazed in wonder at the sight, she saw Joellen’s hand begin to strike, her palm briskly laid to the sumptuous and clenching flesh of Betsy’s ass.


  “Oh, my,” her friend purred. She seethed and sighed as the spanking went on. And as her bottom reddened, the aroused Betsy began to squirm erotically on the woman’s lap. Her skin looked hot. First pink, then brighter, and then nearly red. “Yesssss,” she was asking for more, seemingly delivered into an erotic land outside and above the deliciously intimate and inebriated world of Joellen Majori’s cozy living room. “Oh, my, oh yes!” she cried.


  Betsy’s ass must have been burning, Lauren thought. Somewhere in her memory were thoughts of childhood spankings. But those were nothing like this sensuous one. Early in her college days she’d enjoyed a few woman-to-woman moments with a good friend, but never with Betsy—who was avowedly bisexual—and never in such a remarkable or unique way.


  “Had enough?” Joellen finally asked.


  “Hummm, I’m not sure.”


  Joellen raised her hand again and spanked her more. This round of swats was as fired as the last, keeping Betsy’s twin cheeks bright red and hot.


  “Oh, no, no more,” she finally squirmed uncomfortably. But as Joellen’s fingers dropped between her legs, another cry rose beautifully into the air. Betsy was cumming on the other woman’s hand, her body quaking, and shivering end to end. She whimpered melodiously until her spasms drifted away, and a moment of breathtaking silence followed.


  “Oh, my, Betsy, I never thought,” Joellen remarked as she lifted her friend off her lap. The two kissed affectionately, a long and lingering one for a first kiss.


  “I don’t know what happened,” Betsy said blushing. She stood up to pull her panties in place and her skirt back over her hips, then settled into the couch, “It must have been the wine, but that was beautiful.” She looked at Lauren. “Really, hon, I’ve never done this before.”


  “Maybe you’d like to try?” Joellen turned to her.


  “Ah, I don’t know. It is arousing. But…” she shook her head, still too overwhelmed to know what to say, “not now,” was all she could manage to reply. Would she regret that choice? She wasn’t sure.


  The intimacy between the trio grew, and between the laughter and wine and self-revelations about their sex lives, the evening moved on until they were exhausted and too sleepy to continue. They drifted for awhile, then fell asleep, Betsy and Lauren resting on opposite ends of Joellen’s couch while their hostess collapsed into her own bed.


  


  The odd night ended when morning came, and a bright sun, clear blue sky and clear heads returned. They blushed, hugged and said goodbye self-consciously as the three women parted—each to mull the previous night’s activity on their own.


  Returning to her apartment, Lauren showered and dressed for the day with thoughts about spanking and Betsy’s flaming behind foremost in her mind. She was a swirl of confusion that didn’t end until she finally got home that night. Then, lying on her couch with the sound of a quiet James Taylor playing on the stereo, her mind returned to the previous evening. Her body began to feel a sexual urgency descending on her with a wild roar. All day she’d pushed away her obsessive thoughts, but there was one that constantly returned and would not leave—spanking—the sight of Betsy’s bright red ass, the picture of her own upturned behind, and the feel of a firm hand striking her bare flesh. It would sting, her skin turn hot. Her flesh would deepen in hue as each determined smack jolted her entire body. She forced herself to imagine Joellen’s palm on her ass, but the image wasn’t right. The hand became a masculine one, a broad and powerful hand with a sun-darkened tan. A man’s hand, Sean McDonough’s hand. She drove the thought from her mind, but it returned unbidden and involuntary. Again and again, her determination to fight the picture lost to the vivid image of her being spanked by the imperious professor.


  Caught in the obsession, Lauren’s right hand drifted to her crotch, burrowing inside her sweatpants, finding a flood of juice dampening her pussy and its silky hair. The only answer for her throbbing clit were the fingers diving in the deep pool of sensuous sensation.


  “Ahhhhh,” her head dropped back against the pillows behind her, her back arched, her mind focused solely on the image of Sean spanking her ass over his muscled thighs, with his hefty palm, and stern a lecture to accompany the act. Everything in her was alive with desire. She thrashed madly on her hand as the spanking pictures began to change—a paddle, his belt, his sharp-tongued voice. Suddenly—and thankfully—her body crashed with orgasm, and she clutched for it with her mind empty, lost inside the powerful climax.


  Despite her feeble attempts to ignore the truth, Lauren couldn’t forget what made her hot. The desire consumed her. The titillation of the night before made her bold. And it was the professor from hell dead center in the middle of the fantasy.


  


  “I can’t go through with this,” Lauren complained anxiously to Betsy the next morning as they sipped their coffee at the campus coffee bar.


  “And why not? You going to let some swaggering chauvinist ruin the chance of a lifetime?”


  “I thought you said he was a stud?”


  “Of course, I did. He’s a handsome man, hot really, but there’s no reason to kowtow to him. Go for what you want, Lauren. Since when have you been a weak-kneed little lamb, anyway?”


  “Since I saw you get your ass spanked by Joellen.”


  “And why would that bother you?” her friend looked surprised.


  “Right now that’s about all that’s in my thoughts,” she admitted.


  “Getting spanked?”


  “Yes, getting spanked.”


  “Ooo, my, you do have a dilemma here. You’re thinking about your professor, aren’t you?” She considered the question thoughtfully, then perked right up. “Well then, why not just give in to him? He’s is the hottest guy anywhere around, and certainly on your south sea isles. You could end up having the best four months of your life—in bed and out. And who knows where that might lead?”


  “With Sean McDonough. Not on your life!”


  “Okay, then, but you’re not going to back down from the trip, that’s for sure. You’ve been wanting this forever. He has no right to threaten what you want with his female-bashing jargon.”


  Swaggering chauvinist. Hottest guy around. Female-bashing jargon. Betsy could sure play all sides of an argument with amazing finesse.


  “I’m not going for love, Betsy. I’m not going for sex. I’m going for pure research. Any man would complicate that.”


  “Well then, go for pure research. Put blinders on, and your sweetest smile, and stay clear of arrogant bastards. The one thing you’re not going to do is quit.”


  She didn’t need to be told that—the thought of quitting was never one she seriously considered. Though it was pointless trying to make sense of Betsy’s advice, talking about it did clear her mind and put her back on purpose.




  Chapter Three


  


  Sean McDonough’s research team setup camp on the shores of Pearl Island, at a location that looked out across a blue/green sea toward Reef Island. Coral Island was further in the distance. The fourth isle—hidden from view by the larger Reef—Damage Island, was named by the expedition party five years before, after a violent storm destroyed their camp, valuable equipment and experiments. Sean would not be using Damage for experimentation again—Damage Island is cursed. The minute you step on its beach, the elements turn against you. Yet, Lauren Elliot had her eye on that tropical shore from the moment her eyes first caught a glimpse of the thick vegetation. The entire team toured the area by boat the day they arrived, skirting the islands on a cloudless blue-sky day. The sights were enough to make Lauren’s eyes hurt—the brilliant beauty, the stark contrast of colors, the clarity of the sea air, and the endless hues of green along the shoreline attacked both her vision and imagination. She kept silent with her thoughts, still a little afraid to speak since she viewed Sean’s team as a grumbling enemy she would have to endure for the next four months.


  Though she was wary of her teammates, the real truth about her companions belied her initial assumptions, their character quite transparent after just a few hours together on the plane from Honolulu. The blond-haired Troy Davis reminded her of a California beach bum, surfing the reckless coastline, playing beach volleyball when he wasn’t catching waves or hustling women. A muscled, tan and wiry guy, he had an engaging grin but an almost frenetic style that could easily put her on edge—she liked her men less excitable. Though Troy might be a real Casanova on the beach, Lauren could see that on this project, he’d become the hardworking sparkplug; and as an expert scuba diver, plunge into the adventure for the sport of it as much as the research potential.


  Patrick Marlin skippered the main research vessel, Lady Enchanted. He owned the boat in spirit having commandeered it for nearly twenty years of research excursions like this one. He was a handsome ruffian with a short, grey ponytail and scruffy beard. But despite his unkempt appearance and seemingly haphazard manner, the lanky fellow knew the South Pacific waters like the back of his hand—the reefs, the islands and the habitats of the migrating whales. He’d been north visiting his family in the States as Sean’s team was getting ready and joined them on the plane flight to the Philippines where his boat was moored. Lauren found him oddly arousing, though she couldn’t pinpoint the reason for her attraction. Ellison Thomas was Sean’s research partner, a studious black man, beautifully bald with a small goatee, alarmingly kind eyes, and tawny mulatto skin. Her wore horn-rimmed glasses and eyed Lauren frequently with a slightly amused expression—which she didn’t quite understand. He looked like the kind of guy to make a friend, and she had the impression that she could easily strike up a conversation with him on any subject.


  Of her four companions, only Sean seemed disgruntled with her presence on the project—the rest were warmhearted, kind and quite interested in her work. Though while they were getting accustomed to each other, she kept her opinions to herself, and rarely spoke unless she was spoken to. She figured in time she’d gain the friendship of the entire quartet—yes, even Sean. After her one brief moment of impaired judgement—following her evening with Betsy and Joellen—her intrepid nature returned. Neither Sean McDonough’s convictions, his scare tactics, or the threat—and desire—of being spanked would discourage her. If nothing else, she’d melt his cool with a little warm honey and forget about his domineering nature.


  The team would have plenty of contact with the outside world through the radio and computer connections. But except for a biweekly visit from Kino, who would sail in with food and other necessities, they were limited to each other for company. Though Lauren was determined to keep her relationship with her team members platonic, it was impossible not to imagine herself in bed with any one of her three teammates. Four months was a long time to be without a man, and… if the opportunity presented itself, she wouldn’t rule out some harmless sexual fun—especially if it would keep her from obsessing on being spanked by Sean McDonough.


  Pearl Island afforded the team the remnants of several buildings from previous projects that they could easily turn into their living and research base. There were sleeping quarters for the four men in one rebuilt hut with several rooms: a small hut for Lauren some distance away, a separate facility they’d all share for their bath and shower; and a general building for the research equipment, a small mess hall and living room. Lauren was given one corner of the lab for her experiments. It wasn’t nearly enough room, but there was more space in her private hut that would allow her enough to get started. She’d lobby for more as time went on. Overtly, Sean treated her as an equal, just as the rest of the team would expect, but she understood the truth about his squelched feelings—so aptly spelled out in their first meeting at the Bio Annex. Behind all their interactions, that meeting seemed to lurk ominously, as though it accurately spelled out their future.


  The first two weeks of the project went smoothly. Lauren combed Pearl Island’s dense jungles for specimens she needed in a variety of experiments. She was testing for the medicinal uses of several jungle roots, leaves, seeds and bark; and could see herself obtaining mountains of information to package and have flown to the research labs at the university. The more she gleaned from this tropical paradise, the more excited she got about her work, and the more she dove into it. The hours were long, but there were stretches of her afternoons when she allowed herself play on the beach, snorkel in the shallow waters and sometimes simply gaze toward Reef and Coral Islands with a degree of wanderlust sparked by childhood fantasies and her romantic imagination.


  “Playing hooky again?” she heard the voice behind her as she lay on the beach, the tiny pebbles oozing between her toes, her hands absently combing the sand in her fingers. It was Sean’s voice.


  “As long as I’m here I figure I can work forever while it’s dark. This kind of day just doesn’t happen everyday.”


  “Oh, around here they do,” he disagreed.


  Was he being pleasant? Since they arrived, they hadn’t been alone together—and that was fine with her. She could already feel an unwanted arousal churning in her nether regions.


  As far as her work was concerned, she was more likely to communicate with Ellison—and he pass on Sean’s instructions, than Sean was to talk with her directly. To keep the peace, she gave him brief reports of her work and assumed that was all that was necessary.


  Alone together now, Sean squat beside her, his hand limply feeling its way inside the warm sand, Lauren all too aware of the sexual tension between them.


  “I need to go over your findings in detail, maybe sometime tomorrow, if that will work for you—since you seem to have plenty of spare time. I’ll be working here, while the guys are out on the boat.”


  “Look over my findings? You mean all the individual specimens?” She drew up off her towel and squinted. It was difficult to see with the sun behind him nearly blinding her eyes.


  “Yes. That’s part of my job.”


  “Ellison’s already gone over everything.” Her voice sounded shrill.


  “His perusal is only cursory since he knows little about plants.”


  “And you know more?”


  “Yes, I do. I’m the project coordinator and I make it my business to know.”


  “You know I really don’t need this supervision,” she said succinctly. “I’m passing on my results to Dr. Leland in my unit at Cal.”


  “Yes, but only after I see them.”


  “Now that I don’t understand.” She was sitting up, drying her wet hair with a towel and scowling. “I thought our procedures were already discussed.”


  “Not with me.”


  “You’re doing this just to be ornery,” she charged.


  “I’m doing it because that’s the way it works. If you need to get that straight, you can do it over my lap. You’ll see just how serious I am.”


  “Don’t you threaten me with that!” she snapped.


  “You know exactly where I’m coming from,” he smirked. “And trust me, I’m never without a good leather to work a woman’s ass.”


  “And if you dare, I’ll slap you with a lawsuit so fast, your head will spin.”


  He looked amused, not threatened. “I don’t think so, Lauren,” he said as though he understood something she did not. “The rules are clear. You break them, you know what happens.”


  “And I suppose you spank Troy, Patrick and Ellison too?”


  “I spank women because they earn it. The men on my team follow the rules, that’s why I like them, and why I opposed your being here. If you want to prove my point, just go ahead and send your information before I see it. Any flagrant insubordination will be swiftly answered, Ms. Elliot.”


  “Ooo, you… you… are evil!”


  “Evil? Humm, never been called that.”


  She couldn’t speak she was so enraged. And while Lauren fumed, Sean chortled, stood up and waltzed away. What was so vilely infuriating was the continued arousal that he incited between her thighs. She was hotly furious, and panicky in her crotch with the idea that he actually intended to spank her for any flagrant insubordination. The remembrance of Betsy’s red, flaming ass and her evening masturbating to incessant thoughts of Sean only riled her more. Why wouldn’t they leave her alone!


  


  The next day, Lauren laid out her findings for Sean’s perusal, while she went back to her hut and checked on several experiments she had running there. She had no real plans for discussing her work with him. If he didn’t understand what she was doing, that was too bad—he should stick to Marine Biology in the first place. Her ire had not abated, not after an evening away from him, or a restless night of sleep, especially not when her mind was churning anxiously and her body wouldn’t stop betraying the truth. She made sure she wouldn’t run into him in the lab and make a total fool out of herself.


  Late in the morning, Lauren heard a knock on her door and found her nemesis standing a step below her, peering inside.


  “I hadn’t seen these experiments,” he said as he pushed his way beyond her.


  “I told Ellison I didn’t have enough room.”


  He strode to her worktable and eyed the specimens, then turned about abruptly.


  “I think this needs another trial,” he said pulling out one of her reports he’d brought with him.


  “What?” she looked dumbfounded. “This is the most exciting find I’ve made. There are only recommendations here, but they are warranted. The specimens I’m sending along are ready for full trials in the University lab.”


  “Not before you do another trial here.”


  “What do you know about my research?”


  “I make it my business know,” he said repeating what he’d said on the beach.


  “You’re making it your business to butt in.”


  “I’d suggest you calm yourself, or you’ll find your little ass smarting real soon.”


  “You wouldn’t dare.”


  “And you’re baiting me.”


  “Bullshit!”


  “Really? It’s not what Joellen tells me.”


  “What does Joellen have to do with this?” she looked at him shocked.


  “She told me plenty.”


  “She had no business telling you anything.”


  “The conversation was only in passing, but it told me enough. Now, let’s repeat that trial and get me the information on these too.”


  “But these are extraneous to the project,” she protested almost in tears she was so aggravated.


  “Not anymore.” His lighthearted banter vanished in favor of a voice with stern command that gave Lauren chills.


  


  The next day, Lauren completed the enforced assignment and presented her work to Sean—who had just returned from an exhausting early morning exploration. Patrick, Ellison and Troy were unloading bottom samples and tanks, while the antsy botanist waited for Sean to pay attention.


  “These need to be sent now,” she insisted. “I can’t wait any longer for your approval. Kino’s going to be here this afternoon, and I don’t want them to miss the courier back to the States.”


  “They’ll have to wait,” he answered tersely. “I have my own stuff to get finished.”


  “No, they can’t wait,” she insisted.


  All eyes were on the pair, curious and even amused—though Lauren caught one glance from Ellison, as if he were telling her to back off. Troy was shaking his head, Patrick wincing. Perhaps it just took too long for the message to sink in, perhaps she didn’t hear it at all, but the early morning excursion was a complete waste of time and her failure to understand that and Sean’s foul mood turned quickly into the embarrassment of her life.


  Hearing her blunt comment, Sean turned about, abruptly fixing her with a steady gaze. “They will wait, Ms. Elliot.”


  “Fine, then, I’ll go ahead and get them ready to send. I’m sure you really don’t care, since you don’t know what the hell you’re looking at when it’s seaweed and guppies that have you so mesmerized.” She turned to walk away, but suddenly felt a firm hand on her shoulder. She stopped just momentarily to shake it off.


  “You want to repeat what you just said, so I can hear you clearly?”


  “What part didn’t you understand?” she said whipping around to stare into his tired face. Maybe it was then that she realized what kind of grouchy disposition she was dealing with.


  “I told you what I’d do, you try to fuck with me, Ms. Elliot. ‘xuse me gentlemen, you can watch or leave.”


  In the blink of an eye, Sean took his seat in a nearby chair and Lauren went over his lap while the papers in her hands went flying like sails in the wind. The sarong covering her bathing suit—she planned to work on her tan that afternoon as usual—was pulled aside, leaving her ass bare except for a tiny bikini bottom—the tight round orbs of tawny gold skin clenching in fright.


  Sean’s hand was fast, his stroke quick and mean. A dozen smacks landed before she caught her breath. The sting was hot.


  “Ouch, you bastard stop!”


  “No!” he answered back as nastily.


  Lauren struggled uselessly against Sean’s firm hold. Her feet flailed and her torso contorted like a fish flopping on the wet deck of a boat. Nothing worked. Despite her fury, Sean was more grounded, his muscles more focused and his determination set on seeing that the fractious brat get his message. He smacked her hard, again and again until her bottom was red and feeling raw.


  “Get your fucking hands off me!” she blared—every ten seconds it was another rebuke, but they all were useless wails.


  When Sean finally pushed her off his lap, he stood up, rising above her by eight inches, looking down into her snapping blue eyes. With her sarong still askew, Lauren’s crimson bottom faced the others, unveiled and admired. “You asked for this, Lauren Elliot. I won’t lay another hand on you as long as you do as you’re told,” he said, “but, if you don’t, this will be a very sore four months for your ass. I see your work, your findings, all of it, on my time, with a pleasant smile on your lovely face, or I’ll spank you again. If you don’t like that, I’ll boot you off my island. Is that clear?”


  She was so humiliated she couldn’t take her eyes off of him to look anywhere else—particularly at the fellows on her team. She was livid and her face burned from embarrassment almost as hotly as her ass.


  “Yes. That’s clear,” she said as she tried to calm her beating heart. “But trust me, Sean McDonough, this is not the last you’ve heard of it.”


  He chuckled, “Too bad. I’d think for your sake, you’d want this incident history.”


  “Not on your life.”


  A breeze through the lab tickled her naked ass. And she was suddenly shocked back to reality. She swiped at the sarong and her fading rear cheeks disappeared from view. Once grabbing for the documents strewn on the floor, she darted from the hut before she started to cry.


  There was a cool tropical breeze that night when Lauren went for a walk. She was starving, but still couldn’t face the others in the mess tent, so she ate candy bars in her hut and a few stale crackers. The moon was full, and it should have been a blissful evening to enjoy the South Seas and its gentle peace. The sound of the ocean breaking on shore reminded her of home, of the beaches north of Santa Barbara where she went as a kid. The briny salt air danced at her nostrils, and her skin was sticky with perspiration. As fine a night as this one, she only wished it could take away the miserable reality of her awful afternoon.


  Why was he doing this to her, why? It was hard not to obsess on the horrible incident.


  “You know, Lauren,” she heard Ellison Thomas behind her and turned around, “eventually you’re going to have to show your face again.”


  “You miss me at dinner?”


  “We all did.”


  “I’ll bet.”


  At least in the dark, he couldn’t see her blush, she thought as she peered at Ellison through the shadows under a canopy of palm trees. Though she was still embarrassed, she couldn’t help but look into Ellison’s moonlit eyes and be warmed by the sight of his face appearing to caress her with kindness.


  “Maybe I can work at night and sleep all day,” she joked.


  He smiled. “You know, you never should have come,” he said. “Unless you wanted a war with Sean McDonough. I’ve never seen him lose one to a woman.”


  “Oh, so what are we? Trophies to be conquered?”


  “He has his rules. And for reasons I don’t understand, women just can’t obey them.”


  “You know, maybe it’s the terminology. Obey sounds like the army. Rules are for kids. And beside, none of that should apply to five adults working in on research project like this. I know what I’m doing and he knows that. And still he goes to the wall to be an ass about it, to confront me in front of my peers, and then deliberately humiliate me.”


  “He warned you.”


  “That he did.”


  They began to stroll the beach, listening to the sounds of the night, the quiet of the lapping water and its unstoppable ebb and flow. A few night birds cawed, and there was laughter from the main hut a few hundred feet behind them.


  She sighed. “I don’t know what happened.”


  “Same thing that happens to most women who tangle with Sean.”


  “What’s that?”


  “They love him and hate him.”


  “Hate, yes. Love, no.”


  Ellison didn’t object and that was comforting. He put his arm around her shoulder and held her tenderly as they walked, their bare feet dodging the big smooth stones in their path, and letting the small ones slide beneath their toes. The pulse in Lauren’s crotch was as endless as the pulse of the waves. In the back of her mind there was still a burn on her behind, though the real fire had long since faded into nothing—not even a good stirring ache. But that was just as well, the erotic imprint of the spanking was enough to engage her infernal imagination. It wouldn’t let go of her no matter how hard she tried. She worried that it was would be another sleepless night trying to keep her mind from Sean McDonough.


  Perhaps, all these things together were what made the next half-hour such a moment of mindless bliss.


  Ellison held her like he knew she needed most to be hugged. The warmth of his body got inside—not that she was cold—it was the warmth of his spirit that put her at ease, and then created sensuous sensations moving through her groin. They kissed, mouths pressing lightly and then filled with passion. He pushed his crotch to hers and she felt his erection beating against her needy Venus mound. The rhythm was steady and strong. One hand clutched her behind, moving inside the thin wrap about her hips. That hand skirting her skin delicately, she remembered how vilely that skin had been abused—and what a wonderful flood of energy that wicked abuse produced.


  This, though, was relief. The fact that Ellison’s cock would soon be planted between her thighs inside the velvet portal, and all the reckless stirring would have some place to go—that fact was true peace.


  The pair dropped to the cool beach, warming what was beneath them with the heat of their bodies. Moving back and forth on the salty surface, it seemed there was sand everywhere, though that really didn’t matter. Her clothes were gone in a matter of seconds, and discarded beside them were Ellison’s shirt and swimming trunks. Seeing his delicious member by moonlight, she lunged for the thick stalk. She relished the robust taste of his maleness, as her mouth swallowed the thing whole, then drew back for her lips to suck it top to bottom, and her tongue to play against the head and around the rim. As he lay back, she climbed on his groin, giving him her first wholehearted smile since arriving on the island. He had a way of making everything feel okay, like every problem was solved and there was no bastard professor to dream of anymore. His black skin met with hers as they groveled on the sand. As her breasts pressed tightly against his chest, it felt like coming home.


  Ellison’s hands moved expertly over her mounds in front, his fingers teasing the sensitive nipples. His mouth leaned in to suck them. She felt his other hand on her ass—squeezing—as though he knew how good that would feel, as though he understood that the spanking aroused her and everything in her mind was an open book. It didn’t matter. He could have her, because for just that instant when she came—there was not one tiny thought in her brain about anyone but this generous lover with the open heart. It was not an exhausting cum, but a gentle one, and they lay together in the tropical silence afterwards staring toward the stars.


  


  “You don’t have to be obliged to anything here,” Ellison finally whispered.


  “Thank you. I’d feel bad about it otherwise. I’m not usually so easy with myself—I mean making love so quickly.”


  “You’re a beautiful woman and I enjoyed every second,” he replied. “And don’t feel bad. It let off steam for us both.”


  “Oh, but it’s more than just letting off steam. You’re a good friend, El. I mean I don’t really know that’s true, but I feel it. Like you’re kindly rooting for me while I’m still following Sean’s orders.”


  “Yeah, it’s something like that.” He paused, then added, “he’s a good man, Lauren.”


  “I suppose so. At least a good scientist.”




  Chapter Four


  


  Thankfully, no one mentioned Lauren’s incident with Sean and her spanked behind. No snickers, no jibes, not even a meaningful glimmer in any man’s eyes. Her face could blush in a second at the very thought of what had happened. But no one was looking, and after a few days, her sense of humiliation went away—though her anger for Sean McDonough did not—nor did the confusing arousal. If anything, he only sparked the darker sides of her lust more deeply.


  To pacify the professor, Lauren attempted to do as she was told, even though she bitterly resented the added chore involved in preparing her findings for Sean’s inspection. It was especially unnerving when he had little meaningful input on her work. After a week, she decided to keep her reports minimal—to only the most significant information, and some of her work she parceled with “Sean approved documents” and shipped off to the Botany department at Cal without him knowing. Her work simply couldn’t wait for him to have the time to review it. The system worked well, and it gave her some semblance of control and a little internal peace. What Sean didn’t know certainly couldn’t come back at her.


  The only unfortunate part about the project was the intense energy between she and the professor, which didn’t abate regardless of their mutual attempts to stay clear of each other. For a time, she pinned her hopes on Ellison—hoping her heart as well as her loins could be engaged in a relationship with her handsome teammate. Yet, a week after they made love, it was clear that their late night escapade was no more than a needed release. Yes, he was good-looking, kind, friendly and even fun. But he didn’t really turn her on.


  The other men on the crew were possibilities. But Troy seemed too intense and erratic, and she couldn’t quite figure Patrick out. Though the captain of Lady Enchanted came off as a happy-go-lucky sort of guy, there was a curious darkness in the depth of his eyes. When he wasn’t smiling broadly, he could be sullen, brooding and he sometimes looked at her as though he were trying to strip off her clothes. The sensation was unsettling but provocative.


  Just on the chance that he might prove to be an interesting diversion, Lauren took a daylong excursion to the other islands as an opportunity to get to know Patrick better. The day was just another of many perfect days all strung together like a string of lights, each etched with clarity—the blue fragrant sky, the still turquoise waters with their dense coral reefs below, and the lure of something mysterious beckoning from the shorelines she beheld as the small skiff skirted the outlines of Coral and Reef Islands. Though Sean was disgruntled about the trip, he couldn’t object. To explore the other islands was part of her job and he couldn’t in good conscious keep her from it. That she’d waited nearly three weeks was already a problem in her mind, since she had no idea what she’d find that needed to be tested, preserved and catalogued.


  Not only was the research necessary, but a day off Pearl was a welcome relief from the emotional anxiety and sexual tension with Sean. She didn’t know when he might find a reason to spank her. And beneath her attempts to remain composed about his threats, she was beginning to realized how much she actually wanted it. On the boat with Patrick, she could relax as she hadn’t in days.


  “You know, this is really beautiful,” she observed as she gazed in amazement at the pristine waters, “I wish it could go on forever.”


  “For me, it does,” he replied.


  “I guess so,” she thought dreamily of a life of leisure away from the haunts and stresses of modern man.


  When they docked at Coral and Reef, the two took off into the interior of each island, Lauren looking for plant samples to take back to study. She carefully catalogued each, tagged the locations and provided herself with detailed directions for returning to the site if she needed more samples. There was little on either island that she hadn’t already found on Pearl. And though it was late in the day, she was still determined, while she had Patrick to herself, to explore Damage Island—this one intrigued her most.


  “I’ll tell you now, Sean won’t like it,” he said with a shake of his head.


  “And why not?”


  “That miserable typhoon a few years back.”


  “Yes, I’ve heard. His attitude almost makes him sound superstitious.”


  “It’s not hard to be when you’re in the wilds. And after what happened…” he didn’t continue. “These places do strange things to you.”


  She laughed. “You’ve been reading too many novels.”


  “Suit yourself, but don’t expect me to lie to Sean for you.”


  “I don’t plan to lie,” she said. “But then, I see no reason for him to know.”


  “Still trying to pull one over on him, huh?”


  “I’m just trying to do my work.”


  It had been all day, and there had not been one thought in her mind of the embarrassing spanking; but all at once, the memory popped up like a cartoon light bulb between them. They each knew what the other was thinking.


  Patrick smirked playfully as he warned, “Better watch out. You’re the one risking another confrontation.”


  “That’s okay with me. I can handle him.”


  “Like you did last time?”


  “So what if he spanks my ass,” she quipped as though she didn’t care. “I need the data.”


  “Must be the sign of a real scientist,” Patrick joked.


  She was already fond of this seemingly gentle fellow, and pleasantly, could feel the mutual attraction growing—a nice sensation to supplant the constant ache she felt for Sean McDonough. After failing to ignite her real fires with Ellsion, this was especially gratifying.


  


  Damage Island proved to be much more of a challenge than Lauren counted on. As she suspected, the vegetation was unlike what was common on the other islands—perhaps because it was less sheltered, especially on the Pacific side. And because it was much larger than the other two outer islands, there were too many places for them to explore in one brief visit. Even then, they had to cut the excursion short when a fierce tradewind suddenly began to blow. With the weather deteriorating before their eyes, the pair returned to the craft at Patrick’s insistence and they took the skiff quickly around Reef on their way back to Pearl.


  Though the day ended with this abrupt turn, Lauren was excited about her new finds and about the prospects of returning to explore the “forbidden” Island. Maybe it was the mystery of it, and Sean’s superstition that intrigued her, but it seemed almost fated that she’d find this isle the most fascinating and potentially productive. Yet, as excited as she was about her work, there was also a feeling that the trip with Patrick served another purpose as well. She found her companion a charming fellow, full of conversation, energy and that same darkness that attracted her before. She knew by the time the day was over that he was interested in her as well.


  Returning to the dock, Lauren spotted Sean and waved cheerfully, while an annoying wave of guilt passed through her. She hated withholding the truth about her day’s adventures, but also knew that under the circumstances, it couldn’t be helped. The sensation was fleeting, however, as Patrick turned her attention elsewhere.


  “How about a walk tonight—a date, if you will? That is, if you can have a date on this island.”


  “Sure, that would be nice—as long as the weather doesn’t continue to shift.” She stared toward the sky, where the gathering clouds swirled about and then looked as though they’d simply disappear.


  “Ah, I think it will blow over,” he said, “now that we’re back.”


  “Oh, you share Sean’s suspicions about that dreadful island?”


  He laughed at himself. “We’ll make it after dinner, I think I’m on KP.”


  Finished tying up the skiff, the two returned to the main building, Lauren going directly to the lab. To her dismay, Sean was there, engrossed in his work, pouring over some data on the computer screen in front of him. “How was the trip?” he asked absently.


  “Turned out great, but not a good deal new.”


  “You went to Coral and Reef?”


  “Yes, both.”


  “And Damage?”


  She paused, then lied without batting an eye, surprising herself as she did. “No. But I do need to spend some time there. Just from the view offshore suggests that the vegetation there differs radically from the other islands.”


  Sean didn’t answer, and she thought the matter was dropped.


  


  A half-hour after dinner, Lauren was in her hut changing clothes for her date. She assumed the knock on the door was Patrick and she called to him, “come in.”


  The minute the door opened, she started anxiously, knowing something was wrong. Turning about she confronted Sean—the expression on his face ominously predicted the scene to follow.


  “Why’d you lie, Lauren?” were the first words out of his mouth—and they came like a rude breeze to spark the sexual tension.


  “Lie?”


  “Yeah, boldfaced lie about your stop on Damage.”


  She sighed, sure it was pointless to argue. He’d found out like he had a sixth sense about everything concerning her.


  “Patrick told you?”


  “I don’t have to pry the facts out of him. He’s up front from the get-go. I asked him point blank and he told me the truth. Unlike you. What other lies have there been in the last few days?”


  She thought of the omissions in her reports, and the dozen things that would never catch his attention. Would she admit that? She thought for a moment as she stared into his green glaring eyes.


  “I didn’t think it should matter, Sean. I would have insisted that I explore the island—which is what I’m here for. What difference does it make whether I did it today, tomorrow or next Thursday? As it is, I’ll have to go back and do some more work—there are a ton of possibilities there.”


  “Then why lie?”


  She sighed, for the hundredth time exasperated by him and her feelings. “Because I didn’t want to make a scene with you. Especially when you and everyone else seem so spooked about that place.”


  “And weren’t you forced to leave in a hurry?”


  “Yes, but changes in the weather around here aren’t uncommon. It’s not reasonable, or scientific to believe there are evil things brewing there. As a scientist I think you’d be ashamed of yourself.”


  “Maybe so.” He turned remarkably passive while he examined her. He seemed to know there was something she wasn’t saying, and he looked for the truth written on her expressive face.


  “Fine then,” he finally said calmly. “Let’s just be sure that you stay above board on everything else. You need to go back to Damage, I’ll take you.”


  “You’ll take me? That’s not necessary, I can go by myself if I have to.”


  “You do that,” his eyes crackled, “you take off for any island without someone with you, you can be sure I’ll blister your ass until it’s raw.”


  “Okay, I get the picture.”


  “Good.”


  There was jolt in arousal; her body fraught with desire with the mention of spanking again and the tension between them was only heightened more. She couldn’t stop the endless body pulsing, the desire leaping at her, and the passionate fire she held tightly in her belly. If he’d only spank her, screw her and get it over with before she did something totally stupid. Instead, however, she stood firmly before him, as Sean nodded, turned, and left her to stew in the uneasy silence that followed.


  Once he was gone, Lauren couldn’t move fast enough exiting her hut. Making her way toward the cove where she and Patrick agreed to meet, she’d be there early—and that was good. It would give her time to think, to gaze into the ocean and let her desire for Sean McDonough pass through her.


  Entering the vacant inlet, between massive rocks and crumbling boulders, she took a seat high above the swirling surf below and stared out to the sea, and at the darkening waters, and the evening mist rising above them. She jumped, frightened when she felt Patrick’s hand touch her shoulder.


  “You have another fight with Sean?” he wondered.


  “Not, really,” her reply, as she offered him a seat beside her. “He would have rather I told the truth in the first place, but it didn’t seem to bother him much. Said he’ll take me back to Damage if I need to go.”


  “How kind?” Patrick commented with a sarcastic inflection in his voice. “Sorry I had to fink on you, but I didn’t think it would matter. Guess I was right.”


  She smiled as he put his arm around her and drew her face to his. They kissed long and deeply, Lauren suddenly swirling in a whirlpool of fast heating lust. When her aging hippie finally backed off her heart was beating rapidly, her mind completely dazed.


  “You know, these tropical landscapes and warm days get inside the crotch and make me horny,” he said.


  “Me too?”


  “I suppose…” he stopped as though he wasn’t sure if he should continue, but then picked up where he left off, “I suppose we can dance around all preliminaries, Lauren, or we can get straight to fucking. I’d rather not beat around the bush if you know what I mean.”


  “I guess you don’t beat around the bush,” she laughed, though she didn’t need more invitation. And why put off what was obviously going to happen? She admired his directness and the way he made her feel. “Why not,” she said, “let’s fuck.”


  They didn’t have to figure this one out. Patrick was just plain horny. And with a terrific looking woman who definitely needed sex, he wasn’t about to be shy. Mutual need mutual and was all the encouragement they needed. Scampering off the rocks, they headed for a secluded cave, where a low tide provided them with a love-nest far from the rest of their tiny island world.


  The first clench said it all—hot and frantic, hands pouring over flesh, seeking skin. Lips locked tight, tongues burrowing deeply. A moment later, Patrick suddenly backed off.


  “You like it rough, don’t you?” he whispered as he stared into her eyes. His lips moved on her again, swimming over hers, tongue darting here and there—down her neck, behind her ears. She collapsed into him with her crotch hot and wet, as the two fell to the sand.


  “Yes, I like it rough, oh yes,” she murmured. She scratched her hands down his back, to the tail of his white tee shirt where she lifted it slowly, and drew it over his head, tossing it to the sand. She then dove toward his shorts, frustrated because they held fast.


  “Here,” he said, as he broke from his fountain of kisses to undo the button at his waistband.


  He moved back toward her neck, while his hands ripped open her long loose shirt. Her ass was in his palms, squeezing hard, then squeezing gently, mauling her like he wanted to rip her flesh away. He spanked the cheeks sharply as she purred unthinkingly, “Ah, yesss.”


  Her skin was getting hotter from each new strike of his hand and she wanted more.


  “Oh, damn yessssss.” Oblivion reigned while she moved on him eagerly. He continued to spank her as each slap on her skin energized her roving fingers and the pulse of his rising cock. She grabbed for his firm manhood, and then sinking to the beach between Patrick’s thighs, she took the erection in her mouth. Pulling the unclipped foreskin back with her lips, she drew out the head, only to let it disappear again and again.


  “Ah, you are good,” he sighed while his fingers wound their way through her curls and held her head to his crotch. “More, yes, ah yes babe.”


  She was good, very good. Inspired by the blowjob and Lauren’s enthusiastic response to the spanking, he soon sat up and pulled her over his lap like a little child. With a rain of strikes to match Sean’s heated ones, he spanked her gently and spanked her hard, finding her body replying eagerly, letting the lust in her break free.


  Was it anticipation? The long wait? The endless days of foreplay? The hours of wondering what it would be like to let go and let the feelings take over? She didn’t have to hold anything back—not with Patrick.


  There was no pain, nothing but a heated crotch and more wet froth inside the gentle apex of her groin where Patrick’s spear would soon impale her. As the brisk spanking ended, he lay back on the sand and she straddled his slim hips backwards and went down on his cock again. With her ass at his face, he spanked her harder still, until her cheeks were as bright as a Christmas bow. When she wasn’t swallowing his member, she was begging for it harder.


  “Oh, my yes, little brat,” he roared. His palm hit hard, slapping her as though he could go on forever, or at least until he shot his cum in her mouth.


  For Lauren that was not enough when she needed him inside her. Turning around, her pussy quickly smothered his hard rod with her open portal, and Patrick smiled. He gazed upwards at the bounteous beauty, admiring the two sweet nipples—the pert pink knobs falling teasingly toward his lips. “You think you can control me?” he retorted as though he were incensed. His lips covered one nipple and he sucked it hard. He had her sore ass in his hands, mauling the flesh like dough. Then, in a move too swift for her to comprehend, they rolled over, Lauren’s wrists quickly pinned against the sand. His member sunk inside her with his fullness jarring her to the end of her velvet cunt.


  “You’re one hell of a woman,” he said. He sat back on his heels with his dick thrust deep, and pulled her ankles over his shoulders, then collapsed to her chest. His erection hit her high at base of her cervix, and his anxious member began fucking her in earnest. Patrick rode her hard to his cock’s orgasmic finale, while Lauren’s juicing cunt spasmed to an ecstatic end.


  The cum was hot and rough, like a sexy miracle. For a slip of time it took away her restless agitation and left her in peace. But because of it—because of the force and the fire and the smacks to her ass, she knew what her body craved.


  “Ah, Patrick, would you spank me more? Please,” she asked with her first full breath of air “I need to get this out of my system. Spank me hard and make it hurt. I mean really hurt.” Her desperate plea was filled with passion as were her eyes and the expression on her face.


  Patrick smiled and said with an appreciative shake of his head, “You are a randy bitch.”


  “Yes, like I’m an old world wench,” she sighed, “like I’m everything Sean McDonough sees in women.”


  “Or a little tart that has no business on this fucking island with your crotch so hot you can’t stand it,” he declared. “You need to be fucked, Lauren Elliot. Fucked, sucked and spanked.”


  “Yes, I do,” she agreed. “Just keep me out of Sean McDonough’s clutches. Please.”


  “Is that what you want? Really?”


  “Yes. That’s what I want,” she was sincere.


  Patrick laughed at her enthusiasm, but didn’t argue, “sounds good to me.”


  They lay together panting breathlessly for several minutes while Lauren’s anxious request sunk in. Patrick was sure he knew what Lauren really needed—and as long as he was the recipient of her affections, he’d be happy to give her what she wanted. He liked nothing better than taking a willing woman to their submissive depth—especially one that asked for it so passionately.


  “Humm, well, let’s see about spanking you,” he mused as he sat up and looked around the cave, as though he expected to find exactly what he needed. Not satisfied with the few meager pieces of seaweed and driftwood around them, he jumped to his feet. “You wait here, and I’ll be right back.”


  “What are you doing?” She pulled her naked body upright and watched him curiously.


  “You’ll see.”


  Her virile hippie lover grabbed for his shorts and darted out the cave opening, leaving Lauren dazed. When he finally returned a scant two minutes later, he carried a small bundle of slender branches in his hand. Lauren’s eyes grew as wide as the pale moon rising outside the cave.


  “Won’t those cut my ass?” she gasped even though her ass tingled at the thought.


  Patrick shrugged. “So, what’s a few cuts if you’re getting what you need?”


  Of course, why not, she thought amusedly—though she’d never seen anything quite so ghastly as that ominous bundle. Minutes later her fears were confirmed.


  Patrick made her kneel and lie bent over on the sand, ass high. There was a trace of warmth left from when he spanked her with his palm, and her skin was anxious for more. The night air tickled the flesh, and though she was afraid, she couldn’t wait for him to begin. Should anyone find her here deliberately offering her ass for a man to punish, she’d be mortified. Still, it seemed this was the only solution to the looming threat of Sean McDonough perpetually in her fantasies.


  “I’ll start slowly,” he said as his palm caressed the creamy surface of her ass, now barely visible by the scant moonlight shining into their private cavern. “But that won’t last long.”


  Her anticipation mounted. Fantasies she’d nursed for weeks flooded into her mind at light-speed—taking over reason, logic and decency—everything but the thought of that bundle of branches laid ruthlessly on her bare behind. She bowed now for a lover she hardly knew, offering her ass for torture, begging for it, needing it, hoping the treatment would drive out the demons plaguing her waking fantasies and her dreams at night. Why this was so made no sense. Was it the island? Had its influence climbed inside her soul and taken over? She had no explanation. But Patrick seemed to know the truth, and in her heart, so did she.


  The first strike of the crude whip felt like a dozen firecrackers were lighting on her skin. The second was the same. The third strike stung, and everyone thereafter added to a steadily increasing pain. For a time the pain would fall way while she enjoyed a swoosh of desire and energy. Her crotch got wetter as the combined juices of Patrick’s cum and her female nectar trickled down her inner thigh.


  “Oh, gawd, yes more,” she cried to him repeatedly, as though she couldn’t quit. Every strike seemed to dispel a bit of useless energy—that allowed to brew unattended would have thrown her headlong into Sean’s grasp. It would never happen now, not now, not after this took all the tension away.


  Patrick flogged her hard and brutally with the frayed ends of the branches soon biting fiercely into her skin. She never loved the bite of pain as much as she did now.


  As several nipped the side of her hips, she wailed, “Oh, no, no, no more,” but neither Patrick nor Lauren believed her.


  He didn’t listen to her first protest, or the second, but stopped the third time she made her frantic plea.


  “No more?”


  “No,” she seethed and sighed, chest heaving, ass grinding in the air—it danced as his hand moved in to finger her wet crotch. “Oh, yes. More. Please.”


  Backing off, another two strikes slapped the rough skin on her ass.


  “No, no no!”


  He stopped. “What is it, Lauren? What do you need?”


  “Oh, my ass hurts so much, but it feels so good.”


  Making the tough decision for her, Patrick had his hand at her snatch, and fondling her pubis, running his fingers where the fiery heat throbbed. Taking all the gathered steam and desire, she moved toward another climax. The heat from her ass poured into her crotch, and when he parted her wet cleft, he found the tender bud and began to pinch it lightly. A little harder and she began to cum.


  “Yessss……” it was just a little hiss, a little seething in and out breath. But the climax rolled out like thunder and her inner muscles clenched hard around his penetrating fingers. There was a shudder from somewhere deep and then a strong shake. Over quickly, she was left with a warm sore ass, and Patrick’s replenished erection jabbing the wet insides of her satisfied cunt. A few quick strokes and he pumped her full of what remained from their first fuck.


  “You should never come to a tropical island as needy as you are,” he murmured as he pulled out and dropped to the beach beside her. “You’ll die without sex.”


  “Die, if it weren’t for you,” she replied, exhaustedly falling into his arms.


  “Well, you can always have Sean,” he reminded her.


  “Never!” she swore.


  He chuckled. “Never say never.”


  ***


  Most of their days were spent apart. Patrick captained his ship, while Lauren poured over plant samples, tests, reports and her wicked sexual thoughts. Her mind was stirred by Patrick Marlin, and her body always ready. It wasn’t an affair of the heart but it was damn good sex.


  His imagination was full of surprises, and with a woman so willing, he figured he could try most anything—at least once.


  Three days after their first date, they met at the falls on the island, at the headwaters of an inlet stream where that stream made a pool deep enough in which to dive. Ferns and vines and towering jungle trees made a sheltered refuge where there was little but the quiet sound of the breeze as it stirred the broad leaves above. The fragrance of the glade was like honey it was so sweet.


  Lauren stood before Patrick naked, with just a silly vine of flowers crowning her head. Her brown nipples jutted at the crest of her breasts, those two gentle swells jiggling slightly as she moved. Patrick admired them, kissed them tenderly, then moved his attention to the way her torso opened like a flower below, her hips like two full petals, her groin the center, the sumptuous slit like staring into the undulating petals of a Georgia O’Keefe painting.


  Patrick moved close, running his hand down her back, over the high point of her round ass. He squeezed the soft flesh, then spanked the tender cheeks with several sharp smacks. Stopping, he tickled her at the nape of her neck, then ran his fingers along her spine until he reached the crack where the two mounds parted.


  “Bend over,” he said.


  She waited apprehensively, knowing that he planned to bind her and whip her ass that afternoon. She’d asked for it and he was willing to give her anything she wanted. Yet, this miserable foreplay seemed impossible to endure. She feigned annoyance with the expression in her face, only to have that met by Patrick’s blue eyes ripping at her attitude with a stinging but silent reprimand. Obeying his order, she bent at the waist and placed her hands on a hefty rock in front of her. Looking out on the pool of water, she wondered how that cool would feel against her punished skin.


  Patrick toyed with her crack, letting his fingers probe the back orifice as though he planned to enter her there. This would be a virgin breach and she was scared. But then, moving on, he found her pussy wet, her plump labia sensitive to any touch, and she sighed enlivened by the luscious sensations beginning there.


  “Stand up,” the order followed.


  She was ready to be spanked. Ready for sex. Ready for anything but more of this endless tease.


  When she stood upright, she shuddered seeing a thick vine in his hand, cut free from a nearby tree with the fat knife he kept sheathed inside his belt. Winding the ribbon of green around her wrists, she found the bondage awkward. Although the fact of her captivity was frightening, it made her arousal climb.


  “I’m going to whip you hard, Lauren,” Patrick whispered. “And you’re going to be quiet. Do you understand?” He looked her straight in the eye with his eyes smoky and indecipherable.


  “Uh, huh,” she nodded meekly.


  “No one passing by will hear anything but the strange sound of my leather swooshing though the air, and the snap as it bites your skin.”


  Lauren sighed as she listened to his words, as they grabbed for her groin hard and tugged her with their merciless power.


  “You’ll be tied over the rock, your feet staked at the ankles. You’ll be my captive, my submissive love slave. For the next hour you’ll be mine, Lauren, all mine.”


  She trembled from breast to toes, from the top of her head down her spine to the sensitive skin of her buttocks.


  “Enjoy,” his smirk was ghastly even while his words were so kind.


  Patrick gently led her forward. His caressing hands felt like liquid arousal. She wanted them on her pubis, playfully, but it would be some time before that would happen. The rounded rock where he laid her down felt as though it were made to cradle a surrendering submissive. Though it was hard granite, the cool stone pushed her ass high, then dropped away, supporting her torso, shoulders and head in a sublime and yielding repose. Her wrists were bound above her head and securely tethered with rope, staked to the ground at the base of the rock. Pulling her legs wide apart, Patrick wrapped each ankle with another vine and fixed these to posts driven deep into the damp earth.


  The immobility alarmed her. She’d never, in all her varied sexual antics, been so completely at any man’s mercy. Was this sane? Had she lost all reason? There was no answer, nothing but her steadily beating heart and her lust that couldn’t wait for its satisfaction. The island’s mysteries seemed to move tormentingly through her body and will.


  When the whipping began, he started slowly, using lengths of vines he snapped against her skin. He covered every inch of her backside with gentle strokes, her shoulders, thighs and feet. But when the punishment began in earnest, he focused solely on her ass. The whips came down like lightening, stroke after stroke driving into her with a speed and force that once again knocked out her restlessness.


  When he changed to the leather, the sensations altered. Unlike the erratic vine, these were sound strikes, the flat dull smacks of leather on skin. Where the whipping branches had been prickly, this was firm and warm—decided, bold and brisk. Though she couldn’t move, it felt as if her body were rising to meet each strike, eagerly awaiting the next. The feel of her crotch was alarming, and with what little slack her bonds allowed for movement, she undulated her pubis against the hard rock as though there were a man’s erection inside her. She swayed so her labia opened against the stone and her clitoris could rub itself swollen and fully erect. She thought she was losing consciousness, her mind drifted so beautifully. And yet, every few seconds of mindless bliss was met with a hard crack of the strap. She jolted, sent swimmingly into the nirvana of pleasurable pain again.


  When he finally stopped, her body was hot, as if the sun had been beating on it all day. Loosening her ankles, so he could take her pussy from behind, he drew her to her knees and pressed his stiff shaft inside her wet home. With just a few brief strokes he came. The rippling shock wave sent her pussy spasming, and when he reached around and fingered her clit, she came. The speed of their climax was essential. With the hard stone grinding painfully into her knees, it needed to be swift.


  


  “So, did you like the bondage?” he asked. Patrick cradled her shoulders as they sat side by side at the base of their fucking rock. With her hands still bound resting on the sticky mess between her bent thighs, her head fell against his chest. She was in a daze, but nurtured and protected by his dominating warmth.


  “Oh, that was amazing,” she whisperingly replied. Her lips turned up coyly at the edges in a subtle, almost sleepy smile—as though she were being awakened from a sensuous slumber. She looked up at him, while he looked down on her and toyed with her brown hair.


  “I’ve never met a woman who was so… so turned on by a hot ass.”


  “I never knew…” her mind and body still floated aimlessly.


  “The islands are getting to you, Lauren. Be careful.”


  “Why? Why be careful? What could possibly be wrong with this?”


  “Nothing, I suppose. It’s your choice. With a woman like you, I’m an easy man. Don’t worry, there’ll be a lot more as long as you can take it.”


  She was sure of that. But now was not time to talk. She relished the feelings, the way her body replied to this darker side of her sexual lust. She wanted more, her ass burning hot again and again. She loved it all, the tease, the shock of Patrick’s hand or strap or whip laid against her ass, and the climactic ends that left her limp. It alarmed that there was no love. Sex for sex sake seemed a little immoral. But on an island far away from conventional morality, she could let go the guilt and enjoy.


  ***


  Lauren’s affair with Patrick Marlin burned brightly for two weeks. His claims on her were demanding, often brutal, but they always left her feeling more peaceful than when she started. When it wasn’t sex, they were hardly friends, just people who passed by each other in tight quarters, bumped asses, and grumbled about the small inconveniences of living in paradise.


  Patrick sometimes surprised her in the dead of night, slipping into her hut when he was horny and needed sex. She’d awaken to find her wrists bound with anything he found handy—rope, silk, vines, old rags. He’d use her from behind, or screw her cunt, or order her mouth to satisfy his prick. He spanked, strapped and whipped her ass every chance he got—Lauren moaning softly beneath the punishments to keep the sounds of their sex shrouded in silence.


  Patrick made certain their affair remained a mystery. While everyone assumed they were fucking, no one knew the theme of dominance and submission that characterized their relationship.


  Lauren began to believe the dark depths of it had something to do with the enigmatic islands, and the breezes that blew through the tropical trees and the secrets contained within them. She assumed that at home or any other place she could never submit to the kind of treatment she took from Patrick Marlin. But even in her heart, she knew better than that; her fascination for this odd brand of sexuality started long before she arrived in the islands, with Sean and the spanking paddle, and her night with Betsy and Joellen.


  


  Sean McDonough observed the affair—not its specifics. But he could guess. He could see the truth in Lauren’s eyes and in the expression on her face—how the weeks had changed her—her eyes becoming more sultry, her mouth more passive, her temper less inclined to spark at the least little annoyance. He knew his raunchy boat captain and good friend was taking the object of his affections in some pretty crude ways. There was a look of surrender about her that he hadn’t seen before; one he’d recognize in any submissive women. He knew he wasn’t wrong about Lauren Elliot.


  Funny, how circumstances keep people apart and thrust others together. Sean knew he wanted to be in Patrick’s place—and was pissed that he wasn’t. He figured from the first day he laid eyes on Lauren, when she announced to him who she was, that he’d have her before the project was over—if she insisted on coming. He never counted on having competition. He could understand a brief, friendly affair with Ellison. Even some wild night with Troy. But he never expected his ship’s captain to engage the beauty so long and so well. Obviously, Patrick knew as much about what Lauren really wanted as he did.


  What Lauren Elliot didn’t know, however, was the whole truth about his good friend. The scoundrel captain was as inconstant as the seas he mastered. He blew with whatever wind that blew his way. And he had few guidelines for reasonable conduct to keep him loyal to any woman.




  Chapter Five


  


  The entire crew was at the research station the day the Little Blue Lady sailed into port. She anchored in the bay, her small skiff lowered to the calm waters and piloted to shore by Shelley Cross, a brash bottled redhead with an eye-catching body, tanned and firm inside her turquoise bikini. Her first mate, the svelte and very blonde, Janetta Roth, joined her.


  “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes,” Shelley exclaimed as Patrick and Troy ran to the beach to meet them. Even Sean’s face perked seeing the women exit the boat and pull it on shore, their muscled thighs and shoulders working hard to secure it on the sand.


  Lauren walked with Sean and Ellison toward the amiable party, watching as her current lover swept the redhead into his arms and gave her a deep throat kiss that lasted nearly a minute.


  “Ooo, you’re horny, aren’t you, no women around.” She snickered playfully then turned to catch sight of Lauren. “Oh, you’re not without the company of women this time! What happened, Sean, get lonely?” she swished her ass to him and repeated the friendly greeting, without the passionate kiss.


  Janetta held back, grinning shyly at Ellison and Troy. “Good to see you again. Here for a stay?” Ellison asked.


  “Repairs on the boat,” Janetta answered. “Sails need some mending, then we pick up a new crew in a few days.”


  Shelley broke her embrace. “Heard you were down here for a few months, thought we’d see if you’re spooked yet.”


  “Nothing weird, not yet.”


  “Too bad. I love ghost stories.”


  “By the way, this is my Botanist, Lauren Elliot.”


  “Ah, four men on a lonely island, must be fun.” Her nose twitched as she talked and her eyes gleamed happily, while her entire body seemed to bounce with enthusiasm. Lauren thought of Betsy, seeing the bounty of ass and breasts, thinking immediately of seeing this woman’s bottom bobbing as bright as Betsy’s from getting spanked. She shook off the picture and extended her hand, which Shelley immediately ignored, in favor of a warmhearted hug.


  “Shelley can stay with you. There’s room in your hut, isn’t there?” Sean turned toward Lauren.


  “Yes. Sure. But there’s just one extra bed.”


  “Oh, there will only be one of us, if that,” Shelley replied with a twinkle in her eye. Only then did Lauren see Troy and Janetta walking off on their own. “It’s an old romance,” was all their visitor said, as she stared at her blond friend moving away.


  With some fresh plant samples needing Lauren’s attention, she buried herself in the research lab for the afternoon, while Sean, Patrick and Ellison entertained themselves with their redheaded friend.


  ***


  With the sun low in the sky, shadows moved along the beach like silent cats creeping in to pounce upon a waning day. The gentle waters lapped at the shore, the air was silent and sad, a few gulls cawing and then gliding elsewhere, wings flapping restlessly until they caught a current of air and sailed on.


  Shelley having changed clothes in Lauren’s hut was about to find some fun with an old friend when she heard the door squeak and turned around. “Patrick!”


  He came to her quickly, hands gliding gently down her sides, along her waist, then over her swelling hips.


  “Oh, my yes,” she fell toward him, lips upward, their mouths meeting, soon sensuously locked in a kiss. “You know what I really need?” she purred in his ear. Her tongue toyed about its outer edge then she blew inside, noting his physical response with a shiver of delight. She clasped his crotch with her hand, inspired by the pulse of hard meat inside his pants.


  “What do you need?” he purred right back, while his tongue fluttered down her neck. He sat on the bed, and pulled her between his open thighs, while his two hands drew the top of her turquoise bikini away. He squeezed the satiny mounds in his palms, then burrowed his face inside their voluptuous warmth. Covering her flesh in kisses, he smelled the sea and salt and the fresh air of the wide-open ocean on her skin. Greedily, taking each claret colored nipple in his mouth, he encouraged the buds to tighten until erect. Making them wet with saliva, he then backed away and blew his breath on the tiny knots until they were as hard as pebbles.


  “Oh, my, Patrick, why have I waited so long for you,” she sighed heavily, her hands running through his hair, destroying his ponytail. “You can have everything, darling, but my ass first.”


  “Oh, you miss that?” he exclaimed, instantly interested.


  “Yes. And spank it really hard, sweetheart. I want to feel it burn.”


  He needed no further encouragement, and had the sassy vixen over his lap in seconds with nothing but her round ass to admire. Poised for spanking, it spread out beautifully, and once he pulled her bikini aside, he had her two tanned cheeks to aim for—Shelley always sunbathed nude.


  He slapped a cheek, and heard her playful “ouch.” He repeated the move on the next cheek, then started in earnest with a sound paddling, while listening to her groan, and watching her body writhe about sensuously underneath his grasp.


  “Ooo, my that hurts!” she squealed as the sting got hot.


  “Got a hairbrush? I’ll really make it burn.”


  “Oh, would you?” she answered excitedly. Then she squirmed around, falling to her knees so she could fish through her luggage for what she needed. Patrick slapped her ass a few more times before the redhead popped up with her flat back wooden hairbrush. “Hasn’t been used since Bali, two weeks ago. So, make it hard.” Shelley’s molten eyes gleamed out of the shadows, and as she handed the brush to Patrick, she sexily cupped her Venus mound, her fingers finding their way into her cunt. Patrick could see the sticky juice.


  “Let me taste, you reckless whore,” he said pulling her back over his lap.


  She poked her middle finger in his mouth and he sucked it dry; then he pushed her head down, arms to the floor as he prepared to spank her again.


  The fading blush was quickly restored as he launched into a vigorous paddling, alternating ass cheeks with each stroke. A steady rhythm engaged them both as though they were symbiotic lovers enacting some ancient ritual. The harder the hairbrush landed, the more the sultry Shelley wanted. She moaned loudly, as though she was truly hurting, but then, her voice soon fell into gentle whimpers as the spanking raised the sexual roar in her groin. When the brush drifted to her thighs, she clenched tightly and smothered the desire to protest. When it returned to the center of her blazing mounds, she groaned again in utter delight.


  Patrick had her backside burning from high on her ass, nearly to her knees. And then, he began fondling the hot flesh, his member pressing the inside of his shorts, begging for the chance to have her juicy cunt. His hands urged her legs wide, while two fingers scooted between her labia to pluck the little organ of pleasure and pinch it till her body bucked hard against his invading hand, and she shrieked.


  “Oh, yes, Patrick,” she answered him with an anxious plea.


  “Want it harder?”


  “Yes, harder.”


  She was truly oblivious to everything.


  Patrick manipulated that hard sliver of flesh until he was certain that she was about to cum, then flinging her to the bed on hands and knees, he pulled his cock from his shorts and jabbed it into the velvet of her snatch.


  They fucked as mating animals, as though neither had had sex for months. They fucked unthinkingly, Patrick’s thighs slapping against hers, one hand gleefully smacking her ass. They fucked with rhythm and purpose, groaning, purring, oooing and ahhing, until he finally shot, when Shelley felt the pulse of his intense ejaculation, and timed her climax to match his. She groveled under him, squeezing the stalk and milking it with her inner spasms until the two exhaustedly landed in a heap on the bed.


  


  From outside the hut, they heard the porch stairs squeak and the beating ocean, and the rustling of jungle trees as a brisk wind ripped the island, though nothing interrupted the hot, flushed serenity of their passive ending. Only the woman on the stairs noted the moment, ruffled by the facts that loomed before her in the shadows of her hut. Lauren heard the spanking sounds as she approached her now invaded home. Through the window, she saw the two go after each other, Patrick—her lover—after Shelley’s ass and cunt. She listened to Shelley’s voice exuberantly celebrating her orgasm, and the sound of Patrick groaning just as he had so often with her in the last few weeks. It had been her in Patrick’s arms the night before, and now she was no more than an afterthought in this man’s mind—a good warm body to screw when his dick got hard—but obviously not as enticing as the randy redhead’s.


  Lauren turned away. Returning to the lab, she resumed to her work, thinking she’d give them an hour to clear out. When she finally made the trek to her hut again, both Patrick and Shelley were gone.


  ***


  In the morning, Shelley came into the main tent looking for coffee and company. There was just Sean, working on the computer. The other men had taken the boat out near dawn.


  “Hi, handsome.” Her smile was broad, her cheeks rosy, her eyes as charming as the voluptuous body that poured out from under the small tee shirt she wore. The stretch knit hugged her ass, showing the line of her bikini bottoms and fit tightly across her breasts, revealing small indentations where her pert nipples pressed the fabric.


  “And how’s my favorite sailor?” Sean answered with a grin as he put his arm around her warm body.


  “Oh, I am fine. Great night!”


  “Patrick?”


  “I would have had you first if you’d been available,” she pouted playfully.


  “Who says I wasn’t? I should spank your ass for putting me off.”


  “Ooo, would you?” she squirmed against his side, putting her leg up on his thigh, and wiggling her crotch into his side.


  “I’m sure I’ll get around to that.” His hand drifted to her ass where he smacked her firmly.


  “Surprised you haven’t found a way inside Lauren’s pants,” she said with a little question mark in her voice, as though she was actually making inquiries.


  “Eventually,” he said. “But not yet.”


  “She’s very pretty.”


  “Yes, I know. And I bet a little pissed by now.”


  “Why so?”


  “She’s been screwing Patrick for the last few weeks.”


  “Oh, the devil, he didn’t tell me,” she was amused and only mildly annoyed.


  “I doubt if he believes they’re serious.”


  “Patrick, serious? Never.”


  They smooched like a couple of high school sweethearts, arms and hands climbing all over the place. Sean smacked her ass at odd intervals, which only made her groan rapturously as she wiggled against him.


  “You don’t suppose we could take this somewhere else?” she oozed lust, holding his face in her hands.


  Sean was about to answer, about to rise from his stool and take the horny tart to bed, when the door to the lab suddenly opened wide, and Lauren, her arms loaded with files and specimens, appeared.


  She stood stark still, eyes startled, lashes open wide. Then her expression of surprise suddenly vanished, turning into one of disgust as she grimaced. “First Patrick, now Sean? Why not just have an orgy and get them all out of the way at once!” Moving quickly to her station, the load in her arms landed with a thud and a shuffle. Then she darted toward the door. “Let me know when you’re finished. I’ve got work to do.” She stormed toward her hut, the lab door banging behind her.


  “Ah! I guess she does want you, Sean,” Shelley broke the prickly silence.


  “I’m not so sure about that,” he said, looking toward the closed door worriedly. While part of him wanted to screw the eager Shelley for the rest of the morning, the rest of him wanted to see about Lauren, and his dick went limp in the process of deciding.


  “Oh, come on, she’ll wait,” Shelley said, not deterred by any womanly compassion.


  “She’s got a mean temper.”


  “Then when you’re done with me, you can go give her a mean spanking, and knock some sense into her.”


  “I think it’s a little more than that, Shelley. You’ve disturbed the tranquil peace around here.”


  “Well, if you want to reject my offer, I’ll just go seduce Ellison.”


  “He’s on the boat.”


  “Oh, yes, I forgot. It’ll have to be you.”


  She was too desirable to ignore—especially when she was so turned on. Her lips were wet against his, her crotch still grinding into his side, and when she reached into his pants and massaged the organ, Sean could feel it stiffen again.


  “You keep doing that, I will forget her.”


  “Good.” Her lips traveled across his brow, to his eyes, to his ears, his lips again and then down his neck. She licked him there and blew her breath, then dropped to her knees while tugging the zipper on his shorts. “I like this nasty thing,” she cooed, bringing the stalk free and the head to her mouth. She teased it, circling the rim with her tongue while jacking the meat of it. It grew fuller with each thrust it made down her throat, and every time he eased back, she sucked the muscle, sensing the blood beating fast inside the bulging veins.


  “You could just finish me off right here,” he suggested.


  “Ah, but I want more than that,” she purred.


  “Then, we’d better find some place more private.”


  “Your room?”


  He nodded, pulling her to her feet by the hair.


  


  Though the pair tumbled to the bed, it was not enough for Shelley to have Sean’s handsome dick inside her crotch. Despite the way Patrick spanked her ass the evening before, and spanked it a second time later that night, her skin was aching for it hotter, for Sean’s own brand of nasty slaps to take her to her heavenly bliss.


  “Please my ass!” she urged him. His hands were already massaging the skin, making her ache for more stimulation. He gave one cheek a good slap, then, with Shelley still in his arms, he sat up, flinging the wildly wiggling package over his knees.


  “You need it hard, don’t you little bitch?”


  “Oh, I do!” she agreed.


  His hand came fast, peppering her heinie until the soft beige flesh began to show a deepening red.


  “Ah, Sean, find something nasty to make it smart,” her voracious need goaded him more.


  It took just seconds to fish through the bed table drawer and find the spanking paddle he brought with him—brought everywhere he went.


  With the longing woman over his lap again, he began in earnest to raise a sting she’d not forget. If it had to last for months until she found another lover to assuage this need in her, he’d have to make it one fierce session. He imagined that for the promiscuous Shelley getting punished was a way to appease the gods that frowned on her licentious sexual frolicking.


  “Need to be punished, Shelley?” he posed the question directly as the paddle was poised above her ass and ready to strike.


  “Oh, Sean, in the worst way,” she implored him.


  “Tell me why,” he said.


  “Because I’ve been a very bad girl.”


  “I want details.”


  “Humm,” she didn’t want to have to spell this out, but he was just enough bastard to make her. “Cause of three sailors that I screwed for six straight nights on Bali. Regular orgy. And it was nasty, Sean, they took me everywhere, I mean everywhere I have holes to fill, and sometimes all at the same time, or at least two at a time. And then, they invited a bunch of their friends in.”


  “You must have been ablaze.”


  “I was a furnace, darling.”


  “So, you need to pay for your crimes?”


  “Ooo, yes make me hurt.”


  Sean stopped the questions, and quickly whacked her ten times straight, laying the leather paddle on her ass, not holding anything back. He paused only to grip her body more tightly when she started to flail like an angry kid. This wasn’t for sex, this round of punishment. This was retribution, a tribute to her gods of lust. Knowing that to be her prime motivator, he ignored the urgent pleas that followed when the sharp smack of the paddle turned her ass crimson and piping hot.


  “Oh, my noooooo!” she attempted to dissuade him.


  But he didn’t listen.


  The paddle bounced like hail off pavement, the sharp strikes becoming more painful with each that hit her cheeks. She cried like the dickens, then changed her mind about the whole thing and tried to fling herself from Sean’s lap. But he held on until he was finished, until laying his hand on her hot skin, he could feel the fire in her rise to meet him.


  “I’m taking your ass,” he said, as he pushed her off. Her body was limp and Shelley’s sex-drowsy eyes stared into his as she looked up at him from the bed. He could sense the need to complete this act with a screwing as outrageous as the spanking had been. Finding some greasy lubricant in his bag, he pulled her to her feet and pushed her torso to this writing table. While she grasped the sides as though she was holding on for dear life, he greased her tight rosette, working a finger into her anus, then two, then three to open the portal for the bulk of his erection.


  “Ahhh, yessss,” she moved erotically, if not nervously on the table, afraid of that first stab of a prick inside her dark channel. Still, she welcomed a back door rape, as though it was the only way for him to have her when she was being punished. As she waited, her cunt massaged itself on the edge of the table. Her clit, bulging from between the labia, hardened as she grasped for any sensation that would make her cum.


  The sensations in her rear were sharp and demanding. They required she relax, that her anxious body submit, that she let everything subside, but the desire in her to become his orifice of pleasure. Sean prodded her with his fingers until he felt her give way. Then, she moved with him as though he demanded the penetration deeper. He backed off, withdrew his fingers, and pressed the head of his cock at the puckering bud. Sean watched as the head slipped beyond the opening, the rear portal widening as he plunged his member until all of it settled inside.


  He could feel Shelley’s channel expand and contract around him as she breathed; then her whole body tightened briefly in alarm as he began to move slowly in and out of her taut ass. She relaxed again, as though reluctant pieces of her were falling away and there was just one left—this offered passageway to pleasure.


  He started slowly, drawing his prick in and out, the entire head retreating then disappearing. This was a separate agony—one of waiting and lingering, desiring the deep, fast thrust that would bring him off. Time ticked by, measured by their inconstant breath, and deep groans and rising anticipation. Once he’d tortured her enough, Sean picked up speed and began plunging his prick in harsh fast strokes.


  “Ahemmmmmm, Sean, my love,” she acknowledged the change, moving back into his groin, grabbing for him with her ass, rocking with the pummeling erection, as she delighted in the firm, demanding feel of him as he spewed inside her with his last barbarous thrust.


  He stood for some moments with his erection still encased inside her nether sheath, while he still pulsed and her body still fraught with need hoped anxiously to have her own release.


  “Should I get you off?” he wondered aloud.


  She hummmed her reply. “Ah, Sean, you know how much I need this.”


  “I should make you wait,” he said, as his prick dropped free and he pulled Shelley up on his bed and into his arms. “But I’ll be kind.”


  “That’s cause you are so kind,” she said lapping at his lips, while his fingers played her pubis, and her labia and the spasming hole between them. Her orgasm came in a gentle wave—not some wild crushing wholly vaginal climax. This one had a deeper source, in the profound depths where she touched the rawest places in her sexual soul. There were few men like Sean that knew how to bring her this kind of empty bliss.


  “So, do I get to have you again before I leave?”


  “When are you leaving?”


  “A couple of days. I have to get on with the repairs.”


  “Then, perhaps you’d better do that as keep fucking every cock in sight.”


  “Oh, how I wish I could have Troy’s big dick.”


  “Looks as if that’s spoken for.”


  “And I suppose I’d better watch myself because yours will be too.”


  “You mean Lauren?”


  “And why not?”


  “That’s way up in the air. After today, probably impossible.”


  “Oh, I’m sure you can insinuate yourself where you want to be.”


  “Only on my terms if it happens at all,” he said.


  “She’ll be missing the best if she doesn’t give in,” she said as her lips turned up sassily at the corners. She gave his nose a kiss, then attacked his mouth.


  “I still have to get by Patrick first,” he remarked as they took a breather.


  “It’ll happen, Sean McDonough. I know you.”


  He smiled, then pushed her off. “Get to your repairs. Everyone around here is going to lose sleep and valuable research time if you’re here too many days.”


  ***


  Sean couldn’t find his Botanist once he was free of the free-spirited Shelley Cross, despite his efforts to locate her in her hut and at the small research post she’d set up a mile into the jungle. He waited there for nearly a half-hour, and when she didn’t return he went back to camp, seeing that Ellison, Troy and Patrick were back with the boat.


  “Have you seen Lauren?” he asked Ellison.


  “Nowhere around here, you check the lab?”


  He walked by the trio toward the main building, and found it empty. She hadn’t returned since the unfortunate interruption that morning.


  Lauren remained out of sight, but on Sean’s mind all afternoon. Certainly, she was pissed about Shelley, and he had to assume she was deliberately avoiding him. The team and their guests were half way through dinner when she finally appeared. Bolting through the door as though she’d not caused any concern, she announced, “I’m famished.”


  “Where the hell have you been?” Sean asked as he noted her deliberately casual demeanor.


  “I looked all over the place for you darlin’,” Patrick added.


  “Oh, really? I set up another work site about mile and half out.”


  “You didn’t tell me about that,” Sean said.


  “Well, Sean, you were in no position to listen,” she sassed the retort, then glared at Shelley.


  “Oh, are we in trouble?” the redhead quipped with a delicate smirk as she noted Lauren’s nasty scowl.


  Patrick laughed. The pair had polished off the last of her tequila and couldn’t have kept a straight face even if someone had just died.


  “What’s going on, Lauren?” Sean probed more.


  “I’m doing my work, what else?” She took a seat across from Sean and dove into her food with relish. He could sense the tempest brewing under her pointed remarks, as though the storm that had been raging for weeks off shore was about to hit land.


  “Maybe we should take this conversation outside,” he said calmly as he rose from the table and stared down at her meaningfully.


  “Can’t I eat?”


  “You can eat later.”


  She looked at him, fixing on his fixed stare. She too felt the tempest, a storm building that she didn’t understand. As though she were moving headlong into the path of a shark… and she couldn’t avoid the bite. There was no getting out of the way.


  “Okay,” she said calmly.


  Sean physically escorted her from the hut with his hand firmly on her back—an act that turned everything on edge. Commandeering the fuming brunette by the arm, he led her toward the beach, but she stormed free of the swaggering Sean, and moved quickly beyond him toward her hut.


  “How about telling me what’s going on with you?” he barked as he moved after her.


  She stood stark still a moment then whipped around. “Wrong, what would make you think something is wrong? Except that you’ve interrupted my dinner and I’m still starving.”


  “You can go back when we have this handled.”


  “There’s nothing to handle.” Lauren’s face was flushed, beautifully radiant, but her eyes were so steamy hot, Sean wasn’t about to point out how charming she looked. Jealousy was such a nasty animal.


  “You have a problem with Shelley, don’t you?” he tried not to look amused.


  She thought for a minute. “Yes, maybe I do. What is she, your traveling whore?”


  “Whore?”


  “She’s fucking Patrick, and then you, what else am I to assume?”


  “That’s a little severe considering your own well worked libido.”


  “What kind of comment is that?”


  “An honest one. You’re rutting with Patrick every chance you get.” Approaching the hut, they moved up the stairs and she flung the door open. Lauren went inside, while Sean stood at the doorway. He admired her smart looking behind and waited for her to calm. Though, when she finally turned around, she was hardly subdued.


  “Rutting? Rutting?” she couldn’t believe her ears.


  “Okay sex. You’ve been having sex. Great sex, I assume since you’re so passionately engaged in the activity.”


  “Well, not anymore.”


  “Yes, I suppose not, since you’ve been upstaged by Shelley.” The comment stung.


  “Maybe who you have sex with doesn’t mean anything to you and the rest of the men on this island, but it does to me.” She suddenly closed her eyes, and shook off the picture in her mind. “Wait a minute, this has nothing to do with you in the first place. What is your point?” She opened her eyes.


  “The point is, you disappeared this afternoon and were unaccounted for—nearly six hours. You think I wouldn’t worry?”


  “You worried?”


  “Yes. I was worried.”


  “Well, as you can see, I’m just fine.”


  “Really?”


  The stare was lethal, confused and painful. “No, Sean. I’m not fine. I’m not fine at all. I’m beginning to think you were right all along.”


  “About what?”


  “About my coming here. It’s been a big mistake.”


  “What?” he was sideswiped by this unexpected turn. “That’s not true at all,” he exclaimed.


  “I think it is. I want out of here, off your island, off the project. I want to go home.” She’d never felt anything so passionately in her whole life.


  “Now, you’re sounding like some lunatic female,” he charged.


  “And you’re being the chauvinist boar you are.”


  “Let’s just calm down.” He stayed cool while he moved closer, though the fire between them was turning uncontrollable.


  “No, I won’t calm down. I’m pissed. I walk into my own hut, only to find the man I’ve been screwing the last few weeks has a redhead between his legs—he’s spanking her ass and screwing her like he couldn’t get enough of me. Then I find you with her.” Her whole body shook. “What I have to do here isn’t worth this humiliation!”


  “Settle down. It’s not a big deal.”


  “It’s a big deal if I want it to be!” They were like two dragons breathing the same stale, heated air. “I want off this island.”


  “Well, that’s not going to happen.”


  “Oh, yes it will,” she surged forward trying to move past him.


  Instead, Sean grabbed her arm and quickly turned her about, tucking her, ass forward, under his left arm. Grasping her lean body about the waist, he began smacking her ass as hard as he could with the palm of his hand.


  “Ouch! Stop!” she blared.


  “No!” he blared back. “I should have done this ten minutes ago and saved us the fight.”


  She struggled with all the force she could muster, twisting and jerking like a puppet clumsily out of control. Her feet stamped the wood floor, her ass moving up and down crazily and she didn’t stop her wailing. Sean’s hand came down as fast as it could. He would have preferred the spanking on her bare behind, but it wasn’t feasible to change positions now. It was all he could manage to hang on to the struggling woman and give her the blistering she needed. At the base of her shorts, he was able to paddle bare skin, and that he did until he knew it was screaming hot.


  “I’m not stopping, Lauren, until you get this anger out of your system.”


  She heard his words but she wasn’t ready to give up the fight. She only revolted more violently. With his hand getting vilely hot, he took a quick perusal of the room, spotting a hefty wooden ruler on her worktable. Snatching it in his hand, he began smacking her ass with the broad flat piece, working her bottom over the shorts as well as down her stinging thighs.


  “Damn it stop! You bastard,” she roared as the ruler cut into the tender skin.


  He returned his aim to her canvas-covered rear where it hurt less painfully, giving her a brief reprieve from the intense strikes, but her fury had still not eased.


  “Ouch! Goddammit!”


  “Let’s get this out of you, Lauren!” he blared through her protests.


  “I don’t want to!” she screamed.


  “Then, I’ll just keep going!”


  It took some minutes for the querulous woman to figure anything out. Two months of confusion, sexual heat and turmoil seemed to all boil down to this one horribly angry moment.


  “Sean, please,” she finally gasped as if she was tiring. “Please.”


  She was wilting, her body wasted. With her struggle finally abating, Sean eased off though he still held her tightly to his side.


  “Are you quite done?”


  “Oh, gawd yes,” she assured him.


  “And you’re going to listen to reason?”


  “Yes, yes.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “Yes, yes, I promise.”


  He put the ruler and slowly pulled her to her feet. Sean backed her into her bed, where she sat down with his gentle shove, and sighed heavily, while he stared down at her, his face grim. The air about them seemed free of the agitated energy that so marked every moment they had together.


  “Let’s get a few things straight here,” he began. “You are not leaving. Not until we all do. You’re part of this team. You’re too damn good a scientist to let some womanly troubles send you packing.”


  “But I thought you didn’t want me here?”


  “I didn’t. And I’m still not sure if I do. But I realize the value of your work, and you’d be stupid to quit. You have some important findings happening here. You don’t want someone else taking credit for your work. That would be committing professional suicide.”


  His point was well made.


  “You need to put your sexual woes aside, swear off Patrick Marlin if you have to, and get on with the project.”


  She stared at the floor feeling like a foolish child.


  “Whatever it is that has you so rattled here, you’ve got to figure it out, and move on. You owe it to yourself, and that plucky young botanist in you.”


  “Plucky botanist?” She looked up at him with a silly grin.


  “Yeah, why not?”


  “This is really foolish, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, it is.”


  She took a deep breath. “So, maybe I don’t have to fight you anymore?”


  “No, you don’t.”


  “And that’s what I’ve been doing, being purposely antagonistic.”


  “I probably deserve some of the fault here. I didn’t welcome you. But I’m willing to admit that I was wrong about your work.”


  “You really think it’s the islands that make things strange around here?”


  “I’ve been here four times in ten years, and every time, the world turns slightly askew, as though we’re floating in a different time zone, or the planet is off its axis. It doesn’t make any sense, and as a scientist I have to ignore the feeling, but…”


  “But you can’t ignore it, can you?”


  “I keep it in mind, let’s put it that way. But in lieu of that, I think we can agree not to fight each other anymore. How would that be?”


  “That would be a relief,” she said.


  He nodded. “I suppose you’re still hungry?”


  “No, not really. But I need to rest. Maybe tomorrow, if you have the time, we could hike to the new station, and I could show you what I have planned.”


  “I’ll make the time, Lauren. The guys don’t need me on the boat.”


  Taking off the boxing gloves wasn’t as much a relief as Lauren hoped it would be. Stripping away all her attitudes toward Sean just left the sexual tension glaring nakedly in front of both their eyes. How did they deal with that?


  She had a raw and aching behind to harass her all night long. Though she was dead tired and should have slept, she woke near two a.m. and masturbated—freely allowing thoughts of Sean to move her mind. Again, it was easier to give in to them than to push them away. Hopefully, once she succumbed she’d be free of his power to control her. If so, her life on the Pearl Islands would be much more pleasant.




  Chapter Six


  


  The next morning, there was a problem with the boat that required Sean’s attention and he apologized to Lauren for having to postpone their trek to her new station. It was actually a relief. After her night of fantasy, she didn’t need him staring her in the face all day long. A day in the jungle by herself, she hoped to be free of the annoying matter by the time she rejoined the crew that evening. But it was a restless day with clouds stirring overhead as though they were noxiously foreshadowing some dreadful event. Despite her enthusiasm for the samples she’d found at the new location, she couldn’t shake Sean McDonough from her thoughts. Her prescription for a peaceful end to their war didn’t materialize. Instead, the churning sky and agitated air only expanded her feeling of dread—all associated with the man was loomed so darkly before her.


  When Lauren returned to the research station that afternoon, she learned that Shelley and Janetta had sailed out that afternoon to escape the threat of the approaching storm—great news. The bad news of Shelley’s leaving was the inevitable confrontation with Patrick—one she wished she could avoid.


  It should have been cut and dried. After witnessing the fiasco in her hut, she shouldn’t in good conscience fall into bed again—but reality and what she shouldn’t do were two different matters, having little to do with reason and logic—both commodities being turned upside-down in this strange habitat.


  After dinner that night, Lauren went immediately to her hut, intending to spend her evening recording new data. When Patrick arrived, he didn’t bother to knock; and entering her private space, he plopped down on her bed like a little kid eagerly waiting for a treat.


  “What’s up?” he asked as though he’d not just spent three days with another woman—all in plain sight of Lauren.


  She turned around a little amazed by his gall, but then, this was Patrick. The Patrick she didn’t really care about, the Patrick who blew with whatever wind blew the strongest, the Patrick who made up his rules as he went through life, and tossed out ones that suddenly didn’t apply.


  “Horny so soon?” she asked.


  “Hey, I missed you.”


  “Really?” She wanted to make this conversation simple and to the point, but then, just looking at the scoundrel, she could feel the brewing arousal become more evident.


  “You’re not upset about Shelley, are you? She’s just an old friend.”


  “And what if I were upset?”


  He shrugged. “You should have said something about it at the time. Can’t do anything about it now.”


  “I guess you could say I was pissed for awhile,” she admitted.


  “Were you?” Like it was a surprise.


  “Yeah, I was. Especially when I come to my hut and find you two smacking and spanking and fucking like wild animals.”


  “Oh, then, you got the whole show,” he said with eyebrows raised.


  “That doesn’t bother you?”


  “Why should it? Maybe you like voyeuring,” he chided playfully.


  “That wasn’t exactly what was going through my mind.”


  “Still, it really doesn’t change anything between us,” he said. “I mean we both know what you need. And I think you need it now.”


  His audacity was incredible. And though she should have been pissed, she couldn’t manufacture one nasty thought. Patrick didn’t lie about who he was. If she read something truly meaningful into their relationship then she was painfully naïve, and, no, she wasn’t that stupid.


  “You think I need it now, huh?” She could almost imagine it happening again seeing a glint in Patrick eyes, a flicker of devious intent and bizarre passion—something so charming, so dreadfully alluring that she knew she’d give in. He was shamelessly unabashed about his raw lust. He’d do anything to earn the right to fuck a woman—giving her exactly what she needed, and loving it in the process. He was a strange man. Raw material with no form, no substance but what the moment required, a shape-shifter, now shifting into a dominant persona that would draw her back to him and his pressing cock because he wanted so badly to get off. Lots of men tried it, he pulled it off.


  “I know you need me, Lauren,” his reply confirmed the truth, though he said it more with his eyes than anything he spoke from his lips.


  She thought about it—trying to trick her mind with a little logic. A spanking from Sean, lots of hot and agitated energy, and three days without real sex—masturbation was not enough to satisfy anything—eyeing Patrick, he was the damnedest charming bastard she’d ever met. And he’d win.


  Her body moved with little tremors of desire teasing her between her thighs and deep within her belly. Every atom in her seemed to jump with excitement—even her nipples were drawing up erect anticipating the touch of his hand, or his mouth sucking them until they were drawn out from her breasts all pink and swollen.


  “Come ‘ere, Lauren,” he held out a hand.


  “And why should I let you have me anymore?” she flirted, cocking her head, lips puckering into a playful smile.


  “Cause you really want it. Cause you want my surprise.”


  “Surprise?” her mind and body perked noticeably.


  “Yeah,” his voice was mellow… and that beckoning hand felt as though it belonged to the devil—the real devil, the one who could make a woman’s body melt with liquid burning fire, who could raise the sensations of lust to a fine pinnacle and bring her crashing down in a wave of ecstatic release. It was pure Patrick. And it was the islands. She could feel the earth beneath her stirring as if this island and this hut would suddenly rent themselves away from the rest and drift on a vast and moving sexual sea.


  Why not follow him there, why not? What moral principles were left for her to violate? What statement could she make to anyone by refusing him?


  “So, what’s your surprise?” she purred, as she moved like a lazy cat and fell forward on her bed, burying her body in his.


  Patrick reached around him and withdrew his new plaything, but Lauren was so captivated by the feel of his mouth on hers that she didn’t bother to look at what he hand in his hand. His tongue was teasing her, playfully darting around her lips. She wanted the whole of his mouth opened wide on her, something dramatically deep, but he let her anticipate, holding her back an inch or two as that tongue skirted the lip-line. Every touch registered as a pulse between her thighs. And his one hand was there, the one that didn’t have the surprise in it. He laid it against her pubis mound feeling the heat through her shorts. She wasn’t wearing panties and the material at her crotch was getting wet from the nectar gathering at the opening of her pussy. He pressed a finger of cloth into the cavity, and for several seconds of kissing, she was suspended on that finger, dancing her groin about it, moving her pubis so that finger would nestle in on her distended female bud. Her pussy spasmed.


  “Oh, in me, Patrick,” she whispered with desperation. He played her a second more then gently pushed her back.


  “Not so fast or you’ll miss the fun,” he declared, pulling out the mystery hand with his surprise. He revealed a whip of sorts, but not like anything she’d seen before. “Seaweed,” he said.


  It was short, no more than two feet long, handle to end, with a sheaf of straw-colored stalks that spewed out the end, flexible but firm, like pliable plastic. Though thin, each stalk had a beaded texture like hardened raindrops clinging to the surface. It rattled when it moved, and running it down her arm, she shuddered. Not leather, or wood, or like the vines he used to punish her, Lauren had no idea what the sensation would be like under this odd implement.


  “Where did you get this?” She pulled it to her hands to feel the sensuous and undulating fibers.


  “Bummed it off Shelley. She loves this kind of stuff—but then I guess you know. There’s a shop in Bali that sells them. Suppose to be some sort of massage device, but it’s great for punishing naughty rears like yours.” Inspired by the picture in his mind, Patrick pulled away from her, setting Lauren over the end of the bed. “Shorts down, love,” he said snickering as he stood over her, looking down at her luscious derriere.


  A painful shock wave of sensation darted through her groin as Lauren reached under her belly to undo the button of her shorts. Pulling them over her hips, she gave up her ass, scared and excited for the first blow to land.


  Patrick was anxious, but not without finesse. He started slowly, unsure how much this whip would hurt. And like a stinging rain shower, the bundle of seaweed landed on the naked flesh of Lauren’s pushed out ass, the skin turning pink as the strikes repeated over and over on her plump cheeks.


  “Ooo, my, that’s beginning to sting,” she whimpered softly.


  Her comment only inspired Patrick to increase the intensity. He hit hard, and the seaweed ends nipped the flesh. He backed off and the sensation melted away, then returned again with another several sharp cuts. Her body jerked, and her bottom danced, turning scarlet in stripes that painted her flesh with fierce looking lines.


  “Ahh, ooh, ouch, noooo, this makes me hot, Patrick.”


  The pain was a blessing, something she counted on now to rip at her agitation and take it away. She struggled to enjoy it, and at times did. At times, the pain moved through her like some musical rapture, then it bit so hard she wriggled away and made him stop.


  He wasn’t stopping, though. His determination was much more focused than Lauren’s was. He liked being a dom, seeing a woman squirm; he liked the control and the feel of power running through his arm as it came down again with the whip on her jiggling behind. He stopped once, to reach between her thighs and feel the Venusian stream of liquid forming at the doorway. He greased a path with it from her pussy to her anus and poked a finger into the tight rosy opening.


  Withdrawing his hand, he moved back. “Spread your legs,” he ordered. “I’m gonna take you deep.”


  The biting sting on her skin returned in a ferocious rush of sensation as the whip ripped at the cleft of her ass, on that apex of her cheeks and where the mounds divided and the skin was normally protected from such punishment. He wasn’t brutal—pausing after several sharp strikes to let her body catch up to the rising pain—but he went on wielding his new whip to raise the degree of heat to a clamorous roar. The mattress muffled her screams. Though she jerked like a mad rabbit, he still didn’t stop. When her bottom was raw—red, striped and showing tiny bruises where the seaweed threatened to tear the skin, he finally decided to stop. Pushing her up on hands and knees, he went for her pussy—surprisingly not her ass. His erection, pounding noticeably inside his pants, was rock hard by the time he pulled it out, a little precum lubricating the surface. He hardly needed it; his submissive Lauren was ready long before he made his first jab into her warm silk. Sliding to the hilt, he stayed, head fixed to her cervix, pulsing, while he admired the handiwork of his new toy. Then, clutching her two cheeks in his palms, he held fast, thrusting until he left his remains mingling with her juices, and Lauren was nearly passed out.


  “You come?” Patrick asked the question gently. He’d slumped to her side and drew her head from inside the messy covers. She smiled up at him. “You have any idea how lovely a woman looks after they’ve had their ass worked and their pussy fucked?”


  “Like heaven?” she asked as her eyes drowsily peered at his rough face.


  “Yeah, something like that. You come?”


  “Somewhere. It was strange, just his one powerful, painful rush. Not the same kind of orgasm, but I’m so limp I couldn’t do anymore.”


  “Had enough?”


  “For one night.”


  “So, you like my seaweed whip?”


  Her eyes darkened a bit at the mention of it. “I think so, but if you ask me if I want you to use it again, I’ll probably say no.”


  “You know, Shelley is a hellion in bed, but you’re…” he drew his eyebrows in thoughtfully, “you’re much more real.”


  The comment startled her. Though she wasn’t exactly certain what he intended to imply.


  “Want me to stay the night?” he asked. He usually didn’t bother asking, assuming it was okay.


  “You know, maybe not tonight. I need a good night’s sleep. If you stay, we’ll probably fuck all night.”


  He rather liked that idea, but he didn’t press. Coming off the little fiasco with Shelley, he figured he was doing well to have garnered this much in sexual satisfaction for one night. But she’d be back for more as soon as she recovered.




  Chapter Seven


  


  “You going to be all right by yourself?” Sean posed the question over a bowl of Lauren’s chili, a corn muffin in his hand.


  “Why not?”


  “We haven’t done an overnight excursion this long.”


  “It’s only three days. I’m not a child.”


  He noted her expression a little warily. Sure, she was all spunk and confidence, but he wasn’t sure that the loose endings of her unraveling had been successfully tied. Three days after their last confrontation—two days since Shelley’s departure, he could still see the disquiet it her. The weather concerned him too—having become changeable in the last week, he kept a close eye on the weather reports, worried that she’d be alone when a major storm blew in. Still, the trip couldn’t be helped. He could take her with him, but she’d fight him tooth and nail over that one.


  “The weather is chancy, Lauren. Keep your ear glued to the radio. And tuck in if something heavy hits. There are some good shelters further inland if a bad storm moves on shore.”


  “I know exactly what to do, Sean. And you’re being condescending, and that’s just what you don’t need to do.”


  She finished her meal and quickly left the mess hall for the main lab. When he joined her there ten minutes later, the two worked together in an eerie silence. When she showed him her latest test reports, he could feel the heat of her body getting inside his. The arousal was alarming.


  Sean realized it, wondering if she knew what she was putting out—or was it just his imagination and his own lust? Maybe a few days away would be good for them both, he concluded.


  


  Lauren felt the heat in her. Anytime she was close to Sean anymore the desire was evident. So strong, it pushed Patrick away twice since their night with the seaweed whip. She had the distinct feeling that she wouldn’t be with scoundrel mariner again. That’s not to say that he couldn’t still seduce her—after this last time, she’d given in to that fact—but it was intuition operating here. She was beginning to accept the truth about Sean McDonough. The only question was when—when would she be bold enough to tell him what she wanted, or fate suddenly there to intervene and throw them together, circumventing all the measures she took to steer clear of him?


  For at least three days, however, she wouldn’t have to worry about that, or about Patrick, or any man. Three days alone, she expected bliss.


  


  ***


  The sun shone on the island, pasted in the bright blue sky without a cloud around to darken or soften the intense rays and the intense heat. Lauren had expected a storm the minute the research vessel left the dock. She was sure the clouds would gather, the wind would blow, and the seas would turn choppy—waves beating on the sand, even in the sheltered cove.


  To her surprise, everything calmed. The air, the sky, the sea, and her heart. Nothing seemed to matter but her work and thoughts of men vanished. Everything was perfect with nothing but work to consume her. This was the peace she’d come to the islands to feel—the bereft nothingness, an empty space.


  By the end of the second day in the endless quiet, Lauren was renewed with purpose. And with nothing dragging her down, she determined it was time to spend a few hours on Damage Island. Sean would have a conniption when he found out—and no, she wouldn’t lie to him this time. She didn’t even feel the need to. She hadn’t felt so confident and certain of herself since the day she walked into his university office and had her whole life upended.


  Packing a satchel with her gear and a hefty lunch, should she decide to stay through dinner, she took the skiff around Reef Island on her way to the dreaded Damage. This seemed so simple and the thought of Sean McDonough’s superstitious concern about the island seemed like nonsense. As the boat maneuvered through the water, the sun soaked into the skin on her bare back. By the time she reached the shore of her island destination, it seemed every gremlin lurking in her system vanished. Not having eaten that morning, she consumed her lunch greedily before she started to investigate the island. She even sunbathed in the nude for a few minutes in the calm of the day—thinking how she’d fooled her team captain with this trek. If nothing else, it would serve to remind him that she needed less looking after than he took for granted.


  As she finally dressed again and left the beach to gather samples, Lauren noted a rise in the wind with a smile on her face, like Sean’s superstition was toying with her—“Damage Island is cursed, the minute you step on its beach, the elements turn against you.” She laughed. This sensuous flutter of a breeze on her cheek and shoulder was hardly the elements turning against her. Feeling perfectly glorious, she hiked toward the spot she’d explored with Patrick. It took some time before she found exactly what she was looking for. She was surprised to find the ground wet, and concluded that it must have rained there hard, when they’d only had brief showers on Pearl Island the last few days. Nearly two hours of fruitless searching made her wonder if she’d been mistaken about the path she’d taken several weeks before. But no, there were markers remaining, and she recognized several spots where the land dipped low, or rose to a peak. She continued to hike the rough trail, at times wondering if she was going in circles or if her mind was playing tricks on her. Finally, sighting the location she was looking for, a small quake shook her body, noticing there was a definite change in the air. The trees above her head were rustling with a strong wind beginning to blow. She hustled quickly for the plant samples, staring over her shoulder every few minutes, then laughing at herself for getting spooked.


  “You’re being silly, Lauren,” she told herself out loud. And making that declaration, the breeze seemed to calm just slightly in reply. Determined not to be swayed by her tiny undercurrent of fear, once she had her samples collected and packed, she sat and ate some fruit, enjoying the sight of a small bug making its way along the base of a rock carrying a piece of vegetation to its underground home like dad bringing home the groceries. With the jungle stirring again, she decided it was time to return to the beach and set off for the station.


  On her trek back, Lauren lost her balance, her footing not nearly as sure as it had been on the trip to the interior. Once, she even plopped clumsily to the ground, getting her ass end soaked with water. Thankfully, the soft jungle floor cushioned the fall, and there were no men gloating to humiliate her. She smiled at herself regardless.


  For a time the sun slipped under a cloud and the churning breeze felt good on her sun-baked skin. Yet, looking overhead, the clouds were swirling, appearing as ominous as they had the day she’d been on the island with Patrick. She ignored the tapping at her brain—the little voice with Sean’s intonation warning her that this was the gods displeased that she’d trespassed on their sacred ground—or worse yet, that she’d disobeyed him to make this trip impulsively by herself. She knew the beach was not far ahead and she had only a half-hour boat ride back to Pearl.


  Nearly forty-five minutes later, however, she’d still not spotted the shore; the jungle seemed as dense as ever, and she worried that she’d turned herself around, hiking in the same circles she’s taken earlier. With a good deep cleansing breath of air, she forced away the signs of panic and took off again, certain she had the right direction before her. Ten minutes later, she landed on dry sand, the skiff floating on the water a welcome sight.


  By the time she arrived at the beach, it was three hours later than she planned for her return to Pearl. The sky was nearly black above her head and the reality of a full-fledged storm about to strike seemed certain. Noting the storm’s path heading in the direction of her course to Pearl, she decided to remain on the beach and wait it out. Taking her gear to an outcropping of rock far from the shoreline, she dug in under a overhang, pulling a tarp over her when the sky opened up in a torrent of rain. She assumed that the squall would pass quickly as most tropical storms do this time of year, but this one did not let up. Though the rain would subside for a time, the wind would not. She was soaked to the skin; any protection she might try was completely useless with the changing direction of the rain. It seemed like hours before there was any sign of a change, and by the time the wind slowed to something less forbidding the sky was turning dark—as much from the approach of night as it was from the cloud-shrouded sky. She’d have to spend the night. With no means of navigating her way home in the dark, she’d need to wait until morning.


  ***


  It was hours before Lauren fell asleep—and until she finally let go and the night blessed her with some peace, she cursed herself for being so damned cocky. What if? What if the skiff was not there in the morning, blown out to sea? What if Sean and crew arrived back at Pearl before she got there and they found her gone? What if she was forced to remain on this miserable island another night? What if? What if? What if? Horrible visions and fear clouded her mind, and her body chilled in her damp clothes. Not that it was a cool night; it was as hot as many she’d spent in the islands, but her spirit was so dampened it seemed to take all her natural energy away and replace it with a cold, gnawing feeling of emptiness—as though the goddess of good tidings had suddenly abandoned her to all the disquieting things that had plagued her since the trip began—just when she was ready to prove her worthiness to herself and Sean McDonough.


  


  The morning, however, changed everything. Her fear was gone, her unworthiness vanquished by a sky as bright as the one she’d sailed under the day before. The skiff was still securely anchored and waiting for her—in need of a bucket to bale out the collected water, but ready in less than a half hour to take her back to Pearl. She breathed a sigh of relief and laughed again at herself for getting so spooked by nothing but a very natural storm.


  Lauren set out once the skiff was seaworthy, relieved to be on her way, putting Damage behind her. And though she realized quite proudly that she’d suffered no real damage for her adventurous night, she was happy to be heading home.


  However, as the boat glided effortlessly toward the shore of Pearl Island, she was abruptly grabbed in the stomach by an ungodly dread as she saw Lady Enchanted rocking peacefully against the dock.


  ***


  Lauren was on the beach later in the day, combing it like a beachcomber, picking up pretty shells and pocketing them in her shorts. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Sean approach, though she didn’t bother to turn his way.


  “That was quite a story you had to tell,” he said as he stopped a few feet away. She turned. His hands were in the pockets of his billowing white sail pants. She hadn’t realized how much his hair had grown until she saw the way the wind ruffled it out of place. The sandy red/gold locks glowed in the sunshine, and he looked especially virile, his face having darkened from so many hours in the tropical sun.


  “Wasn’t it? My night was quite an adventure,” she agreed. She remembered him watching her intently while she gave her team members a full account, with all the gory and ghostly details of her night on Damage Island. She embellished it into a tale to rival a Kipling yarn, giving a spin on her adventure to amuse the men and communicate the fact that she’d endured the dreadful Damage with not a scar to show for it, other than her muddy wet shorts now drying on the clothesline. Her strategy was to mock Sean and his silly superstition, as well as knock the boogey men from her own rattled bones. Maybe she didn’t have them fooled, but they certainly weren’t doing anything but joking with her by the time she finished her story. She punctuated the ending by telling them all that, “Damage Island needed nothing more than a good woman to tame the angry spirit inhabiting there.”


  “You want to tell me the real truth about your night?” Sean went on as Lauren smiled his way.


  “I did tell you everything, Sean McDonough,” she said, and she meant it. “I told you I wouldn’t lie to you again.”


  “And you haven’t. At least you’ve told me the facts. Maybe you should tell me the whole truth.”


  She grinned. “Like how I was a little panicky?”


  “I think you already said that.”


  “So, what am I supposed to admit now?”


  “How much you really regretted going. What a foolish, cocky and rash thing it was.”


  “And what if I don’t regret it?” she wondered feeling the amusing urge to spar with him delight her now.


  “Then you don’t,” he said tersely. “But don’t think you won’t pay for this one.”


  “What do you mean pay?”


  “I said I’d blister your ass if you took off alone for one of the islands. And I will.”


  She straightened up, stunned.


  “Maybe you don’t remember?” he asked.


  She remembered very well, but it never struck her that it was anything more than just his way of telling her he wanted to be in control. Now that she was safely back…


  “Yes, I do remember,” she replied softly, while her body was going crazy with the threat of being spanked by him again. No, nothing had changed at all in her desire. Not Damage Island, her newfound confidence, Patrick’s measures to keep her ass well worked. The desire for Sean McDonough loomed like an angry giant once again, and her body was roaring needfully.


  “I’ll meet you at your Station One in a ten minutes,” he said. His expression turned grim, lightless, and even cold.


  “You’re really angry, aren’t you?”


  “You’re damn right I am,” his green eyes suddenly flashed fiery hot, and his voice took a nasty tone. The anger wasn’t hovering in the underground anymore; it was right there on land lashing out like yesterday’s lightning driving her to seek cover.


  “And what if I don’t come?” she asked.


  “You will.” He turned without saying another word, or waiting her for to speak.


  ***


  Lauren’s body was almost too weak to walk the mile into the jungle to the site of Station One. He was kindly being discreet, but the fact remained that he was pissed and fully planned to punish her. She was walking toward the fate like a condemned man to the gallows. In one part of her body this was exactly what she wanted—it was just the circumstances that brought this about were not what she planned. She didn’t want him mad, she didn’t want him thinking she’d been foolish to go to the island alone. Realizing what she’d created, she nursed the possibility that her obsession for Sean had somehow stupidly driven her to act. If she didn’t want the confrontation, she never would have gone, but this was not the confrontation her heart desired. She wanted a relationship of equals, not Sean McDonough, a father figure, to make her toe the line as he did his ex-wife.


  Station One was no more than a simple thatched lean-to that provided a cleared space to work at this particular jungle site where she’d gathered numerous plants for her experiments. As she approached, Sean sat on the worn stump of a tree she’d often used for the same purpose. He wore his casual and forthright manner well—like he was quite used to disciplining wayward women—which apparently he was. There was a short leather strap lying over his one thigh and she shuddered as she stared at it.


  The first words out of her mouth were, “I’m sorry.”


  Thank-you.” He seemed grateful for that small apology, but no less grim. “You have any idea how stupid that was?”


  “I suppose there’s some merit in that opinion,” she acknowledged.


  “I wouldn’t have let the men on my crew go off by themselves like that, let alone a woman.”


  “Wait a minute,” her apprehensions turned instantly to anger, “don’t bring that chauvinist crap into this.”


  “I’m sorry that chauvinist crap is who I am, but regardless of male or female here, you were out of line, Lauren. I could have you sent back to the States for this one, drummed right off the team, and your uncle could do nothing about it.”


  “You won’t do that.”


  “Not this time. But there won’t be another. If you were intending to piss me off, you’ve certainly done a first class job of it. You have me respecting your talent and your spunk as a researcher, but you go doing something sophomoric. I don’t get it.”


  He was furious, his hot anger raising her own temper high—especially because he was so damned right. She wanted to fight him because she wanted to fight herself, though she didn’t dare. It was a good thing that he stopped talking, and pulled her to him to get the spanking over with. Dragging her over his lap, he tugged her shorts down to her knees. No panties, he had her ass just as he wanted it, a soft tan with two sweet dimples high on her flesh he hadn’t noticed before. Having dropped the leather at his side, he began spanking her bottom with his bare hand. He covered her ass once with determined slaps, then started over again.


  The heat on Lauren’s bottom made her think it was scorched. She wiggled, but tried keeping her comments to herself. Yet, when the spanking really started to burn, she upped the struggling, “Damn, please, ouch.” A whole host of nasty retorts ensued that were not acknowledged.


  Once Sean’s hand was as hot as her hot behind, he reached for the leather strap. Gripping it firmly in his palm, he lit into Lauren’s ass with renewed determination.


  “Ouch, goddammit!” she roared frantically. The sting of the leather was different from his palm. She knew if he’d only pause, she could get used to the feel of it, and like her moments with Patrick, it could become arousing. But Sean wasn’t letting up. He pelted her behind with a reckless fury, venting all his pent-up rage and assuaging hers in the process. He let her have it with few pauses for nearly ten minutes straight.


  For Lauren it was an eternity of hell. For Sean, Lauren’s atonement.


  Then, he stopped abruptly and pushed her off his lap.


  Lauren stumbled trying to get her balance on the sloping ground beneath her. Feeling a little dizzy from the rush of energy just expended, it took some seconds for her to recoup.


  She stood naked from the waist down facing her boss, having shriveled in spirit since she felt like little more than a kid in his presence.


  “Pull up your shorts, Lauren,” he had to remind her. She did so quickly as she blushed with embarrassment. She knew her pubic hair was damp from being aroused, and she suspected Sean could plainly see that since he was standing so close. Rising to his feet, he looked at her eye to eye. Though he was just a few inches taller than she was, he seemed to loom like a giant above her. “Don’t,” he said, with a finger wagging at her face, “don’t pull something stupid like that again and threaten your project, you understand?”


  “Yes, sir,” she slunk back just from the power of his ominous tone.


  “I don’t know what got into you. I imagine there is some ulterior motive here. If you figure it out, maybe you could clue me in.” Apparently not interested in an answer at that moment, he walked back through the jungle toward camp, leaving Lauren to make sense of the last forty-eight hours on her own, while she nursed her hot ass.


  ***


  It was late, almost midnight, when Lauren heard a distinctive rap on the door, and it opened without her replying. Patrick. He never bothered to wait for her signal anymore, though she wished he would. He came in talking as though nothing had changed, and truly, everything had.


  Pulling up beside her in bed, the tried a kiss and found her pulling away, her lips dry and uninviting.


  “What? Not in the mood?” he asked.


  “No, not in the mood,” she replied.


  He sat up and stared down at her, seeing her face white in the moonlight shining through the window on to the bed. He stroked her cheek tenderly. “Maybe you need a few swift strokes on your ass to keep you going?”


  “No, that’s not what I need.”


  “What then?” He knew something was wrong, but he wanted her to spell it out. No was not a word he understood the first time.


  “I don’t think I can do this with you anymore.”


  “Really?” He didn’t believe her. “Why not?”


  “It doesn’t feel right anymore.”


  “It felt right a few nights ago, and not now? What the hell’s changed?”


  “Maybe it was the trip to Damage Island.”


  “You know that’s bullshit, Lauren. You’re just making excuses.”


  “Then, I’m making excuses.”


  “Why?”


  She took a deep breath, trying to understand why all of a sudden fucking Patrick Marlin seemed like such a sleazy and unholy thing. She’d never felt that way before about anything. Words like sleazy and unholy just didn’t pop into her head, ever. But they did now.


  “Our fucking has been all about Sean,” she said. “And I’m not planning to resist him anymore.”


  “So, now you’re screwing Sean?”


  “No. Not that at all.”


  He didn’t get it.


  “I’ve got to settle things with him before I have sex with anyone.”


  “Yeah, whatever you say,” he said with a shrug. He didn’t understand, but it was pointless to press his lust on her. She lay like a dead fish in the bed, not a trace of the passion she usually poured out to him in buckets.




  Chapter Eight


  


  A night without sex turned into a week, turned into ten days and began to look like an endless drought until the end of the project. She could have had Patrick back in a heartbeat, and maybe have mitigated her need with Ellison, but neither man was what she wanted. Since her last spanking and the well earned reprimand, Sean’s mood toward her was aloof and professional, as though he didn’t trust her. They’d gone from sparring enemies, to near friends, to prickly and distant. Without the night at Damage coming between them, she might have been in his bed with a well-placed confession, but she couldn’t muster the courage to speak frankly to him about her desire. He seemed to think of her as a foolish, young associate that had to be carefully watched. Time was growing short, the project just a month from completion and she was growing desperate. Making up her mind to act, Lauren approached Sean in the lab one afternoon when he was alone.


  “I need to make another trip to Damage before I can complete the work I’m doing on the plant roots I mentioned to you last week.”


  “Why’s that?”


  “I wasn’t able to get everything I needed on the last trip.”


  “I’ll see what I can do,” he turned back to his own work, leaving her hanging.


  “Sean, that’s not good enough.”


  “What?” he seemed confused.


  “I’d like to go tomorrow, or the day after. I imagine Patrick will take me if the boat’s free.”


  “The boat won’t be free until Friday.”


  “Okay, then, Friday.”


  This was how their conversations had gone for the last ten days. Each one unnerved her more. His cool was chilling as though they were in Antarctica, not in the middle of a warm, tropical paradise.


  “Should I ask Patrick?”


  “No. I’ll take you in the skiff. He needs to run some errands for me.”


  Yes, this was good. He would take her himself. Maybe in that time they could restore some life to their interactions. She almost longed for their sparring encounters when they disagreed on principles and any other little thing that riled them. She felt like an outcast now.


  ***


  Sean changed his mind by the time Friday finally arrived. Patrick took the skiff, Sean Lady Enchanted. The skiff would have been more intimate, and the larger vessel just augmented the breach between them. While he took the controls above, Lauren remained on the main deck. Her hair blew out behind her, the curls having grown long since they came to the island. She’d only cut them once—had Patrick cut them when they started getting in the way, but that was almost two months ago. Now the breeze felt sumptuous rustling through her soft brown locks as she looked toward the horizon, the boat moving rapidly through the water around Reef on its way to their destination.


  There was no dock, so they had to anchor off shore and wade to the beach.


  Lauren plopped down with gear in hand and looked out while watching Sean approach. There were a million words on the tip of her tongue to say, a hundred ways to explain herself, thoughts teaming through a brain that had worked the problem over in her mind to only one logical conclusion. It just took some courage to begin.


  “Hey, we’ve got work to do, Miss Lazy Britches,” Sean said, “Let’s get going.” He passed her by, all business, moving toward the jungle.


  “No, I want to take the path over here,” she made him change directions going opposite where she’d last gathered her specimens.


  “I thought you had to return to the previous location?”


  “I changed my mind.”


  “That doesn’t make any sense.”


  “It does to me.” She began her hike into the dense underbrush, ignoring his irritation. It was an offensive move she hadn’t dared with him in some time, and it made no sense, but Lauren could only hope it would pan out.


  Sean didn’t say a word as they moved inland along a miserable path. They had to hack away at the thick vegetation in order to negotiate the rough terrain. Lauren knew this was probably a mistake, but she prayed that there would be some reasonable find she could use to justify the trek. There was nothing in sight for nearly a half mile, and growing weary with the effort and her own anxiety, she was about to turn around and confront Sean with what was teaming through mind, when she noted a distinct change in the foliage and flowers she’d never seen before. Her professional curiosity supplanting any concerns of the man beside her, she leapt on the new finds like a child discovering presents under a Christmas tree.


  “My instincts were right,” she exclaimed happily.


  She and Sean worked for the next two hours, gathering specimens and cataloguing each in complete detail. He worked with her side by side, for a time adopting a less chilling and more egalitarian attitude toward their work. Then, he assumed command as they were finishing, deciding that they’d done enough for one afternoon, and now needed a break. It was sweaty backbreaking work in a topography that was uncomfortable to maneuver in, so Lauren readily agreed with him when he suggested they pack up and return to the beach.


  The day had been without the ominous presence of clouds. The sky pristine, the air calm. Though, as was typical for the late afternoon, there were clouds forming overhead.


  “You suppose it’s Damage finally noting the less placid sky, and deciding to fix it?” she wondered—trying to joke; though with no answer from Sean, she gave up trying to be pleasant.


  


  It surprised Lauren when Sean decided to have dinner on the beach. Even with the wind beginning to whip about he didn’t make a move to leave the island. They ate sandwiches, watched the water move on land, and found themselves mesmerized by the quiet and the roar, the calm and the rustling energy that seemed to grow between them as time moved on.


  “So, tell me, were you being contrary or was it inspiration that made you take off to the south part of the island?” Sean finally broke the silence. He sat behind her on a low rock, while Lauren sat on the beach staring out at the water. She dreaded her answer, dreaded being honest, and yet, she wouldn’t lie.


  “I wouldn’t call it contrary, but you’re right, I had no idea what the hell I’d find in that location.”


  “I see.”


  “Is that a punishable offense?” she asked, turning to see his response.


  “You gathered a lot of new data,” he said with a shrug and he took another sip of his coke. “But what I really want to know is if you ever figured out what drove that impetuous move you made a few weeks ago?”


  “You mean the one you’re still punishing me for?”


  “Punishing you? I thought I handled that with your ass,” he replied, as though he didn’t understand what she was talking about.


  “Yes, and you’ve been punishing me ever since. I’ve been getting this cold, silent treatment just when I thought we’d forged some truce.”


  “You broke that truce, Ms. Elliot,” his voice chilly. “So what was the point of your reckless excursion?”


  Now or never, she thought. She could wait forever, say nothing and regret it, or speak now, look like a fool and get it over with. Realizing that she’d already looked like a fool on a half-dozen occasions, what would be the problem with one more?


  “It’s all about you, Sean,” she said. She’d moved around on the beach to look him directly in the eye. He was above her just enough to remind her who was in charge.


  “What do you mean it’s me?” he asked.


  “It’s been you from the beginning. From the moment, I first saw you, since we sparred in your office. It’s you. I’m attracted to you. I can’t help it, that’s the way it is. I’ve even stopped fucking Patrick—and he was a damn good fuck—because of you,” she was saying more than she ever planned on, but it was all just spilling out involuntarily. “Truth is, I didn’t care half as much about Shelley fucking him as I did her screwing you. And Patrick was only screwing me because I needed to keep my mind off you. It’s all you. Everything is about you,—my belligerent attitude, my resistance to your silly rules, coming here on my own. Everything,” she was on a roll and not about to stop until everything she could possibly think to say was lying before them. “And not only that, it’s the spanking. The whole thing turns me on so much that I can’t keep the thought of it off my brain—the thought of you spanking me. You know, that’s what Patrick does to me? He warms my ass. He ties me up and thrashes my behind until it really hurts. I keep thinking if he does it enough, I’ll get it out of my system,” she paused as though he’d jump in and rescue her from this ridiculous blathering, but he remained mute and she kept right on. “But it isn’t working. I’m not trying to throw myself at you, but…” she stopped, taking a deep breath. “The fact is, Sean, I have to say this, I probably should have said it a long time ago. I can understand if you’re not interested in me, I can imagine you wouldn’t be after this confession. So just tell me to bug off, and I will. Maybe that will get it out of my system, knowing that you don’t want me. If it were a month ago, I’d probably be on the first plane out of here. I don’t know how I’ve gotten along and been as sane as I am.” She took a breath. “So, please, give it to me straight so I can get the whole thing over and done with.” She finally stopped speaking and closed her eyes, wondering what the hell she’d said.


  Sean waited for some moments before he spoke and when he did, the question shocked her. “You say you want me to spank you, or screw you?”


  She opened her eyes, and stared back at him her face hot, feeling as though it must be beet red from embarrassment. “Both,” she finally admitted. She waited for his immediate response, and when there was none, she began again, “You know, maybe it’s time for me to leave. I think with these samples, I have all I need—all I can handle. It’s time I went back the States so I can finish the research in the lab.”


  “What? Leave now?” he asked.


  “Yes, now. I’m not giving up anything. I’ve got my doctorate and then some by the time I’m finished processing all this data. The fellowship people should be as pleased as punch when they read my reports.”


  “You’re probably right,” he agreed. “But you need to stay.”


  “Why? So I can feel miserable? Yes, I admit it, I’m sorry, I let this stuff get in the way of my better judgement, and you’ve punished me for that; but rather than let this whole thing weigh on us both, I’ll head home so we can put this sorry chapter to bed.”


  “And will that resolve what’s happened for us in these last few months? Will that really close this chapter of your life? You want to keep ignoring me for another few months and have some other rude incident awaken you with a painful start?”


  Behind her thoughts was the sound of the ocean roar and the gulls swooping the sand. Overhead the clouds of Damage Island were building quickly in the early evening sky.


  “Come here, Lauren.”


  She stared into his eyes wonderingly, getting lost in the deep green. They had the power to turn her into jelly, to make all the flustered commotion in her disappear—and they were doing that now. She’d spent the last three months avoiding them and their effect on her. But, she couldn’t avoid it now.


  “Come here,” he repeated.


  The distance between them was no more than a few feet, but it seemed as though it would take her forever to get there—if she ever did. One minute she was utterly alone afraid of making her next move, the next found her scooting toward him on the sand. She knelt between his open thighs, aroused and scared and wanting.


  “I don’t know about this,” she said nervously as she smiled.


  “Shush, I do,” he said with his gentle palm on her face. He brought her closer and their lips parted. Then, their mouths opened, and their tongues clashed; and the fire stored in her belly suddenly began to blaze like a roaring furnace. With his arms around her, one hand caressed her ass, giving it a meaningful squeeze. He fondled that left cheek for some minutes through the thin sailcloth, then he moved that hand inside the waistband of her shorts and began to explore bare skin. Lauren replied with her body wanting to dive into his, while her heart and logic and everything else still screamed no! And yet, it was clear what side of her would win this war. Tentatively stroking Sean’s thighs, her hands became more avid as the kiss went on. She stroked the fabric of his shorts with her hands moving toward his crotch and the very center where she laid a palm on his penis and felt its warm pulse. As it throbbed against her cautious hand, her own body took another leap in its desire.


  When Sean’s hand slipped under her tee shirt, he put his bare palm on her breast. Could he feel her anxiously beating heart? Did he know the passion she’d been storing there? She was still unsure of this, of giving herself to a man the way Sean would demand her. It wouldn’t be like Patrick—where it was just sex and she was already in the throes of sexual heat by the time the scoundrel landed in her tent. Sean McDonough had something more encompassing in mind, and it wouldn’t be confined to her bedroom at night, or on a lazy afternoon. Being in his arms she felt safe and cared for as well as very scared.


  The more his fire poured into her, the more hers responded. She began to wiggle her fingers inside the bottom of his shorts so she could feel the hard muscle of his cock and the cushion of his soft scrotum.


  “Oh, please, may I?” she whispered, wanting to drop down and take his erection in her mouth.


  “No, not yet,” he shook his head. “I want to spank you first.”


  She shuddered anxiously, feeling a wave of fear make her freeze right down to her bones. The skies over Damage Island seemed to answer her fear, as the wind began to whip at her face, and the clouds gathered as though they had something to say.


  Impulsively, she stood up. And though her knees felt as though they’d collapse under her any second, she pulled her tee shirt over her head and pushed her shorts to the sand at her feet. Naked before him she waited for his next move.


  “You are beautiful, Lauren,” he said, reaching out to draw her to him. Grabbing a tuft of silky brown pubic hair he pulled it until she was tight in his arms again with her crotch to his face. He kissed her belly, pressed his cheek to where her beating groin was pouring out desire. Her hands found his hair to cling to as he clutched her ass again and squeezed the flesh. Then, abruptly unending her, she was over his lap, ready to be spanked. She’d been spanked before by Sean McDonough but never like this.


  Using just the palm of his hand and nothing more, the spanking was unlike the hot battles that preceded it. He struck the skin, then rubbed it with a good firm grip. He struck again in a different place and rubbed more. He continued on, until her ass was glowing red and righteously warm. That warmth moved into all the sensuous places in her body, and everywhere her body tingled. Her empty cunt clutched tight in anticipation of his dick stabbing at her forcefully. She cooed for him, and groaned when a strike was especially hard. When he slipped his fingers between her thighs, he forced them apart and dove directly for the fountainhead of her sexual desire. Two fingers entered her vagina and played with the sensitive tissue, the G-spot, and higher were an inner orgasm began to build.


  “Ah, Sean, I’m going to cum,” her voice was rapturous with her body about to explode. But then pulling his hand away from the pulsing cavern, he spanked her ass again letting more heat build, taking her desire to a higher plateau. Then returning to her crotch, he submerged his hand in the thick juices at the doorway and drove his fingers deeply one more time.


  “Ah, ah, yes, I’m now…” her voice suddenly drifted away, lost in the sound of the rising, falling sea behind them, “yessssss,” it was a quiet murmur as her hips danced on his thighs. While one finger pressed the tender bud of her clit, the climax shuddered through her in wave on wave, expanding through her as the exquisite joy tore at her insides. Sean didn’t stop playing with her first burst of pleasure, but followed through, until she was on her way to another peak. As the second shudders died off, he spanked her a third time seeing the strikes of his hand enliven everything about her beautiful voluptuousness. The warmer her ass became the closer she got to another climax. And returning to her pussy again, he manipulated her clitoris, this time pinching it hard, and holding it while she jerked. As the spasm leapt through her body, she could feel the urgency of this cock through the material of his shorts. And as the third hot shower of orgasm began to die off, the two dropped to the cool sand locked tightly in their embrace.


  Lauren didn’t have to ask for his dick. It was free of the shorts in seconds, adoringly sucked by her firm velvet lips and gripping mouth. She moved briskly on the thick eight inches of flesh, enjoying the feel and smell and taste of it, and more importantly the sense of Sean’s manliness taking charge of her. This was submission without questioning. The act of serving him—something so natural she wondered why it had taken so long for her to understand. She’d been able to give to Patrick at brief moments of passion, but this was a different kind of giving. Thorough. Complete. And relentless. Her body burned with her desire for him, seeking more of him as she drew his erection in and out of her mouth. She fondled his balls in her hand, letting the fluid package slide gently over her fingers. Her other hand gripped the stalk of his cock firmly and jacked in hard, while her mouth continued to pleasure that sensuous head. She filled herself full of his aroma and the taste of his sweat and cum, which in little drops began to leak from the opening of his dick. She sensed his body tense, his groin tighten. He moaned as the climax started, and let his fingers get tangled inside her curls as he forced her to take his ejaculate deep in her throat. As his cum spilled out, she slowly backed away, and licked the head clean of any remaining residue.


  Sean smiled, seeing the pleasure written in her expression. His lust was not misplaced. The months of wondering were now satisfied. He was relieved that she’d finally given in to what he knew would be her best chance for the love and sex she really wanted. He was just that arrogant about his power to satisfy and keep her, even if it meant containing her rash exuberance, and putting limits on her fiery spirit.


  


  Lauren lay in his arms, a deserted stretch of beach seemingly limitless in one direction, in the other halted by a crown of rocks that jutted into the crashing ocean. They lay within the crook of those rocks where a great shale of volcanic earth created a bower to nestle inside—as though they needed privacy on this uninhabited shore. It was a good place to discover their love as a warm bath of tropical air moved around them. Overhead, the sky cleared and darkened as though it was unsure what language to speak, and was nearly as awkward as the lovers beneath it, who gazed into the changing shapes, trying to find words to speak.


  “I’m glad you came clean,” Sean finally said. She’d had her head nuzzled inside his chest so tightly that she could feel his heart beating. When she heard him speak, she pulled away, a gentle smirk on her face. “If you hadn’t gotten honest when you did, I would have flooded the motor of Lady Enchanted and we would have had to spend the night here.” He laughed.


  “Oh, you would have?”


  “I decided it was time to end the misery you created between us.”


  “I created!”


  “Yes, what you created.”


  “I did not!”


  He snickered. “Don’t even try to win a battle of words with me, darling, because you will not win.” He had his hand gently resting on a rear cheek, and with that comment, he gave it a firm spank.


  “Ouch! You are arrogant.”


  “So, I am.” He stared at the sky. “Wonder if we’ve worn out our welcome?”


  “Looks to me as though the weather can’t quite decide.”


  “Well, we’d better get off this island if we want to sleep in a decent bed—unless of course you want to spend the night on the sand?”


  “Humm, that’s not such a bad thought.”


  “Ah, but I’d rather have you in a soft comfortable bed. Besides, you’ve got a lot to pay for in spankings, my dear. I can think of a half dozen things to punish you for to make up for your past of errs.”


  “All in one night?” Lauren asked.


  “Or we could stretch it out for days.”


  She grinned. “Maybe that wouldn’t be so bad.”


  The two rose from the sand, dressed quickly, then took off running in the direction of Lady Enchanted. The wind began to howl as they made their exit from Damage Island, as though it were chasing them away, or maybe just teasing.




  Chapter Nine


  


  On returning to Pearl, the illusion of a tropical paradise instantly shattered when Sean learned that the main generator for the lab had blown. What Lauren hoped would be a honeymoon between lovers ended up with her lying sleepless in her hut, Sean exhaustedly crashing in his own bed when he finally got the generator working. It was only a sign of things to come. The day at Damage Island seemed like heaven compared to the one that followed. Nothing went right in Sean’s world. Experiments were contaminated, reports misplaced. Lady Enchanted blew fuses in her engine, and he was having an unsettling intellectual war with Ellison over the conclusions of their research. Both men were hassled, grouchy and out of sorts.


  Lauren’s world was hardly better. On the afternoon after Damage, she was greeted with a package from the Cal laboratories indicating that the results of several tests were inconclusive. She’d have to redo her work, repeating painstaking research that took weeks to complete.


  “I can believe this. Imbeciles! Morons! They screw up the fucking data, and then blame it on me!” She threw the papers on her desk and stormed through the lab.


  “What the hell…?” Sean grabbed her by the hand and made her stay.


  “Nothing, nothing, except that I’m dealing with dunces in my department.”


  “Cool down.”


  “Oh, like you’ve been cool as a cucumber the last twelve hours,” she quipped.


  “Why don’t you take a deep breath and relax, then tell me what’s going on.”


  “Don’t patronize me!” she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs. But she couldn’t. Her mind swiftly remembered that this particular set of specimens were ones Sean hadn’t seen and she wasn’t going to bring them up now. Taking his advice, she breathed a little deeper and attempted to restore her calm. “Hey, I’m sorry. I’ll get it handled.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “Yes,” she answered, nervously pulling out of his grip and returning to her desk. She was miserable, and justifiably so, but she wouldn’t let on why.


  The tension built over the day. Sean’s troubles seemed to mount with each hour. The fix for the generator wasn’t working, Patrick was pissed about the boat, and Ellison was just plain grumpy. Troy, figuring that he’d only be in the way if he stuck around, took off in the skiff to fish for the afternoon.


  “How soon’s the boat going to be ready for another dive?” Sean asked Patrick, as he made himself a quick sandwich for dinner


  “Hell, I don’t know. It’s this fucking wind and the two of you,” Patrick declared as he grabbed his own sandwich and walked out the door.


  Neither Sean or Lauren had mentioned their day on Damage Island to the others, there hadn’t been time, and Patrick’s comment hung heavily in the air, raising the tension between the two just another degree higher. Much more and they’d be tearing each other’s hair out.


  Needing a breath of air and a clear head, Lauren was about to leave the mess hall for a walk on the beach.


  “Where are you going?” Sean’s querulous voice ripped at the seams of her already tattered composure.


  “I need some fresh air.”


  “Thought you were on KP.”


  She stared at the mess of two-day-old dishes and silverware saying, “I’ll handle it later.”


  “I’d rather you handled it now.”


  “Well, it’s not going anywhere,” she quipped.


  “Yes, because it’s getting done before you leave.”


  “Well, then, you do it,” she said with a nasty glare. Moving to the door, Lauren slammed it going out, almost certain that Sean wouldn’t let her get away with a hasty retreat. She could almost count the seconds until he’d explode through the door, and it took him just five before she heard the familiar squeak behind her.


  “This is not the time to challenge me,” he called to her, his voice cut through the air making her freeze in her tracks.


  “Or me either,” she said as she whipped around, only to find his nose practically in her face. He looked as though he was breathing fire.


  They stayed close, faces just inches apart. Fists clenched. Jaws grinding. It didn’t even matter that both Patrick and Ellison were within sight, or that Troy was walking up the beach with a catch of fresh fish in a bucket.


  “Would you like to take this inside, or shall I spank you right here?”


  “Neither particularly suits me,” she snapped.


  “Well, then, you’ll let it be my choice,” he declared.


  “You want to so much, just go ahead,” she challenged him defiantly.


  He needed no further encouragement. Taking her wrist, Sean hauled to a bench just a few feet away, and sitting down, he drew Lauren’s struggling form over his lap. Tugging at her shorts, he had them at her knees in seconds, revealing her pert rear end in nothing but a pair of yellow bikini panties—the fabric so thin that the tan of her brown ass and the delicious outline of her crack showed through. Not satisfied with her bottom in panties, Sean brusquely lifted the waistband and drew the wispy cotton down, leaving her ass completely bare for all eyes to see. Her fellow crewmembers stood stock-still watching the ritual in awe. Though they’d all seen the first such confrontation between Sean and Lauren, they knew this one had a different character—something more intimate about the pair that none of them could quite understand—even though they were hardly surprised.


  For Patrick and Ellison, it was a moment to remember the lusty beauty’s sumptuous body, and for them all to envy their team leader’s firm grasp of her squirming form. Patrick knew first hand, and the others could easily guess the effect such a pose would have on an aroused penis.


  While Sean got ready, Lauren moved unhappily, as though the struggle was necessary for the circumstances. She knew she wasn’t going anywhere, but she wasn’t going to let Sean have his moment without working for it. When the first smack landed her whole body jolted and it continued jolting as he rained his palm on her jiggling derriere until it turned beet red.


  “You miserable, ass,” she fumed. She wasn’t going to turn into a squalling brat if she could help it, though she found it hard not to protest with all the madness that was pouring through her.


  While Lauren seethed and wriggled, Sean spanked her hard for nearly five minutes with hardly a pause at all. When he was finished, he pushed her to her feet so her ass was once again facing the small crowd of voyeurs, this time totally naked. There’d been little amusement in this battle, as there had been the time before. But there was a good deal of restrained excitement from her adoring audience. Lauren’s ass was the hottest thing any of them had seen in a long time—since Shelley and Janetta had left the islands.


  “Now,” Sean stood and looked her in the eye, “perhaps it would be a good time to clean up the mess in the kitchen.” He held her tightly by the wrist and wouldn’t let go. She couldn’t even pull up her shorts.


  “If that’s what you insist,” she retorted.


  “That’s exactly what I insist,” he confirmed. “And we’ll finish this conversation in your hut when you’re done.”


  “Oh, I think it’s over,” she challenged him.


  “Well, I don’t,” he disagreed and he let go her hand.


  Scampering quickly to cover her wounded bottom, Lauren returned to the kitchen, as angry as she’d been before. She shook nervously while wading through a sink full of dirty dishes and pots and pans, wondering what the hell had happened to the man who loved her on Damage Beach, who made her heart cry with happiness and her loins burst with desire.


  “They are slobs, every one of them!” she muttered to herself as she scrubbed the messy kitchen.


  “What was that?” she heard Sean’s voice behind her.


  “None of your business,” she snapped at him rudely and she went back to her work without bothering to look up.


  


  An hour later Lauren was working on data sheets in her hut, listening to the sound of the agitated air outside the hut. She wondered if the storm expected to circumvent the islands had changed course. It seemed a predictable possibility given everything else that had gone wrong in the last day. The more the wind blew through the restless trees, the more she shuddered nervously. It was a wind that whipped the soul into a frenzy as much as it did their tiny tropical habitat. Above the sound of the roar, she heard the sound of footsteps on her stairs outside. Sean entered without knocking, carrying a leather spanking paddle in his hand. A nervous thread of energy shook her system as her eyes rested for an instant on the mean looking thing. She stayed cool and returned to the papers on her desk, determinedly ignoring her visitor.


  “I wanted to make sure you’re okay,” he finally spoke. “It looks as though the winds have shifted and we might get the brunt of a pretty powerful storm. Are you okay?”


  “I should be,” she said. She eyed the paddle again; “perhaps you have something else on your mind?”


  His face broke into a gentle smirk. “Yes, I do. Truth is, I don’t know whether to make love to you or paddle your ass.”


  “Oh?” The comment fanned her physical desire, but she’d be damned if she’d encourage him. Thankfully, he was still thinking sex and relationship. She’d been afraid that what happened on Damage was just a fluke brought on by the curious environment that bred strange things on its strange shores.


  “You know, Lauren, I think this war we’re having is just stress. The last day has been pretty miserable around here.”


  “You’re right about that,” she agreed. It was the first thing he’d said in hours that really made sense.


  “But then, spanking your ass does take the tension out of my system.”


  “Oh, so I get to be your “whipping girl?” she quipped rather sassily—a tiny bit of amusement surfaced and she was breathing easier feeling a spark of love and desire return—warmly welcomed.


  “Something like that. It seems to me you could use a little more pain on your behind, Miss Sassy Britches.”


  She was tempted to smile. “Like it’s all my fault? You haven’t been particularly friendly yourself the last day and a half. If fact, you’ve been a miserable bastard.”


  “I suppose I have been. How about let’s make up for that.” He moved a little closer getting inside her space. Putting his arm around her shoulder, he pulled her to him, and she was tempted to fall into his comforting chest and cry with relief. She wished she could tell him the truth about her experiments going awry; at least she could garner a little sympathy, and maybe even a little help. Unfortunately, the real explanation would only land her in a lot more trouble and they didn’t need another confrontation after what they’d just been through. Maybe all she could hope for was to restore the love they realized just twenty-four hours before.


  They kissed, Lauren pulling herself to her feet inside his arms. Their hormones igniting swiftly, they moved to the bed, dropping to its soft comfort to relish their lust. With the same joy and satisfaction sweeping through them that fired up on the beach, Sean’s pent-up agitation disappeared and Lauren’s fear of loss diminished. Two hours later, they could finally think clearly again.


  “I’m sorry if I took out my frustrations on you,” he said as she cuddled inside his arms.


  “You mean you’re sorry you spanked me?”


  “Oh, hell no!” he retorted. “I enjoyed every minute of that—as I’m sure everyone did, including you, Lauren Elliot.” He tweaked her nose playfully. “But I have let the mess around here turn me into a bear, and that’s not good.”


  “A mighty sweet bear sometimes,” she acknowledged kindly.


  “Humm. That’s one of the nicest things you’ve ever said to me,” he kissed her face a dozen times and she was in dreamland again, thinking that they’d just make love all night. His hands were all over her body, caressing her thighs, her breasts, tweaking her nipples. He sucked them, stretching them into tiny peaks, so when he blew his warm breath on the surface the little blizzard chilled them into hard knots. His hands drifted to her ass, and she purred with satisfaction as he squeezed them firmly in his palms. Then, suddenly turning on a dime, Sean, pulled up, sitting on the bed and dragged her over his lap, “You know, I still owe you the rest of that spanking,” he exclaimed happily.


  “What rest of what spanking?” she blared.


  “What I didn’t give outside the mess hall.”


  The first smack stung her skin leaving that cheek smarting.


  “But haven’t we made up for that?” she objected.


  The second smack repeated the fire on the other cheek.


  “Not on your life,” he answered. His hand briskly pelted the quivering cheeks until a beautiful blush appeared. Seeing that, he reached for the spanking paddle he’d brought with him and the smooth leather surface skipped over her behind quickly raising a deep rosy glow to her bronze flesh.


  Lauren didn’t know whether to love or hate the paddling. It seemed highly arbitrary and a bit too hard to call playful and erotic, and yet, there were clearly erotic feelings beginning to build in her anxious crotch. For all the lovemaking they’d managed, it seemed surprising that she’d be ready for more. But that was exactly what was happening. Maybe it was the leather; she could even smell its aroma, a deliciously raw sensation that played merrily with her anxious crotch. Perhaps it was the mood, so much electricity from their sexual capers lingering in the air. Perhaps it was the night, the stirring air, the wind that only became more violent as the minutes ticked on. Whatever sparked her arousal, it soon became clear that her body needed Sean McDonough in more ways than just one—she needed his love and his lust, and the feel of the leather making her ass burn and her body quake. Though he spanked her hard and roughly, she relished every stinging smack. She felt subdued and conquered, but loved and very happy—a strange paradox, but one she’d just have to accept.


  


  Seeing Lauren Elliot’s lovely bottom turning red was a sight for weary eyes and a dominant man’s inspiration. Though Sean was half punishing, half letting loose the rest of his restless energy, he was also spanking her for the sexual thrill. The more she responded the more he did as well. He had a feeling he could go on like this forever. He wanted it forever, he couldn’t remember loving and wanting any woman as much as he wanted Lauren. She had the best of both his ex-wives, and much more of herself to add to mix of womanly charms that could delight him, infuriate him and submit to him for a long time. Some things he knew instinctually. This was one he’d foreseen the first day they met. Perhaps he should thank the god of the Damage Island for finally bringing them together.


  The two lovers were on fire all night long. What they didn’t express the day before, or on the boat ride back to Pearl, or in the horrible intervening hours as reality hit them hard, got said in the hours been eight p.m. and four in the morning—when they finally fell asleep in each other’s arms. Lauren’s ass was sore, but she was content at last to realize that Sean McDonough really meant what he said. He was serious about them and wanted their relationship to stick. So did she. She’d gone from loathing, ignoring and defying Sean McDonough, to loving him deeply—the sexy rogue, the stern dominant and the exasperating boss. Because he played all those roles so well, the task wasn’t tough. And she could only kick herself for resisting so long.


  


  The wind howled. The Island shook and Lauren’s hut trembled dangerously just before dawn broke on the beach. They woke suddenly to the sounds of shouting men—of Patrick and Troy outside the hut, of the door shaking and pounding in their ears. Throwing on their clothes, Sean sounded orders like a drill sergeant.


  “Get what you can’t leave,” Lauren, “and get out of here!”


  Fifteen seconds later, he dragged her from the hut—one bag trailing on her arm. She had no idea what she’d packed.


  The roof had blown off the latrine; the main research tent was shaking so profoundly it looked as though the whole thing was about to blow down. Patrick was hauling radio equipment as Troy and Ellison followed, their arms loaded, their footsteps urgent but strained in the heavy wet sand and against a heavier gale.


  The team landed at the side of a granite mountain where the elements had etched a small grotto of stone into the surface. It was hardly a cave, but they were more sheltered than they were on the beach. From their vantage point they could look out on the storm, seeing the typhoon winds blow through their small home, and over the next hour send it traveling high speed down the beach in pieces—clothes, food, equipment, lab experiments, gone, ripped and swallowed by the force of an inconstant and now angry nature.


  Lauren stayed tightly to Sean’s side burying her head in his firm chest, feeling as though her life was suddenly, capriciously falling away. There seemed very little left.




  Chapter Ten


  


  Drinking coffee from a rose-painted china cup felt disgustingly prim. And though The Marion Hotel was as tranquil as the tranquil shores of Pearl Island, Lauren found it awkward, even three weeks after returning home to find herself sitting in the main dining room at a linen-covered table, with a lace-edged linen napkin in her lap, drinking from fine china and crystal goblets. She wore a smartly cut blue suit with a lace teddy underneath—that, too, seemed odd after dressing in bikinis, shorts, and tee shirts for the better part of four months. With her life in the South Pacific suddenly ripped asunder—no closure, no grand finale, not even a gentle winding down—plunged back into the University environment seemed, at times, absurd. It was certainly mind-blowing. Now, she wasn’t sure why she was in this fancy hotel tearoom, except that it was Betsy’s choice for lunch, and it was her best friend’s birthday.


  “Lauren, sweetie,” she heard a bubbly voice behind her, and jumped to her feet to hug the sensuous brunette. “Wow, you look great! The tropics agree with you.” Betsy stood back admiringly before they took their seats at opposite ends of the tea table inside the sunlit atrium.


  “Think so?” Lauren was smiling broadly seeing her friend’s vivacious face for the first time since she returned home. “And how was Greece?”


  “To die for. The guys were amazing.”


  “Find a special one?”


  “No, just a lot to play with,” her eyes twinkled with meaning. “And you? Something going on with you and Sean McDonough? Is that what you said when I called?”


  “Sort of.”


  “Sort of what?”


  “Sort of, I think we have something. But now he’s on a six week speaking tour, and with our departure from Pearl Island so abrupt, I don’t know what to think for sure.”


  “And why’s that?”


  “Messy typhoon ripped the station to shreds. Sean had me on a rescue boat so fast I could hardly think straight and I haven’t seen him since.”


  “But he calls?”


  “Yes, we talk every other day.” She sighed discontentedly.


  “No lovey sweet talk?”


  “Sean’s not like that.”


  “Well, what happened on the island, you have that to go on, don’t you?”


  “We had three days, Betsy. It took us nearly four months to get together, and two days after we did, the storm hit. We had an afternoon on the beach, and one long night, and that was all.”


  “What an affair! And now he’s university hopping, leaving you not knowing what going to happen when he returns?”


  “That about says it all.”


  They ordered lunch, chatted about Greece and the tropics, then returned to the conversation that held Betsy’s interest. “So, what happened with the spanking?” she whispered over coffee, while she nibbled on lemon tea cookies.


  “It happened.”


  “Tell me.” Her bright eyes were like saucers while her mouth watered for details.


  “The first time he spanked me for being a bitch—which I was. Did it right in front of my team members.”


  “How embarrassing.”


  “The next was in my hut, privately.”


  “No sex?”


  “No sex. Sean and I weren’t exactly friends.”


  “But you wanted him, didn’t you?”


  “Yeah, I did want him, in the worst way. I wanted him so much I slept with his research partner, Ellison Thomas, and had a lengthy affair with the captain of the research vessel.”


  “Hot guy?”


  “I’d say so.” It gave Lauren a charge to think of Patrick again. “You’d have liked him, lots of steamy, no-strings sex, and he was very inventive. Since I was trying to get the effect of Sean McDonough out of my system, he ended up abusing my ass a lot and it took a lot of punishment.”


  “Oh my, that makes me so horny, Lauren. Think he’d do me?”


  “Patrick would do anyone, hon. But he’s a long way off.”


  “Too bad.” She wrinkled her nose in a cute Betsy sort of way, then took another sip of coffee. “Ick, getting cold.”


  “Want more?”


  “Not now.”


  “So, why did you pick this place?” Lauren asked staring toward the gently trickling garden fountain.


  “Oh, I came here a few months ago with Joellen.”


  “Really? Did she spank you anymore?”


  Betsy’s face turned coy and a blush began to rise on her cheek. “Yeah, a couple of times. That night just got into my system, I called her up a couple of weeks later. I was in a terrible panic about this paper I’m authoring with Howard Grimble. The man’s a complete idiot, and I was so furious I didn’t know what to do. Something clicked in my head—like maybe I could get all the stress out of my system over Joellen’s lap, and she was more than accommodating.”


  “I get the feeling this was more than spanking.”


  “Yeah, it got that far. But the fling’s not really serious.”


  “How come?”


  Betsy giggled. “I think we both miss cock too much to take a relationship seriously, but she’s a wonderful lover.”


  “And good with her right hand?”


  “Oh, we graduated from that pretty quickly. I think her favorite is bending me over the back of a chair, and laying a razor strap on my behind until I’m in a panic. Damn that smarts when she starts up. But I guess you know that…”


  Lauren nodded thinking back to the feel of her own bottom burning. The arousal started instantly, a tingling in her rear that traveled into her thighs and quickly made her pussy start to pulse.


  “Anyway,” Betsy continued, “Once I was really hot and blistered, she caned me—miserable bamboo thing she picked up in Taiwan.”


  “Must leave marks.”


  “Yes, it does, and bruises sometimes. I don’t know what the fascination is, but I’d give anything to have a man do that to me.”


  “Find one then.”


  “That’s easy to say, but harder to do.” She started blushing again. “I’ve even answered a couple of personals on the net. But I got some weird answers. I’m not so sure I want to go that route. You’re lucky, Sean in the bag, you can have whatever you want.”


  “I think the fascination may be different with me,” Lauren suggested.


  “Different how?”


  “I don’t know. I’m not sure how much a need it is in me. I sometimes think that it was all just a fluke—being away from civilization, in a strange part of the world.”


  “You really think so?”


  “I don’t know. Sean’s not here, so I have no clue how I’ll feel about being spanked when, if, he gets back—and we manage to get that far again.”


  “Doesn’t your imagination tell you? Weren’t you all in an uproar about it that night with Joellen? I think you’re just scared he won’t want to keep going. I can’t see why returning to California should change a real desire.”


  “Ah, you’re probably right. I’m just nervous.”


  “Think you’ll get married?”


  “Married! That’s a hell of a long way off.”


  “Oh, it just seems that way because you’re apart.”


  “We only had three days, Betsy,” she reminded her friend.


  “No, you had nearly four months of sexual tease. You had four months to get to know each other, the good and the bad, and you still went after each other like minxes when you finally realized what you wanted. You learned a lot about the man, Lauren, you had to. Don’t sell the relationship short just because you only had a couple of days to really enjoy it.”


  “You’re sounding awfully sensible,” Lauren chuckled.


  “Hey, I’m good at being sensible when it’s somebody besides me.”


  “Are you still seeing Joellen?”


  “I might, if she still wants to. We’ve both been away for awhile. I miss her. But I think I mostly miss the abuse to my ass. It’s heaven.”


  “You ever spank her?”


  “Kinda, but it didn’t work as well. I don’t think there are too many people she’d bend over for. A few men, like Sean, perhaps.” Betsy looked wistful at the thought of a male spanking lover for herself. She was always longing for something she didn’t have.


  “I’ll have to see if I can find a seaweed whip for you to try,” Lauren said, remembering Patrick fondly.


  “Seaweed?”


  “One of Patrick’s finds.”


  “Sounds too gentle for me,” Betsy thought.


  “On, no, not this one,” the memory of her session with the stunning whip returned, more pleasant tingles of desire working their way through her wanting body.


  “So, when does Sean get back?”


  “Hopefully, just another three weeks.”


  “Finding things to keep you busy?”


  “I’m swamped. I have all the data from the project to sift through, and dozens of experiments going, and my thesis to write. I’m working on a preliminary research paper I need to present to the committee in two weeks. It’s almost done.”


  “So, you didn’t lose everything in the disaster?”


  “Oh, I lost a lot of valuable experiments with the storm, but I have more than I need to make my name recognizable in Botanical circles.”


  “That’s great! And you’re going for more research like this?”


  “I could. In fact, I’ve been offered a position with a pharmaceutical research company in Florida.”


  “And you’re going to take it?”


  “I don’t know. A lot depends on Sean.”


  “Yeah, I guess that would. What does he say?”


  “I haven’t told him. I just found out myself yesterday. I think I’ll wait until he gets back.”


  “Why wait?”


  “I don’t know. I’m so nervous and unsure…”


  “You want him bad, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Betsy, I do.”




  Chapter Eleven


  


  High above the street in the Biology Annex, Sean waited for Lauren while staring out the window looking for her svelte form to appear.


  Lauren was on foot, walking to the off campus Annex at a brisk clip. She hoped the walk would clear her head. When Sean returned to California, she was gone on a quick trip to San Francisco to consult with a Botanist at Berkeley. When she heard his voice on her answering machine, she nearly panicked. She wasn’t even sure she knew what he looked like anymore. Twice while he was away, she’d consulted the University computer files, downloading his picture, spending nearly an hour one night just staring into his green eyes—though they were just gray in the black and white photograph. She missed that flash and spark, even the way they lit when he was angry. In his message, he told her to meet him at his office if she arrived back on campus during the day, to call his apartment if she returned in the evening. It was noon when she arrived, and heard his official sounding voice. Five minutes later, she was on her way to the Annex. The message was brief and clipped very much like Sean himself. Just a simple, I can’t wait, or looking forward to seeing you, might have allayed her fears. But what did she have to fear, anyway? When they talked three days before, he was happy as a lark looking forward to finally coming back to her. He would never gush, but it was clear he planned to pick up where they left off six weeks before.


  Lauren took the stairs of the Annex at a quick pace, though she didn’t run, aware that he might see how anxious she was from his office perch above. Her heart pounded like crazy, her loins were hot. Would he want to spank her first, or just make love right there on his big oak desk? He could spank her hungry ass later.


  At his office door, she stopped just briefly to recall the last time she’d been there over six months before. A quick rap on the heavy wood panel, she heard him answer with an immediate, “come in.”


  “Sean!” she moved through the door with her eyes dancing happily, only to halt instantly, seeing him still staring out the window, not bothering to turn around. Though she wanted to fling herself at him, there was an invisible barrier of steel between them, making her cringe in terror.


  “I see you got my message,” he said tersely.


  “Just a few minutes ago,” she answered excitedly.


  He finally turned around and his expression was as grim as his mood.


  “Is something wrong?” she asked.


  “I don’t know. You tell me?”


  He had a copy of her preliminary research findings in his hand—she recognized the cover. Tossing it to his desk, it landed on the side near her, face up like it was glaring at her accusingly.


  “You’ve read my report?”


  “Yes. Cover to cover.”


  “Where’d you get it?


  “Committee meeting this morning.”


  “Oh. I didn’t realize that there was one.”


  “Yes, to congratulate me on the Pearl Island project.”


  “So, is something wrong with my paper?”


  “No, not at all. The report’s great. Fascinating. Well put together, a first class job. Clearly one of the best I’ve seen. You could probably substitute it for your thesis and get away with it. Of course, I’m sure you’ll have even more to add when all your findings are complete.”


  “Yes, that’s what I planned.” She regarded him warily, his mood utterly unexplainable. The tension bristly and his attitude so cold, it made her want to back out of the room and run away. “So, what’s the problem?”


  “Do you have any idea how embarrassing it is for me to walk into a committee meeting with my colleagues raving about the project—including your brilliant work, and I discover that I don’t know what the hell they are talking about. Over half of what’s in that paper has little relationship to what you consulted with me about on Pearl. I was in shock. Sat there for ten minutes talking about all kinds of work that my fellows had no knowledge of, the stuff that was lost in the winds, that I’m sure you’ll eventually try to duplicate on another assignment. Apparently, that was pretty minor stuff compared with what I never heard about that’s detailed in that paper.”


  “Are you sure you haven’t see these experiments before?” Lauren asked, nearly scared to tears from his truthful accusation. “There was so much,” she rushed on, “and we weren’t always getting along. Sometimes our conferences were very brief. We did most of our communication through Ellison.”


  “Well, you tell me, Lauren? I think you have the answer, not me. Did I know about any of this data? Did I see any of these findings, or specimens while we were on Pearl?”


  Though her first instinct was to bluff her way through, she hesitated to lie simply because she knew the truth. It wouldn’t come out easily, but she couldn’t hold it back and expect to harbor this secret between them the rest of her life.


  “It was just a tiny thing to start. I mean really tiny. A few specimens I didn’t bother to mention because I was so pissed at you half the time. How did I know those would turn out to be the most valuable of my work? I didn’t even have a clue until I got back here and saw what the lab discovered. I didn’t think it would make that much difference.”


  “But you could have told me some time in the last six weeks. Six weeks, Lauren. Certainly, it crossed your mind that I might want to know what this paper would say.”


  When he stopped talking, she couldn’t find a way to fill in the silence.


  “What can I say? I was feeling guilty. I thought it would just run by you, and you wouldn’t really notice.”


  “You know, I was really high on your work. Really pleased that I brought you along—and that wasn’t just for personal reasons. I respected what you did. And then, I got trapped in that meeting looking about as embarrassed as you do with your pants down getting spanked in front of the guys.”


  “What are they planning to do, drum you out of the department?” her tone was slightly sarcastic.


  “No, and that’s not the point. I don’t know for sure if there would be any fallout with the committee. I certainly hope they don’t think I run a sloppy project.”


  “They wouldn’t think that.”


  “No, I suppose not.”


  Another long silence heightened the tension.


  “This is not a chauvinist thing. But I do demand the respect of the people that I work with, or I don’t want to work with them. We talked about lies before and I thought we had an understanding.”


  That stung. “I am sorry. This all slipped by me. I mean, I have no explanation. I let it go thinking it wouldn’t really matter,” she sighed. “I admit I was feeling guilty and embarrassed—I know that’s no excuse. If I thought…” Oh, none of these words were working, he just stared at her coldly. “Why don’t you spank me? I deserve it. That always makes you feel better.”


  “Oh, don’t think I haven’t thought of that.”


  “Then do it. Anything, to get through this. We can’t just end it like this,” her voice was faltering as she pleaded.


  He shook his head. “I don’t know. Maybe we can end it here. Maybe this was a Pearl Island kind of thing between you and me, and what remains really isn’t enough to build on.”


  Each tear she shed inside stabbed like a knife blade, but none dropped from her eyes.


  “I’m sorry, Sean. I really am.”


  “I am too.”


  She waited a moment, hardly able to stand the miserable impasse. “So, that’s it?”


  “I have to think about it, Lauren.”


  “Okay.” She waited. “Is there anything I can say at all?”


  “Not now.”


  “Then I’ll go.”


  He nodded as though that was a good idea.


  She wanted to run from the building. Run back through campus to the other side where her apartment seemed the only safe place to hide. Though even there, she’d feel the pain. She couldn’t imagine anything hurting as much as this.




  Chapter Twelve


  


  Limbo only lasts so long. Lauren had picked up broken pieces of her life before, what did another time matter? Maybe Florida would be a better climate for love—more like her tropical island where she was never short on lovers.


  She began packing four days after Sean pushed her coldly aside, a day after she gave her department notice, and the pharmaceutical company her decision to take the job. She figured four days was long enough for any man to make up his mind. His silence was answer enough.


  It was nearly ten o’clock in evening now. She’d argued all day with Betsy, who insisted she inform Sean of her plans.


  “He’ll find out soon enough,” she said. “He’s in the bio department too, you know.”


  “But he needs to hear it from you.”


  “Well, guess what? If the man can’t forgive this more easily, then he’s not husband material in my book. I won’t waste any more time on him, and I won’t work at the University where I’ll run into him every time I turn around. I don’t need the reminder, or the pain.”


  “You have it bad for him, Lauren. You can’t go without saying something.”


  “Yes, I can. Just like he can leave me hanging in his office. I won’t embarrassment myself.”


  “You could slip a note under his door or in the mailbox. ‘Just saying goodbye.’”


  “Yes, I could, but I won’t.”


  They left it there, unhappily, and Lauren returned to her apartment and started packing. She still had ten days before she had to leave, but there was a lot she needed to do before she left. Ten days would hardly be enough time to get it all finished. Besides, packing made the reality more undeniable, the need to move on even more clear.


  


  At ten, she heard a knock on her door and knew it was Betsy coming back to argue her point again. She almost refused to answer, but the second knock sent her straight to the door. As it flew open wide, Lauren was set to blast her friend with another lecture in minding her own business, but she was immediately silenced. It was Sean, not Betsy, waiting for an invitation to enter.


  Lauren looked for the spanking paddle in his hand, and for an instant the moment melted into one from the past, that last night in her hut on Pearl Island. But now, his hand was empty. Just Sean, plain old Sean in jeans and a white tee shirt and a tweed sport coat. He was pretty handsome—hair freshly cut and green eyes somber but not angry in the slightest.


  Good lord, what was she thinking, the man had just left her to stew in a painful silence for four days. She should be pissed. And yet, she was as on edge as she’d been when she raced to the Annex four days before.


  “May I come in?” he asked.


  “Sure.”


  The living room was cluttered with boxes, things torn from the walls, the couch full of books and trinkets. She whisked away enough so there was a place for him to sit.


  “Want a beer?” she asked.


  “Naw, I don’t think so.”


  She smiled and took the only empty chair across from him.


  “Already packing?” he looked around curiously.


  “Yes. You heard about the job?”


  “I did today.”


  “Great opportunity. Would put me back in the South Seas, or Africa, South America… they need people all over the world.”


  “Sounds good.”


  “So, you just came to say goodbye?” she wondered.


  “Yes. And I heard something today I thought you should know first hand, from me. You’ll probably hear about it tomorrow. But…” he cleared his throat nervously. “I’m going back to Pearl. The project has been refunded with a decent budget so we can set up better facilities and I can hire a larger team.”


  “That’s wonderful.”


  “I’d like you with me, Lauren.”


  She sat back shocked. “You want me?”


  “You didn’t finish your work. This is the perfect opportunity to not only finish what you began, but expand on it. We both know there’s a lot left to research on Damage Island alone.”


  “You’re kidding?”


  “No, I’m not.”


  She bit her lip while she took a minute to consider the offer, though she knew as soon as it was made what her answer had to be.


  “I can’t, Sean.”


  “Why not?”


  “I couldn’t work with you again, no, no, that would be impossible,” she shook her head.


  “Maybe you should let me finish the offer.”


  “There’s more?”


  “Yeah, there’s more. There’s having me. That is, if I didn’t screw up my chances by waiting too long and you’re willing to settle things over my lap. I admit, I’m a hard ass—, as you know. I’m sure I overreacted to your research paper. I can’t say I didn’t feel betrayed, but not enough to throw away a good relationship, and I think we have that. Or at least have the promise of one. The plain truth is, I love you.”


  Lauren was astounded. It took some seconds for the message to sink in, and when it did, she wanted to laugh, cry and shout all at the same time. “You’re really serious? You’re not kidding? You’re not mad anymore and you don’t hate me?”


  “No, sweetie, I’m so much in love with you, I can’t see straight.”


  Lauren jumped from the chair and into his lap. “You know, I should be pissed at you, but…” they were kissing. One long, wide-open mouth kiss, with hands moving effortlessly over clothes and flesh, searching for skin, Sean seeking Lauren’s rear cheeks for a squeeze, Lauren after the man’s dick.


  “Wait a minute,” he stopped abruptly. “About that spanking.”


  “Spanking?”


  “Yes. The one you offered me as penance a few days ago?”


  “You want that now?”


  “You have a hairbrush?”


  She snapped to attention. “Oh, I have a dreadful hairbrush. You don’t want to use that.”


  “Oh, I think I do. Go get it.”


  “But I want to kiss for a while,” she planted a dozen on his mouth so he couldn’t talk, and until Sean started to push her away.


  “Go get it now. We have a lot to do tonight.”


  Ah, she could already feel her ass tingle, but the brush. It had a sleek oak back and the round end was rather large… She trembled nervously at the thought of it striking her behind, but nonetheless, she moved quickly to the bedroom and swiped it from her dresser.


  “Please go lightly,” she pleaded as she handed it to the man on the couch.


  “No. I’m not going to go lightly at all,” he said in a distinctly masterful tone. “I’m going to give it to you hard, and then I have a surprise afterwards.”


  “What’s that?” she wondered, thinking dreadfully anxious thoughts.


  “It’s a surprise, my dear, now get your little ass down here.”


  Lauren fell over Sean’s lap, while he guided her into place, and her ass end was exactly where he wanted it, a little to the right where his hand could easily smack her with the brush.


  He admired the sturdy thing for a second, and then her bottom as he pulled up her skirt and peeled her panties off the creamy beige skin. She’d been tanner the last time he’d seen these lovely mounds, but the brush would soon give her skin a good deep tanning she’d not forget, even if the blush would die away in an hour’s time.


  Grasping her firmly about the waist, since he expected her to fight him before it was over, he spanked her briskly, watching her flesh jiggle, and the swats turn the skin pink, then a deeper hue, close to the color of a blush rose.


  Shy of sixty seconds, her bottom stung like the worst sunburn she’d ever had, and she was rocking uproariously on the muscled thighs supporting her.


  “Oh, my god, I’ve forgotten,” she finally blared when she couldn’t hold back any longer.


  “Well, you won’t after this,” he said.


  And he was right. He pelted her nastily, the skin soon turning scarlet, while the young woman squirmed frantically. “Please, no more,” she started to wail.


  Though her desperate cries made him pause briefly, he wasn’t finished. This spanking would not be over quickly.


  “Oh, yes, that’s better,” she tried climbing off his lap thinking the ordeal was over, but Sean hung on tightly.


  “Oh, no you don’t, you’re not done—not by a long shot.”


  He started again peppering her ass with dozens of cracks that smacked and skipped and jolted off her behind. A little pause, the sensation turned erotic, but that faded quickly once he laid in again. Three, four, five times. When it was over, she wouldn’t remember how many times he paused and started in again. All she’d feel was a blistering fire that would not quickly disappear.


  “So, have you had enough?” he finally asked as he was slowing.


  She couldn’t answer, because she didn’t know. It was feeling so damned good, she didn’t mind him starting up another two times. When she finally implored him to end it—the skin was just too rough, he lay the hairbrush beside him and massaged the sore flesh.


  “Oh, yes, let’s go to bed.”


  “Not so fast. Remember my surprise?”


  Surprise? She could think of a thousand things, but not the one that finally shocked her. After pushing her back to her comfy chair, Sean retreated to her front door, and opening it, he found a long flower box just outside, which, on returning to the living room, he presented to Lauren with a devious gleam in his eye. “My peace offering.”


  She was thinking roses. And by then, her hot ass was so erotically charged, she was swimming in lust and joy and happiness. She read the card, Sean’s words of love; and on opening her present, she found a dozen scarlet roses with an aroma so sweet she thought she could taste it on her tongue. Drawing them out, her body shook first with glee, but then in mortal terror as she spied a handsome cane under the fern and the baby’s breath.


  “Oh, my,” the sight of Betsy’s animated face came to mind as her friend talked about Joellen’s bamboo cane.


  “I think it’s time I introduced the worst I have to offer. Before you make any decisions about going back to Pearl with me, you’d better understand me loud and clear.” He wasn’t smiling anymore, his face still pleasant, but grim and his voice stern. “You’ll get this now for lying to me about your work, and we’ll keep it handy if you ever lie to me again.”


  She drew in a deep and anxious breath.


  Realizing the awesome length of the sleek bamboo rod, she observed rightly, “You can’t do this over your lap, can you?”


  “No, I can’t. How about over the back of your chair?”


  Lauren agreed by rising to her feet. She was moving on adrenaline and fear, and the strangest erotic thrill she’d ever had. She thought of the marks that Betsy mentioned and envisioned her own. She wouldn’t tell him, but she could hope there might be some leftover that wouldn’t fade away in a night, ones she could see in the mirror, that to touch would make her body quake with excitement.


  The top of her chair was soft, the cotton fabric stuffed so full that her crotch rested comfortably, and her feet could still touch the floor. She placed her hands on the seat at Sean’s prompting.


  “Don’t you dare try to cover your behind or your hands could get hurt,” he warned. “The cane’s for your ass alone.”


  She struck the pose, knowing that her legs were weak and her heart was fluttering madly, and she didn’t think she get through this without screaming. But she wanted to. She wanted to take it hard for having hurt him so. If this would make things right, then she deserved every cut that landed.


  “Twelve,” he announced as he cleared his throat and took his position behind her. He’d taken off his sportcoat and folded it over the back of the sofa. He cut a rougher figure in just a tee shirt and jeans. She eyed his hefty belt, sort of wishing he were using that, not the shiny reed he held so commandingly in his palm.


  Clenching her cheeks tightly, she waited in silence, then winced as the air suddenly screamed with the swoosh of the cane slicing it in two. The bamboo landed and the pain was instantaneous, searing her skin with the sensation radiating outward. It seemed to climb up her spine and down her arms to the fingers digging into the seat of her chair.


  Another landed, placed just below the first, and she gasped audibly, but there was still no scream.


  Another followed and another and four crisp ones—fast and not as hard. Then Sean paused. Once she caught her breath, she could feel him about to start again and her body tensed in fear. The sensation was incredible, the pain wrenching, and yet, with this, too, there was a delirious eroticism swimming through her lower body. The last four cuts were sharp, strong and ruthless. It wouldn’t surprise her if these left the welts she longed for. Though she dreaded each one, they seemed to go by quickly and were almost done too soon.


  Before she could catch her breath, Sean’s hand was on her ass, giving it a firm and tender massage. “Are you going to forget my message?” he asked.


  “No, no sir.”


  “Good. No lies, Lauren. Not about anything. You lie, it’s the cane, and I’m likely to go on for another dozen, if you ever piss me off like you did this time. Do you have that clear?”


  “I do.”


  “Good. Now, let’s go to bed.”


  There were no words sweeter than these were, or hands kinder than the ones that lifted her to her feet. His smile couldn’t have be more warming, or his body more inviting. The kisses were long, the screwing wild. He gained a certain knowledge of her ass that he hadn’t had before. They were lovers and friends again, and it was a peaceful night. No wind. No rain. No typhoon ripping their lives asunder. Just calm, and peace, and plenty of raucous sex.


  “You think it’s safe to go back to the Pearl Islands?” she asked some time after midnight—this was the only question in her thoughts.


  “About as safe as it’s ever been.”


  “What about Damage?”


  “Actually, after my last experience there, I’m rethinking the name.”


  “How about Paradise?” she said, recalling their very sexual afternoon on the beach.


  “That would work. Or Honeymoon Island, how would that be?” he wondered.


  “Honeymoon? As in what happens after you get married?”


  “Sounds plausible to me,” he replied.


  She thought about it for just a second—it took no more time than that to respond. “Long as it’s not your Captain Patrick marrying us, I think that works for me.”


  Sean laughed while squeezing her sore ass and giving her lips a kiss.


  Lauren still hadn’t see the results of the cane—whether her ass was marked or she’d find the skin unblemished in the morning. But perhaps the mark that Sean McDonough made on her life was more important anyway. It was certainly deep, cutting cleaning through her heart and everywhere that mattered, one she knew would last forever and never fade.
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