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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


 


She knew she was driving too fast. Way too
fast. The speed limit was seventy-five on this stretch of highway
and the speedometer was hovering just under one hundred. Frank
would kill her if he knew. But then, she was driving away from
Frank so he wasn’t going to get the chance to know about this.

Maggie was driving so fast to put as much
distance between her and Frank before he woke up. She had an
irrational fear that he would get in his car and follow her, come
after her, and then drag her back to their small home that sat on a
five acre lot in southern California. She needed to get far away,
and she needed to do it as fast as possible.

She pushed her dark brown hair behind her
ears and glanced up at the rear view mirror. All she could see were
headlights from the cars that were far behind her. She told herself
to calm down, to slow down. There was no way Frank was coming after
her. He wouldn’t have any idea in which direction she was headed;
most likely he’d think she’d be headed for her parent’s home in
Chicago.

Maggie tried to think how Frank would react
when he awoke and found the note she left on the kitchen table. It
was a very short note, saying only that she was leaving him and
that he should not come looking for her. She thought he’d first
call Emily, her best friend. That’s where he’d expect her run to.
Then he’d call her few other friends, and after that he’d call her
folks in Chicago. But no matter who he called, he’d strike out on
every single one. No one knew where she was going, including
herself.

She had planned this very carefully. Running
to a women’s shelter was not for her. Those places usually required
that you undergo some sort of counseling or psychiatric evaluation.
Maggie knew she didn’t need that. She knew exactly why her marriage
failed and she knew she should have left Frank no later than after
the second time he’d beaten her. Probably after the first time. But
she always went with the old saying: The first time someone hurts
you, it’s their fault; the second time that person hurts you, it’s
your fault.

Well, by that reasoning it was pretty much
all her fault. Because Frank had hurt her again and again and
again. Frank had hurt her so many times that she had long since
lost count. She felt like she’d wasted the last three years of her
life by staying with him, hoping that she could change him. Her
father was right; leopards don’t change their spots and tigers
don’t change their stripes. But she had loved Frank and was sure
that he would change, but instead he’d beaten the love right out of
her. She felt nothing for Frank anymore.

Frank was always remorseful after beating
her. He would hug her, kiss her, tell her he was sorry and promise
that it would never happen again. Frank would be a model husband
for the next three or four days and then the downward spiral would
begin again and something, anything, would set him off and it would
all start over again.

Maggie had spent the last six months
planning her departure. Once she made up her mind to leave Frank,
once she had faced the fact that her marriage was over, that Frank
would never change, that she no longer loved him and therefore was
done trying to convince herself that she could change him, she
slowly began the process of leaving him in such a way that it would
be difficult for Frank to find her. It wouldn’t be impossible to
find her, but Frank didn’t have the computer skills to hunt her
down.

Having calmed herself down by thinking
rationally about the virtual impossibility of Frank tailing her,
Maggie slowed her SUV down to a respectable eighty miles an hour,
just five miles over the speed limit. As she drove, she sipped at
her coffee mug, thinking over all the steps she’d taken in the last
six months.

 


The first thing she did was quietly revert
back to her maiden name. It wasn’t difficult; she had gone to
nursing school before she married Frank Osborn and her nursing
degree was in her maiden name of Margaret Mallory. She had been
working at a regional medical center and had used her married name
when she first got the job. But it would be easy to get another job
under her maiden name for any future employment.

Her driver’s license and credit cards had
all been under Margaret Osborn. She had gone to the motor vehicle
department and claimed she lost her license. Telling the clerk that
she was now divorced and wanted her new license under her maiden
name, she had used a copy of her nursing degree and her birth
certificate to get a new one.

By claiming the original license was lost,
she did not have to surrender it. It sat in her wallet with the new
license tucked behind it. If Frank should ever go in her wallet he
would see the old one and never think to check what was behind
it.

Once she had the driver’s license she
obtained a mailbox at one of the mail center stores that used a
street address with what appeared to be an apartment number. Then
she opened an online checking account in her maiden name. She did
not order paper checks and had the credit card and debit card sent
to her new mailbox address.

The next step had been to apply for a few
other bank credit cards. She began to have her paychecks deposited
directly to her online account. Frank had made this part very easy.
He always had a thing about the man supporting his family and
providing all necessities. Frank felt it was demeaning for a man to
have his wife contribute to expenses. He told her she could save
all her money for vacations or their old age.

Then it was time to pack her clothes and the
things she was not willing to leave behind. Maggie went to the
local thrift shop and bought several items of clothing. She
purchased blouses, skirts, pants, and dresses. When Frank was at
work, she packed the clothes in her closet into her suitcases and
then hung the clothes from the thrift store in her closet and
placed some of them in her drawers. Frank never noticed the
difference in clothes.

Maggie wasn’t overly attached to her
furniture or other household goods. All of those things were
replaceable and she had enough money in the bank to buy whatever
she needed after she found a place where she could settle down. She
packed up her old photo albums and other mementoes in a box and
shipped them to her parents for safekeeping. They knew she was
leaving Frank.

The last step was to purchase a new cell
phone that Frank did not know about. For this she recruited her
friend Emily. They went to the cell phone store and Maggie picked
out the latest and greatest Smartphone. It had unlimited calls and
unlimited data usage. It was purchased under Emily’s name and
Maggie paid for one year of service. Emily took it home with her so
there would be no possibility of Frank finding it. She already had
Maggie’s new laptop at her house.

Maggie gave her two week notice at the
medical center. After her last day, she went home and cooked
dinner. She made lasagna, thinking it would be the final meal she’d
ever cook for Frank. There would be enough leftovers to feed him
through the weekend.

All she had to do was get through Friday
night until Frank fell asleep. Then she would take her suitcases
out to the car, drive to Emily’s to pick up the new laptop and cell
phone, and take off.

She wasn’t worried about waking up Frank. He
always got drunk on Friday night and passed out after they had sex.
Frank slept in on Saturdays since he didn’t have to be at work
until noon. Frank was the sales manager and half owner of a large
auto dealership and always worked weekends. Her biggest concern on
her last night with Frank was that he would beat her.

Friday nights had become the most often
night that Frank beat her. It was a night that generally consisted
of him getting drunk, accusing her of cheating on him, and using
him for his money. She would try and soothe him, assure him that
she loved him and would never cheat on him. But Frank never
listened to her protests, and eventually would strike her, usually
slapping her across the face.

Then the blows would continue, raining down
on her head and shoulders as she cowered in a ball on the sofa or
in a corner. She had learned not to fight back. That always made it
worse. Frank would then have to show her that he was in charge,
that he was stronger than her, and there was no way she could
win.

 


Maggie recalled how horribly wrong the night
had gone. Dinner was fine; Frank loved her lasagna and ate his fill
along with garlic bread and a salad. Then they sat down to watch
television and Frank started drinking his bourbon. By the time the
news was over Frank had consumed more than half the bottle. His
speech was slurred and Maggie made sure not to say anything at all
unless Frank spoke directly to her.

She was scared, just like she was every
Friday night. When the news was over she got up and started to head
for the bedroom.

Frank grabbed her arm roughly and asked,
“Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

“I just thought I’d go and change, get ready
for bed.” Maggie tried to give him a smile as she pretended that
everything was all right.

“You’ll get ready when I say. Now sit back
down,” he snarled at her.

Maggie smiled again and reached out her hand
to caress his chest. “I wanted to get ready for you, honey. But
I’ll sit with you until you’re ready to go to bed.”

She never saw it coming. The blow across her
brow hit the corner of her eye and knocked her down so she fell
across him onto the sofa. It felt like he had punched her, though
she knew he had just back handed her very hard.

Maggie felt her eye swelling shut. Before
she could curl herself up in a tight ball, Frank got up and pounded
her ribs, cracking one of them. He jammed his knee into her lower
back bruising her kidney. Then he just hit, slapped, and punched
until he ran out of steam.

Frank finally sat down on the sofa. After a
long while he put his face in his hands and started mumbling how
sorry he was. He put his hand out and gently touched Maggie’s hip.
When she flinched at his touch, he began to cry. “Oh, Maggie baby.
I don’t know what the hell came over me. I’m so sorry baby. Please
tell me you still love me. I promise it will never happen
again.”

He sounded so sincere. Maggie almost
believed him. She knew that it would never happen again. But not
because of his promises. She knew because once he passed out, she
was leaving. Leaving him for good.

“Maggie baby, come on, honey. You know I
love you. Tell me you love me; tell me you’ll forgive me. I’m sorry
baby, I’m so sorry.”

Maggie could not bring herself to tell him
what he wanted to hear. She was crying, she was in pain, and she
was having a hard time breathing. She knew at least one rib was
cracked. If he expected to have sex now, she knew it would be
almost impossible for her. She was afraid if she refused he would
end up in another rage.

Frank stood, bent over, and picked her up.
He carried her to the bedroom, murmuring words of love and remorse.
He laid her on the bed and she winced in pain. Frank continued to
talk softly and undressed her. He undressed himself and got in the
bed on his side and touched her.

She flinched and then forced herself to
relax. But every breath hurt. As Frank continued to run his hand
over her naked body, he drifted off into a drunken sleep. It was
just as well, his dick was as limp as a dishrag.

Maggie waited a half hour and then painfully
got up. She went to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Oh my
god! She thought this was the worst Frank had ever hurt her.
Her right eye was swollen completely shut and turning a very deep
purple color. Her jaw was swollen as well, though she could move it
without much pain. She looked at her ribcage and saw the
discoloring there and more swelling.

Maggie opened the bottom drawer of the
bathroom vanity and pulled out the first aid kit. She carefully
wrapped her ribs as best as she could. Then she went to the kitchen
and got two ice packs for her eye and jaw. She sat on the sofa and
iced the injuries to her face for about fifteen minutes.

She got dressed, moving slowly, and taking
shallow breaths. She quietly went into her closet and pulled out
the largest suitcase. It hurt her cracked rib to pick it up, so she
dragged it across the carpet to the front door. The other suitcases
were in the closet of the second bedroom and she got those and put
them next to the first one.

She had to rest then, so she sat down and
put ice on her facial injuries again for another ten minutes.

Maggie opened the front door and one by one,
she rolled the suitcases to her SUV and stowed them in the back.
She went back inside, grabbed two coats, one heavy one and one
lighter one. Then she picked up her purse and keys and took
everything out to the car.

Her heart was pounding in fear that Frank
would wake up and demand to know what the hell she was doing. With
each breath and each beat of her heart, she felt like her cracked
rib was about to puncture her lung. She longed to take a deep
cleansing breath, but knew that would cause more pain than she
could endure. Not to mention the strain it would put on the
rib.

Maggie went back inside one last time. She
tiptoed into the bedroom to check on Frank. He was lying there,
with his mouth open, snoring loudly. She was safe.

In the kitchen she quickly wrote her note to
him. She took a quick look around and wondered if there was
anything she wanted to take that she hadn’t thought of. In the
living room, she saw the soft afghan her mother had made her last
Christmas. It was made from soft yarn of rich browns mixed in with
deep reds. No way was she leaving that with Frank.

Holding the afghan to her chest, Maggie left
the little house for the last time. She closed the door softly,
locked it, and made her way to the car.

The driveway sloped away from the house; it
was a good fifty feet long. Maggie put the car in neutral and let
it roll down the driveway before she started the engine. Frank
probably wouldn’t hear the engine in his drunken stupor, but she
wasn’t taking any unnecessary chances.

Her friend Emily lived about twenty minutes
away. She lived with her mother and two children in the same house
she had grown up in. Emily was divorced from her abusive husband
and had been urging Maggie to leave Frank for nearly three
years.

Emily came out of her house to see why
Maggie was taking so long to get out of the car. As she got closer,
she could tell Maggie was in pain. She ran to the car to help her
friend and stopped, staring in horror when she saw Maggie’s
face.

“What the hell did that bastard do to you!?”
She cried out.

“I’m okay, Emily,” Maggie said. “It wasn’t a
good night, but I’m okay.”

“Come in the house and let me take a look at
you.” Emily was also a nurse; the two women had met in nursing
school and become fast friends.

“Emily, I can’t. If Frank wakes up and finds
me gone, this is the first place he’ll look. I’ll just grab the
laptop and cell phone.”

Emily looked at her friend and shook her
head. “You stay here; I’ll get your stuff and bring it out.”

She ran inside and came back out with not
only the laptop and cell phone, but a small cooler and a travel mug
of coffee. Inside the cooler were a half dozen bottles of water and
a couple of sandwiches. Emily slid into the passenger seat and
tried to gauge if her friend was really up to a long night of
driving. Maggie really didn’t look too good and now Emily noticed
that she wasn’t breathing normally.

“Where else are you hurt?” She asked.

“I think he cracked one of my ribs. It hurts
to breathe, but I’m sure it’s just cracked. I wrapped up my
ribcage. It’ll be okay.”

“Maggie, why don’t you put your car in my
garage and spend the night here? You can rest and get started
tomorrow after you know Frank is at work.”

“No, I can’t. Thanks Emily, but I have to go
tonight. For all I know he’ll call in sick tomorrow and start
looking for me. I can’t risk it.”

“All right, Maggie. I want you to call me
every hour on that new cell phone and let me know that you’re all
right.” She put the cooler on the passenger seat when she got
out.

Emily walked over to the driver’s side and
opened the door. She leaned inside and gave Maggie a very gentle
hug. “Stay in touch, Maggie. Drive safely and don’t push yourself
too hard. If you get tired try to stop at a hotel that has an
underground garage so your car won’t be easily spotted.”

“I will, but I’m not going to call you every
hour; you need to get your sleep. Don’t worry, I’ll call you
tomorrow. Thanks for all your help.”

Both women were on the verge of crying, but
both stayed strong and Maggie put her car in gear and drove towards
the freeway. North, she thought. I’ll head north. Frank
will think I’m going east towards Chicago, so I’ll head
north.

 


By Monday evening Maggie was in Wyoming near
the Montana border and saw an exit sign for a town called Blue
Moon. She took the exit and followed the sign that said Blue Moon
was twenty-one miles to the west.

When she approached the edge of town she saw
the Welcome to Blue Moon sign stating a population of less than ten
thousand. As she drove through the small town, Maggie thought she
liked it. She was about thirteen or fourteen hundred miles from
Frank and that should be enough. He would never think to look for
her in a little town like this.

Five minutes later she was at the other end
of Blue Moon and she made a U-turn to drive through the main street
again. She spotted a series of white washed cottages with a corny
sign that read Home Sweet Home. A neon vacancy sign flashed on and
off. Below that, another sign said ‘Comfy, cozy cottages. Daily,
weekly, or monthly rates available.’

The property was clean and well maintained.
Each cottage had pretty flowers planted in the front and along one
side. The other side had a covered car port.

Maggie parked at the front office, which was
another cottage, and went inside. It was dimly lit inside the
office and Maggie removed her sunglasses. Her eye was no longer
swollen shut, but it still had some swelling and the blue and
purple colors were vivid.

“Welcome to Home Sweet Home. Would you like
a cottage for the night?” The woman behind the small counter looked
about sixty-five years old and the badge pinned to her blouse said
her name was Nancy. “Why, whatever happened to your eye? You ought
to run over to the clinic and have Doc Spencer take a look at
that.”

Maggie smiled, ignored the reference to her
eye, and asked, “What are your rates?”

“Will you be staying just the night or a
little longer?” Nancy asked.

“I’m not sure how long I’ll be staying.
Maybe we’ll start with a week. What’s the rate for a week?”

Nancy pushed a laminated rate sheet across
the counter so Maggie could read them all. All the cottages
appeared to be two bedrooms with one bath, a living area, and a
kitchenette complete with range/oven, fridge, and microwave. Each
cottage had a stackable washer/dryer unit in a closet. The rates
were more than reasonable and Maggie decided to take a week and if
all worked out, then she could extend it for a longer time.

“If there’s one available near the rear of
the property, I’d prefer that.”

Nancy answered, “The last two on the left
side are both empty; you can have your pick. They’re all furnished
the same and have the same layouts.”

“I’ll take the last one, thank you.”

Nancy gave Maggie a registration card to
fill out, got the key off the hook on the wall, handed it to Maggie
and said, “Just park in the carport, there’s a side door for easy
loading and unloading. Let me know if you need anything else, Ms.
Mallory.”

Maggie smiled at the older woman and said,
“Thanks, right now I just need some sleep.”

“I don’t want to meddle and tell you what to
do,” Nancy said. “But that eye looks pretty bad, the clinic is just
down the street a few blocks and Doc Spencer will be happy to look
at it for you.”

“Maybe tomorrow. I just want to settle in
and sleep now.” Maggie was not feeling well. Her rib hurt like
hell. She knew she was exhausted and she knew she had not eaten
nearly enough over the last three days. She had no energy for
finding food and drove to her little cottage.

After parking she opened the side door and
peeked inside. She was surprised at the homey furnishings. A small
pretty sofa upholstered in a flowery pattern, a matching chair,
coffee table, an end table with a lamp, and a television set were
in the living area. On one wall next to the kitchenette, was a
small, round dining table with two chairs.

Maggie walked to the first bedroom and found
a queen sized bed with what looked like a homemade quilt. A night
stand, chest of drawers, and tiny clothes closet completed the
small space. The second bedroom was identical in furnishings, but
it was a little bigger, had a small desk with internet access, and
was closer to the bathroom. Maggie decided this would be her
bedroom.

The bath was small with just a shower, no
tub. The sink and toilet filled the rest of the space. There’d be
no long soaking baths taken here. But that was all right, Maggie
was a shower type of girl.

The kitchenette was the tiniest kitchen
Maggie had ever seen. Though the design made use of every inch of
space, there was barely room to move around. The fridge was an
under the counter model, the range/oven was very small, and the
microwave was a small counter model. The double stainless steel
sink looked like it could handle only three or four dishes at a
time. But it would do for now.

All in all, Maggie found the cottage
charming and it was just what she needed now.

She went back outside and began moving her
suitcases in. Then she brought in her laptop and the afghan her
mother had made. Maggie locked the car and for a moment had a
little dizzy spell. Sleep, she thought, I need to sleep.

Inside, back in the bedroom, Maggie didn’t
even bother to unpack. She stripped her clothes off, lay down on
the pretty quilt and covered herself with the afghan.

 





 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


 


Maggie woke up to a banging on the front
door. She was a little disoriented at first, not sure where she
was. As she looked around, she remembered. The cottage, she had
rented the cottage for a week.

Flinging off the afghan, she realized she
was naked and as quickly as she could with her sore rib, put on the
same clothes she wore the day before. Nothing else was
unpacked.

She peeked out the front window to see who
it was before she opened the door. Nancy was standing there with a
worried look on her face. Maggie opened up and asked, “Is something
wrong?”

Nancy smiled and said, “No, nothing at all.
I just brought you over some of the sticky buns I made this
morning. You never went out for supper last night and I thought you
might be hungry.”

Maggie took the offered plate that had four
of the sticky buns covered with clear food wrap. “That’s very kind
of you, Ms…uh, Nancy. Thank you, would you like to come in?”

“No, I’m sure you’d like to get settled in.
I don’t normally bring breakfast to my cottage guests, but you
looked so tired last night and I guess I was worried about you with
that big ol’ black eye of yours. It’s not looking much better, by
the way. You best get on over to Doc Spencer once you’ve got
yourself ready for the day.”

“Well, thanks again,” Maggie said. “I’ll be
going to get some groceries later and I’ll think about going to the
clinic.”

Nancy left and Maggie stood there thinking
about all she’d heard and read about small town life. Everybody
knows everyone and their business. Was this really where she wanted
to be? She wasn’t sure, but she’d paid for a week and if nothing
else, she would take the week to heal and think about what she
wanted for her future.

Maggie went to the kitchen and got a fork.
She sat down at the small dining table and ate two of the sticky
buns. They were delicious. Nancy might be a little busybody but she
sure knew how to make sticky buns.

Maggie put the other two buns in the fridge
and then began to unpack. She hung up her blouses, pants, dresses,
and skirts. Jeans, t-shirts, and underwear were folded and put away
in the chest of drawers. She put her makeup on the little shelf in
the bathroom under the medicine cabinet and set out her soap,
shampoo and conditioner on the rack hanging from the showerhead

Within an hour she was done and put her
suitcases away in the closet of the other bedroom. She set up her
laptop on the little desk and checked her new email. There were two
emails from Emily. Frank had still not called Emily to ask if she
knew where Maggie was

Maggie replied, told Emily she was safe and
all was well. Maggie was reluctant to tell her friend exactly where
she was. If Frank did ask Emily if she knew where Maggie was, it
would be better if Emily didn’t have to lie. Maggie wondered if
Frank didn’t really care that she had left.

Next, Maggie called her parents. All she
told them about her location was that she was in a small town in a
western state. She would give them more information later when she
felt safe from Frank. It was a long conversation, taking nearly an
hour, but she had to keep assuring her mother that she was all
right

Finally, with the morning nearly gone,
Maggie got in her SUV and drove around town looking for a grocery
store. There was a small one not too far from the cottages and she
stopped there and slowly walked up and down the aisles, picking
things that would be easy to cook. She bought cans of soup, some
cereal, milk, eggs, butter, bread, lunchmeat for sandwiches, and
some frozen dinners that she could pop in the microwave. The tiny
kitchenette was too small to do any real cooking.

With her cart loaded with enough food to
last the week, Maggie headed for the checkout counter. She paused
when she felt another wave of dizziness wash over her. Hmm, this
isn’t good. Hopefully, I just need more food.

At the checkout, Maggie was digging in her
purse to pay for her purchases when she felt dizzy again. She
swayed slightly, heard the lady behind the counter ask if she was
all right, and then everything went black as she slid to the
floor.

 


When Maggie opened her eyes she knew
immediately she was in a hospital. She looked around and saw an
extremely handsome doctor standing by her bedside. He had dark
blonde hair, gray eyes, and was tall. He looked muscular under his
doctor’s coat, with a deep chest and flat abdomen. She guessed him
to be about thirty-five years old. Yummy, Maggie
thought.

“What happened?” She asked.

“You fainted at the grocery store. Tom
Peterson put you in his truck and drove you over here to the
clinic.”

“I fainted? Why?”

“I have an idea why. You’re anemic; your
blood pressure was low, though it seems to be coming up now. You’re
dehydrated, and I think you’re basically just run down. You
obviously have not been taking care of yourself, Ms. Mallory.”

Maggie thought he sounded much too stern for
such a young doctor. “Well, I’ve been driving for a couple of days
so I’ve probably not eaten as well as I should have.”

“I want to know how you got that black
eye.”

“Uh, well…I, uh, I walked into a door.”
Maggie lied. There was no way she was going to tell a small town
doctor her personal business.

Spence looked at his pretty patient and
shook his head. “I don’t think so, that’s not the kind of injury a
door does. What about your cracked rib? Are you going to tell me
the truth? Or would you like me to tell you how I think it
happened?”

“It really isn’t any of your business how it
happened. It’s been four or five days and it’s not as bad as it
was. I’d like to leave now.”

“I’m not releasing you yet. I’d like you to
stay overnight for observation. Whoever walloped you did some
damage, it might be why you fainted. You might have a torn retina,
but there’s too much blood to be able to tell.”

“I don’t want to stay here,” Maggie said.
“I’ll just go back to my little cottage and rest there.” She
started to get off the bed but felt dizzy again and had to lie back
down.

“You won’t be going anywhere, Ms. Mallory,”
Spence said. “You’re in no condition to leave so just lean back and
rest. I’ll be in later to check on you.”

With that, Doc Spencer left Maggie alone.
She was mad now. Who the hell did that overbearing oaf think he
was? She’d be fine if she could just get back to her cottage.

Maggie noticed the IV in her arm and looked
up at the saline bag hanging from the IV pole. They were hydrating
her. She made up her mind to wait until the bag was empty and then
she’d remove the IV from her arm and leave the clinic. She’d have
to walk back to the cottage since Tom Peterson, whoever he was, had
taken her to the clinic.

She napped while waiting for the IV bag to
empty. When she woke up again she saw it was empty and sat up. Yes,
she did feel better. Maggie removed the tape from her arm and
pulled out the needle. She opened a drawer next to her bed and
found a Band-Aid to place over the puncture site.

She was still weak, but she didn’t get dizzy
as she slowly dressed herself. However, the whole dressing process
did exhaust her and she sat down in the chair to rest before she
began the walk back to her cottage.

 


Doctor Robert Spencer, known as Doc Spencer
or just Spence, sat in his small office at the clinic and wondered
about his reaction to the stranger with the black eye. Even with
the bruising and swelling, he could tell she was beautiful. He was
surprised how attracted to her he was. He had felt the stirrings of
desire when she tried to refuse to follow his orders, and he knew
she was mad when he had just walked out expecting her to docilely
accept his instructions.

He finished writing up his reports and went
to check on his newest patient. When he walked in her room he found
her asleep in the chair, dressed as if ready to leave the clinic.
Is she stupid? After I told her she might have a torn retina and
needs to spend the night here for observation?

Spence woke her up, none too gently. He
cleared his throat and loudly said, “Ms. Mallory, wake up!”

Maggie opened her eyes and saw Dr. Spencer
looming over her. Shit, I wanted to leave before this buffoon
came back.

“Ms. Mallory, please change back into your
hospital gown and get back in bed. You are in no condition to be
leaving the clinic.”

“You can’t force me to stay here. I want to
go back to my cottage, I feel better now and I’ll be fine.”

No one ever refused to follow Doc Spencer’s
orders. He had grown up in this town and when he returned after
completing medical school to practice here, many of the town’s
families came to him for their medical care. They trusted him
because he was one of them; they listened to him and did what he
told them to. To have this little snippet of a female refuse to
follow his orders rubbed him the wrong way.

“Ms. Mallory, you will change back into your
gown and get into bed or I will do it for you.”

Maggie had enough. “Doctor, you might be
able to order the people of this town around, but I am a nurse
practitioner and I know what I’m doing. I am leaving this clinic
and returning to my cottage.”

This time, Spence had enough. “Ms. Mallory,
I don’t care if you are a world famous brain surgeon. Now I suggest
you get back in that bed or I’ll turn you over my knee. Now, Ms.
Mallory.”

What?? Did he just threaten to spank me?

“I beg your pardon, Doctor Spencer, but you
are not my father, and I am not some misbehaving child. I am an
adult and able to make my own decisions.” Maggie got up and had to
fight not to fall back in the chair. She was not feeling quite as
well as she had thought.

Spence saw that she was on the verge of
falling and reached out to catch her. Maggie didn’t want his help
and swung her arm out to push him away. That movement caused her to
lose her balance and the next thing she knew she had fallen right
into his arms.

Hmmm, he smells so good. Maggie
quickly put that thought out of her mind and tried to stand on her
own. She was dizzy again and couldn’t fight the doctor as he guided
her to the bed.

Spence was wondering what the hell was wrong
with him, he had a raging hard on for a sick woman. Sure, she
smelled like heaven, but how unprofessional could he get? He needed
to put some distance between them. He buzzed for the nurse and when
she came into the room he asked her to get Ms. Mallory back into a
gown and settled in bed.

While the nurse took care of getting Maggie
changed, Spence prepared a very mild sedative and injected it into
Maggie’s arm. The damn fool woman didn’t know when to quit. She
needed to rest and if she was too stupid to realize it then he’d
just have to take care of her himself.

The nurse hung another bag of saline
solution and started a new IV. Maggie slept peacefully through the
night.

Meanwhile, Spence took her car keys and went
to the grocery store and moved her car to the clinic parking lot.
He was sure he’d be able to discharge ‘little miss nurse
practitioner who knew what she was doing’ the following day. He
didn’t really think she had a torn retina, though it was still a
possibility.

After moving the car to the clinic parking
lot, he went inside and checked on Ms. Mallory. She was sleeping
quietly; he made a few notes in her chart and went home. He’d be
back first thing in the morning before she could start a ruckus
about being sedated.

At his almost finished home, Spence grabbed
a beer and sat down to ponder about Ms. Mallory. She wasn’t really
his type and he wondered why he got a hard on every time he was
near her. That had never happened with a patient before and he’d
treated plenty of nice looking women. He thought Margaret Mallory
was more trouble than he’d want to be bothered with. He also would
like to know who had blackened her eye. Then he’d like to go and
beat the shit out of the guy.

Spence remembered when he had threatened to
turn her over his knee there had been a very brief flicker of fear
in her eyes. But it had turned to indignant anger and now he wasn’t
so sure if it was fear he had seen. Was she running from an abusive
relationship? He didn’t really need to get involved with that kind
of thing, but then again, he couldn’t deny the attraction he felt
for Nurse Practitioner Mallory.

He went into the kitchen and heated up some
leftover meatloaf his mother had given him when he had dinner with
her a few nights ago. The clinic could use a nurse practitioner. It
would take some of the burden off himself and Dr. Thomas. They were
the only doctors at the clinic, there were four nurses, and a
physical therapist. A nurse practitioner could see patients for all
the basic ailments and write prescriptions. The problem was the
clinic couldn’t pay much. He wondered if Ms. Mallory was just
passing through town or looking for a place to make her home.

After eating, he cleaned up, changed into
grubby clothes and went upstairs to work on the unfinished parts of
his new home. There were still two bedrooms and one bath to
complete before he could say he was done.

 


Maggie woke up at five in the morning. She
stretched, looked around and saw she was still in the clinic. That
damned bossy ass doctor! How dare he force her to stay against her
will! She pushed the buzzer for the nurse and waited.

“Good Morning, Ms. Mallory. How can I help
you?” Red asked. She of course had flaming red hair and green
eyes.

Maggie said, “I want to leave now. I feel
much better, can you please take the IV out?”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Mallory,” Red replied. “I
don’t have the authority to discharge you. But Doc Spencer will be
in by six. I can bring you something to eat if you’d like, there
are no restrictions on your diet.”

Maggie realized she was hungry and agreed to
a light breakfast as long as coffee was included. She ate it all
and then wished she’d asked for something more substantial. Yogurt
with granola and a small bowl of fruit didn’t quite cut it. The
coffee was good, far better than she expected from a clinic. She’d
have to go back to the grocery store and get some food on her way
to the cottage.

Spence walked in, “Good morning, how are you
feeling?” He got out his little pen light and looked in her eyes,
satisfied that the blood was dissipating. He looked at her chart
and noted that everything seemed to be normal. She still hadn’t
answered him.

With one brow raised he asked again, “How
are you feeling this morning?”

Maggie was still pissed off at him. Even
more pissed off since he had obviously sedated her. She looked at
him and wished he wasn’t so damn good looking. Her belly did little
flip flops and he was definitely someone she did not want to be
attracted to. In fact, she wasn’t interested in any kind of
relationship with any man.

Spence figured she was giving him the cold
shoulder. “As a nurse practitioner you should know the value of
proper communication between patient and doctor. Or is it that
you’re simply rude?”

“You had no right to sedate me without my
permission.” Maggie finally spoke.

“I made a medical decision to see to it that
you got the rest you needed. You obviously were unable to recognize
the fact that you were in no condition to leave here. I did nothing
illegal or unethical.”

“You threatened to spank me! I would think
that’s unethical. Do you threaten all your patients with a
spanking?” She nearly snarled at him.

Spence winked at her and said, “Only the
ones that act like they need a good spanking. And I will spank you
if you don’t take better care of yourself.”

Oh, he was so damn adorable when he winked!
She ignored his threat about spanking her if she didn’t take care
of herself. “I want to go home now, I feel much better.”

“I agree, all your vitals are stable and I
think it’s safe to discharge you now. I still would like to know
who gave you the black eye.”

Maggie sat up and began fiddling with her
IV, intending to remove it. Spence stepped closer and did it for
her. “Why don’t you want to tell me who did it?”

“You don’t know him, it’s over and I want to
forget it.”

“All right, I’m just going to suggest that
no matter what, you never go back to him.”

“I know, and I won’t. I’m done with
him.”

Spence left to give her privacy to get
dressed and to get the discharge paperwork completed.

Maggie was ready in a few minutes. She
actually felt better than she had since she’d left Frank. She was
looking forward to getting back to her cottage, emailing Emily, and
calling her parents.

When Maggie went to the nurses’ station, Doc
Spencer was no where around. Good, she thought to herself.
I don’t need to see him again.

She was grateful when she learned that her
car had been parked in the clinic lot. She went to the grocery
store, purchased all the items she had tried to buy when she
fainted, and then went to her cottage.

As she unloaded her groceries, Nancy came up
and asked how she was. “Land sakes! I sure am glad to see you’re
all right. I didn’t know what to think when I heard you fainted at
Peterson’s grocery store. There was speculation that maybe you’re
pregnant. Are you? Pregnant, I mean?”

“Hi Nancy. No, I’m not pregnant, just was a
little dehydrated and I guess I pushed myself too hard driving up
here. I’m fine now, I just need a little rest.”

 


Finally alone, Maggie checked her email; saw
Emily had written that Frank came by her house asking if she knew
where Maggie had gone. Emily had no idea, she’d told Frank and he
had not bothered her again.

She spoke to her parents and then decided to
check her old email and see if anyone else had sent her an
email.

There were over a dozen from Frank,
demanding to know where she was and when she’d be back. Some were
sweet, cajoling, begging her to come back to him. Others called her
a self-centered bitch and said he hoped never to see her again. She
saved every one of the nasty ones in case she needed them when she
filed for divorce.

While eating a sandwich for lunch, she
replied to a few emails from other friends who didn’t have her new
email. She was very vague about where she was. Then she decided to
go for a short walk and get a closer look at the town.

The rest of the day was spent resting,
napping on and off, watching television, and looking up nearby
medical centers at which she might be able to find a job.

While waiting for one of her frozen meals to
cook in the microwave, there was a knock on her door. She hoped it
wasn’t Nancy. Maggie liked the older woman but she was nosy and
Maggie wanted a quiet evening alone. She hoped the visitor would go
away if she didn’t answer.

But no, next there was a knock on the side
door that led to the carport. She might as well answer it and get
rid of whoever it was. Her car being in the carport pretty much
said she was in the cottage.

She opened the door and was surprised to see
not Nancy, but Doc Spencer. He gave her one of his charming grins
and just walked in.

“I just thought I’d stop in and check on
you, make sure you’re taking care of yourself.”

“That’s very nice of you, Dr. Spencer, but
I’ve been discharged and am no longer your patient. You don’t have
to worry about me.”

“Hmm…well, I do worry. Discharged or not,
you’re still my patient. Have you eaten today?”

Maggie let out a long sigh, “Yes, I have
eaten. I had a sandwich for lunch and my dinner is in the
microwave.”

“That doesn’t sound very healthy, Ms.
Mallory. Prepared meals are loaded with sodium and preservatives.
Why don’t you come out to dinner with me so I can be sure you’re
eating a healthy meal?”

“No, thank you. I’m really a bit tired and
would like to get to bed early.” She opened the door, hoping he
would take the hint and leave.

“You’re really giving me no choice but to
follow through with my threat of giving you a spanking.” Spence was
half joking but he was sure he saw that flash of fear in her eyes
again.

“I want you to leave now, Dr. Spencer. I
don’t appreciate your spanking references. I am not a child and I
will not be treated like one.”

Spence couldn’t help himself. The fear was
back in her eyes as though she wasn’t sure what she’d do if he
didn’t leave. He leaned towards her and gently kissed her
mouth.

Maggie was surprised at how soft his kiss
felt. She felt his tongue slip into her mouth and she touched it
with her tongue. It felt nice, good.

Spence wrapped her in his arms and deepened
the kiss. Her hands were trapped between them, resting on his solid
chest. She shouldn’t be doing this, she was still married. Just
because she’d left her husband didn’t mean she should fall into bed
with the first man she met.

“Stop, please. I can’t, I’m still married,”
she pleaded.

Spence nibbled at her ear lobe and said,
“Come to dinner with me, Margaret.”

She nodded, “All right, but just dinner.
Nothing else. And call me Maggie, only my mother calls me
Margaret.”

Spence released her and she went to the
bedroom to get a sweater.

They went to a small, family owned
restaurant and of course, everyone knew Spence and stopped by their
table to chat and be introduced to Maggie.

It was a nice evening; Spence didn’t pry
into her personal business and he answered all her questions about
the town. She was seriously considering staying here if she could
find work.

Spence said they might be able to hire her
at the clinic, though the pay might not be what she was used
to.

“I’m not worried about the pay right now.”
Maggie said. “I just want to start fresh. I need to find a lawyer
to start the divorce, too.”

“I can help you with that. I have a friend
who’s a good lawyer. I’ll get you his name and number.”

Spence ordered for her. A salad, small
steak, veggies, and they split a piece of chocolate cake for
dessert. Everything was healthy except for the cake.

Back at her cottage, Spence didn’t go
inside. He knew he’d only want to get her in bed, and she wasn’t
ready for that yet. He did kiss her goodnight.

“Come by the clinic tomorrow and I’ll
introduce you to the administrator. You can talk to her about
working there. And I’ll give you the number to Larry’s law firm so
you can talk to him about your divorce.”

Maggie wanted to invite him in but knew that
she’d end up making love with him and it was too soon. Plus she was
afraid. He made too many references to spanking her and it just
didn’t seem like he was joking. She just left an abusive
relationship and wasn’t about to enter another one.
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In the morning Maggie made two eggs for
breakfast, plopped them on top of a piece of toast and had an open
faced egg sandwich. Then she had half a cup of yogurt, cleaned up
and went to the clinic.

Spence was glad to see her so early. He gave
her the number to his lawyer friend, Larry Goldman and she called
right then and made an appointment for one o’clock that afternoon.
Spence then took her in to meet the administrator of the clinic.
Mavis Fry looked like the classic grandma. Maggie thought Mavis
looked more like she should be baking chocolate chip cookies than
being an administrator of a medical clinic.

But looks were deceiving. When Mavis spoke
she had a no nonsense tone and explained what the clinic could pay
and what the benefits were. Maggie was a little surprised at the
low pay. It was almost half of what she made back in southern
California. But the cost of living was also about half here so
maybe it all worked out.

Maggie needed to work so she took the job
and agreed to start the following week. She’d have to talk to Nancy
about staying in the cottage longer. Maybe she could take a month
and work on finding a little rental house during that time.

As Maggie walked back through the clinic she
ran into Spence. “Looks like I’m hired,” she said. “I start on
Monday morning.”

“Great! Come on, I’ll take you to lunch to
celebrate.”

They went to another small restaurant and
Spence ordered a Caesar chicken salad and Maggie ordered a
cheeseburger, fries, and a soda. When the waitress left Spence
said, “That’s not exactly a healthy meal, Maggie. We’ll let it go
this time since we’re celebrating, but I’m serious about turning
you over my knee if you refuse to take better care of
yourself.”

There was that flash of fear in her eyes
again. It turned quickly to rebellion.

“What is this obsession you have with
spanking?” She asked.

“It’s not an obsession,” he answered. “It’s
just that I’ve found women need to be taken in hand.”

“Taken in hand? What exactly does that
mean?”

“It’s not too complicated, Maggie. Most
women go through life without giving a care to themselves. They
care for their children and their husbands, but not for themselves.
They’ll run themselves ragged for everyone and end up run down. So
they need to be reminded to care about themselves.”

“Are you serious? And you think spanking a
grown woman will make her take better care of herself? That’s
absurd!”

Spence shrugged and said, “It’s been proven
time and time again. Do you know how many women eat poorly so their
families can eat better? Even if they’re not financially strapped,
they’re so busy making sure they get the food on the table for the
rest of the family that they rarely eat properly themselves. Many
women say they’re not hungry by the time they finish cooking
because they’ve been taste testing the whole time. They make sure
their husband gets the best cut of the meat. They speed through the
city running here and there taking their kids to school and to all
their extracurricular activities.”

“And spanking them makes it all better?”

“It makes them focus on their behavior. No
one wants to be spanked. But when a woman knows she’ll be getting
spanked if she gets a ticket for speeding, she probably won’t speed
as much. If she knows she’ll get a spanking for not taking proper
care of herself, she’ll eat better, make sure she gets enough
sleep, and take time for herself.”

Maggie was dumbfounded by this theory. She
wanted to know more. “What else would you spank for?”

Did she just feel her pussy quiver with
excitement? No way.

“Well, every HOH is different. For myself,
I’m more concerned about health and safety issues than anything
else. I do like to be treated with respect so I may spank for
blatant disrespect. And I don’t think women should swear too much,
though I’m not a real stickler for that.”

“What is a HOH?” Maggie asked.

“Head of Household.” Spence answered as he
speared a piece of his chicken salad.

“Well then, I guess I’m safe as I’m the head
of my own household.”

Spence looked at Maggie and gave her a
little smile. “Not necessarily. If we’re to build a relationship
between us I’d expect you to pay attention to your health and
safety. I would require respect as well.”

Maggie smiled sweetly back at him and said,
“But I’m still married, Spence. We are not building a
relationship.”

The whole conversation had a surreal quality
to it for Maggie. Spence seemed to think they already had a
relationship while Maggie was sure they did not. There was almost a
humorous aspect to the conversation as well, which Maggie did not
really understand. They were talking about spanking an adult woman,
and as far as Maggie was concerned, there was nothing humorous
about that.

 


Maggie went to her meeting with the lawyer
and put the legal aspects of obtaining a divorce from Frank into
motion. Her biggest concern was that Frank could not know where she
was.

Larry told her that was no problem. She
could keep her address at the mail center in California and he
would have no idea where she was. The mail center would forward all
her mail to her address here in Blue Moon. Larry was affiliated
with a law firm in California and all correspondence to Frank would
have their address on it. Frank would receive nothing from an
address in Wyoming.

After her meeting with the lawyer, Maggie
went back to her cottage. She made arrangements with Nancy for a
monthly rate and paid the fee in advance. Then she got on her
laptop and spent the remainder of the day looking up rental homes
in the town of Blue Moon.

There were several possibilities and Maggie
mapped them all out with the intention of driving by all of them
the next day. It would give her a good look at the residential
areas of the town and she would be able to better determine where
she might want to live.

When the knock at the front door brought her
out of her rental research, she looked up and realized it was
dinner time. She opened the door to find Spence standing there with
Chinese take-out in his hands.

“Hi, I have dinner.” He announced.

“Uh…I see. Um…I wasn’t expecting you
tonight.”

Spence wished she wasn’t so damn beautiful.
He was afraid she was not the kind of woman who would submit to the
lifestyle he would want. This couldn’t turn out well. And on top of
that, here he was, bearing a gift of dinner that was not exactly
what he would call healthy. After all his lecturing on eating
healthy and taking care of herself, now he was standing here with a
bag of fairly greasy Chinese stir fry.

“I know,” He said. “But I’m still making
sure that you eat at regular intervals.”

Maggie invited him in and led him to the
dining table. She went into the kitchen and got some plates and
silverware. Spence opened the containers and began to divide the
food between the two plates.

As Maggie watched the various different
foods being dished out, she thought most of this food was not
really healthy. In addition to the greasy stir fry, there was Egg
Foo Yung on a bed of shrimp fried rice that definitely didn’t
qualify as healthy. The chop suey was coated in a thin slick of
grease.

“Spence, you are aware that this food isn’t
exactly healthy, aren’t you?” She asked.

“Yes, I am aware of that. Just because I
normally eat healthy doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy the occasional side
trip into not so healthy foods.”

“You are a contradiction. How could you
possibly expect a girl to figure out what would bring on a
spanking?”

Spence was surprised by her question and
wondered if it meant she was considering trying to build a
relationship with him that included domestic discipline.

“Healthy eating is just a guideline; it
doesn’t mean we can’t ever have something that’s not healthy.”

“So how would a girl know if she’s getting
spanked for it? It doesn’t make sense.”

Spence answered, “If it becomes an almost
daily occurrence, then it would be time for a spanking. But once or
twice a week would be fine.”

They finished dinner and Maggie couldn’t
stop thinking about this spanking thing. She couldn’t believe the
little tingles she felt in her belly and between her legs. In the
living room, they sat together on the small sofa, watching
television, and Spence had his arm around her shoulders. During the
commercials he would nibble on her ear lobe or kiss her.

Eventually he teased her into a state of
total desire. She wanted him and knew he wanted her as well. Soon
his hand was slipping under her blouse and caressing her bare skin.
Her rib didn’t hurt anymore and she hadn’t wrapped it today. He
found the front closure of her bra and unhooked it, freeing her
breasts. Spence lifted the blouse and bent his head down to capture
a breast in his mouth.

He gently bit the tender nipple and then
suckled, sending hot jolts of desire through her belly. Maggie
moaned. This was so nice, it felt so good. She couldn’t remember
the last time she had enjoyed sex. With Frank it had become
something she did to keep him from going into a rage and beating
her.

She pushed all thoughts of Frank out of her
mind and concentrated on what was happening now. Maggie unbuttoned
Spence’s shirt and slipped her hand inside to rub his chest. It was
hard and solid. She ran her fingers lightly over his nipples and
felt a little shudder go through him.

Spence slid his hand inside Maggie’s yoga
pants and cupped her mound, feeling the dampness that told him she
wanted him. He pushed the pants down over her hips while she arched
her back to lift her hips up, making it easier to get the pants
down.

Maggie’s hand fumbled with unbuckling
Spence’s belt, then she unbuttoned his pants, and pulled down the
zipper.

Spence rose from the sofa with Maggie in his
arms and strode to her bedroom. He set her down on her feet and
finished undressing her and then took his clothes off.

“Maggie, honey. This is happening all too
fast. You know what kind of relationship I want and I’m not sure
you’re ready for that.” Spence’s voice was hoarse with desire. His
cock was hard and throbbing. He wanted to sink it deep inside her
pussy and make her come all over him.

Maggie knew he was talking about his
spanking obsession. Right now she didn’t want to think about that,
she just wanted that massive cock deep inside her. She looked into
his eyes and said, “Spence, I want you inside me now. But I’ve just
walked out on an abusive man and I don’t ever plan on letting a man
hurt me again.”

Spence gathered her in his arms and kissed
her. “Maggie, I’d never abuse you. Spanking is not abuse, it’s a
corrective measure. Yes, it does sting, but it’s a sting to remind
you not to do things that could be harmful to you. I don’t like
seeing that fear in your eyes.”

“I can’t help it, Spence. I’m afraid. I’ve
never been spanked and the whole idea of spanking an adult seems
weird to me.”

Their desire had ebbed somewhat with the
talk of spanking. Spence still had a hard on, but it wasn’t as
urgent now to ram it into her. He had an idea, but wasn’t sure
she’d go along with it.

“Maggie, let me spank you now. We’ll call it
a practice spanking to help you get over your fear.”

Her eyes opened wide and Spence saw the fear
in them. He rubbed her arms gently and said, “It’ll be a light
spanking, no pain, I promise you. I want that fear to leave your
eyes. I’m not the brute you left.”

Spence sat on the bed and pulled her close
to him. She didn’t say no, she just stared at him. He pulled her
down across his lap, her ass in easy spanking position. Maggie’s
torso rested on the bed and her legs were also resting on the bed.
She was fully supported as she lay across Spence’s lap.

Maggie didn’t know what to expect as she lay
there. Why was she allowing this? She was afraid and yet there was
also a thrill of excitement.

Spence rubbed her ass, caressing each cheek
with the palm of his hand. “You’re beautiful, Maggie. Your body is
gorgeous and your ass is magnificent. I want you to relax. Don’t be
afraid.”

He continued running his big open palm over
her butt and then began soft, gentle spanks, taking turns on her
cheeks. First the left cheek, then the right cheek.

Maggie thought, he’s right, this doesn’t
hurt at all. I wonder how it can be effective in changing
behavior.

Spence increased the strength of the spanks
slightly as he spanked each cheek three more times. Then he
increased it again and then once more.

Maggie sucked in a breath, ok, now these are
stinging a little bit, maybe it’s time to stop. But she did like
the thrilling zingers that seemed to be zapping through her
pussy.

Spence spanked each cheek three more times,
quite a bit harder than any of the other smacks. Maggie cried out,
“Stop!”

He flipped her over onto the bed and
positioned himself between her legs. Spence buried his head at the
apex of her thighs and ran his tongue over the length of her slit.
She was wet; the light spanking had aroused her. He sucked on her
clit and sank two fingers deep into her pussy.

Maggie gasped and grabbed his thick hair in
her hands as she bucked her hips in a sudden, unexpected
orgasm.

Spence continued nibbling on her sensitive
sex causing little spasms to keep running through her body. He
slowly worked his way up, kissing every inch as he went. He kissed
her abdomen, swirled his tongue around her belly button, kissed
each rib, paused to thoroughly give each breast some attention,
then her collar bone, and up her neck.

He was going to lose it if he didn’t get his
cock into her wet pussy. As he captured her mouth, he rammed his
throbbing organ in to the hilt. He paused to feel her moist heat
surround his cock. Then he slowly withdrew and rammed it home
again.

Maggie met every stroke as she dug her
fingernails into his back. She could feel the buildup of another
orgasm coming on, then she felt a slight thrumming from his cock
and knew he was about to come.

The pounding strokes became harder, faster,
and his kiss deeper until they exploded together with an intensity
that neither had ever experienced before.

They lay there for a long time, trying to
catch their breath, waiting for their heart rates to slow down.
Maggie could feel her heart pounding in her chest, in her head,
even in her ears.

Spence slowly pulled out of her and lay on
his side looking at her, watching her chest rise and fall as her
heart slowed down. He put his hand on her breast and kneaded it
gently. “How’s your rib? I didn’t hurt you, did I?’

Maggie shook her head and turned to look at
him and said, “That was indescribably fantastic, Spence.”

“It was.” He responded. “You’re beautiful.
Your ass has a rosy glow from our practice spanking.”

Maggie blushed at the reminder of it. “I
have to admit that at first I thought it was nothing, that there
was no way it could have any effect on someone’s behavior. But at
the end there, you gave me a couple of sharp, stinging whacks and
it was definitely not comfortable.”

“I think we could call that spanking more of
an erotic one. It aroused us both.”

Maggie said, “Yes, and that surprised me. I
mean, I’ve heard of erotic spankings before but never thought I’d
like it. If it culminates in the fantastic sex we just had, I may
have to revise my opinion on spankings.”

“Erotic spankings can be fun.” Spence said.
“But a punishment spanking is not meant to be fun. It would be more
like what you felt at the end of the spanking we did tonight, but
more of them, and possibly even harder if deserved. Plus, there’s
usually no sex after a punishment spanking.”

“Hmm…I’m not sure I like the idea of harder
whacks. And what fun is it if there’s no mind blowing sex
afterwards?”

“If it’s a punishment, it’s not supposed to
be fun, sex would be a reward and nullify the effects of the
spanking.”

They lay there, not speaking, for a long
time. Then Spence suddenly slapped himself on the forehead.

“Maggie,” he said. “There’s something
neither one of us thought of.”

Maggie was almost asleep and murmured,
“What’s that?”

“We didn’t use protection. I never planned
for this to happen when I came over with dinner so I didn’t bring
any protection. And to tell you the truth, you pretty much sent all
other thoughts right out of my head.”

She opened her eyes and said, “It’s okay.
I’m on the pill, I won’t get pregnant.”

Spence smiled and said, “That’s only one
reason for using protection. You’ve been married and probably
haven’t had to worry about sexually transmitted diseases, but it is
something to think about. I know I’m safe, I’ve been checked
recently and haven’t been involved with anyone since that
check.”

Maggie said, “You’re right, I’ve never had
to worry about that. Frank was a lot of things, but he didn’t
cheat. So I’m safe as well, but if you like, I’ll get a blood test
first thing Monday morning.”

Spence kissed her and said, “Only if you
want to. I’m not worried.”

He got up and started dressing. Maggie
asked, “You’re not staying?”

“No, this is a small town. If I stay, the
whole town will know about it by tomorrow morning. I don’t want to
be the cause of people talking about you.”

“Okay, I get that. I still need to get used
to the idea of small town gossip.”

Maggie got up and dressed as well. She
thought it would look better if she opened the front door and
stepped outside with Spence. That way Nancy could see they were
both fully clothed and there’d be nothing to gossip about.

As they stood on the small stoop at the
front door, Maggie saw the curtain flutter in Nancy’s cottage. She
was watching.

Spence asked, “Tomorrow’s Saturday and it’s
my day at the clinic. How about we go on a hike on Sunday?”

“I’d like that,” Maggie said. “I’m going to
drive around tomorrow and drive past several possible rentals I
found online.”

“Okay, I’ll pick you up Sunday morning at
seven and we’ll go out for breakfast and then we’ll hike. I want to
kiss you goodnight but I know Nancy’s peeking out her window. I
don’t want to give her any fodder for gossip.”

Maggie nodded and said, “Yes, she is. I saw
her curtain move in the window. I’ll see you Sunday.”

“Goodnight, Maggie. When you go inside I
want you to lock up, then sit back and close your eyes and imagine
the best possible goodnight kiss from me.”

“Mmm…I’ll do that. And you do the same when
you get home.”

“I will.” Spence said as he turned and
walked to the street where his car was parked.
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Saturday morning found Maggie feeling
wonderful. She’d had the most restful sleep since she left Frank.
As she headed for the shower she thought about the spanking Spence
had given her and turned around to look at her butt in the mirror.
He had told her it was a nice rosy color. But there was no evidence
at all now. It was like it never happened. The sting was gone, the
rosy color was gone.

Maggie showered; blow dried her hair, and
dressed casually for her day of checking out rentals. She gathered
everything she’d printed out the previous day and got in her car.
First stop was the fast food restaurant where she intended to get a
sausage and egg muffin sandwich for breakfast.

But as she stood in line, looking up at the
menu she thought how unhealthy that was and instead ordered yogurt
with granola, and a fruit cup. Spence would be proud of her and
would not be able to threaten her with a spanking. Shaking her head
in disbelief at the effect he was already having on her, she ate
her breakfast and headed back to her car.

Maggie entered all the addresses into her
GPS system and then began to follow the directions to each of the
fourteen possible rentals.

It was a great way to see the layout of the
town and to discover which areas were more desirable. Three of the
fourteen homes were close together in a less than desirable
neighborhood and Maggie crossed them off her list. Two of them were
in a high end neighborhood, and while she could afford the rent,
they just seemed too pretentious for her tastes. She crossed them
off, leaving nine possibilities.

The sixth one of the remaining nine was
having an open house. She parked and went inside. The real estate
agent greeted her and gave her a flyer with pictures and a
description of the property. It had three bedrooms, two baths, a
large living room, and an eat-in kitchen. While it was an older
home, it had been fully remodeled and had all the modern
conveniences in the kitchen, including a built-in microwave and
dishwasher. The floors were solid oak in the living room and
hallway, the bedrooms were carpeted, and the kitchen had tile. The
basement was completely finished as a large rec room with a
built-in bar.

Maggie fell in love and decided she didn’t
need to look at any other properties. It was perfect for her. She’d
have a guest room and the third bedroom she’d use for an office.
She wasn’t sure yet what she would do with the finished basement,
but she could figure that out later.

Her biggest concern now was that she had
already paid Nancy for a month on the cottage. Maggie thought about
it, and after speaking with the agent, she decided to take it. Her
lease wouldn’t start until the first of the month which was almost
two weeks away. Then she’d have two more weeks left on her cottage
rent and she could go buy furniture and other household goods for
the rental home. Yes, it would work out fine.

 


Excited and in a mood to celebrate, Maggie
stopped and got a vegetarian pizza to bring to the clinic so she
could share her news with Spence.

She took the pizza into the small staff
kitchen and went to the front desk to ask where Spence was. Red was
the nurse on duty and she told Maggie that Spence was setting
Johnny Rankin’s broken arm. The ten year old boy had climbed a tree
to get his mother’s cat down and when he reached to grab the cat he
lost his balance and fell.

“Do you think Dr. Spencer would mind if I
stepped into the exam room? I will be starting work here on
Monday.”

Red smiled and said, “It’s great you’ll be
working here, I think we can use a nurse practitioner. Go on, Dr.
Spence won’t mind at all.”

Maggie quietly stepped into the exam room
and Spence glanced over at her. The young boy was doing his best
not to cry and Maggie thought her being in the room might help. No
way would Johnny want to cry in front of a girl, even if she was a
nurse.

“I hear this young man broke his arm falling
out of a tree.” She said.

“Yes, he was trying to get his mother’s cat
down.” Spence answered. “We’re done with the worst part. I’ve set
the bone so all I need to do is get the cast on.”

“Anything I can do to help?” Maggie
asked.

“Sure, if you can take a look in the bottom
drawer over there and show Johnny the choices of colors we have for
the cast, he can pick one out.”

Maggie opened the drawer and pulled out
several colors. Besides the standard white, there were pink, red,
yellow, green, and blue.

She brought them over so Johnny could see
them all. He looked them over and said, “I don’t want any girlie
colors, so I guess it’ll have to be green or blue.”

“Those are both good choices,” Maggie said.
“I think you should go with blue, since it’ll match your eyes.”

Soon Johnny was all set and went home with
his mother. Spence and Maggie went to the clinic kitchen where
Maggie reheated the pizza in the oven.

“I found a rental house and put down a
deposit. I was so excited I bought the pizza and came to celebrate
with you.”

Spence said, “I’m glad you did. Tell me
about the house, where is it?”

Maggie told him all about it and Spence was
very happy for her. Then he asked, “So tell me how this pizza fits
into a healthy diet.”

She had a ready answer for that. “Well, this
morning I planned to get one of those sausage, egg, muffin things
when I remembered it probably wasn’t the healthiest thing I could
choose. So instead I went for the yogurt, granola, fruit
option.”

“Very good,” Spence interrupted her. “You
see how spanking can change behavior?”

“That’s not why I changed my order. But back
to the pizza. I went for the vegetarian and the whole wheat crust.
So we have a very healthy pizza. The cheese may be a little high in
fat, but it is also a protein.”

“I’ll accept that.” Spence said with a
smile.

“Oh? No spanking threats?”

“Not right now, but things can change.” He
said with a wink.

Maggie jumped up and said, “I’m gonna run. I
want to stop at the furniture store and get some ideas of how I
want the place to look.”

Spence gave her a quick kiss and reminded
her about their hike the following day.

 


At six o’clock Maggie stumbled into her
cottage with her arms loaded with pots, pans, dishes, small
appliances, and a number of other things for setting up
housekeeping. The local department store was having a thirty
percent off sale on all household goods and today was the last day
of the sale.

Maggie couldn’t pass up such a great deal. A
few items were even fifty percent off. She piled everything in the
spare bedroom and then collapsed on the sofa. It had been an
exhausting day. She was too tired to even heat up a can of soup.
Her stomach rumbled, she was hungry.

Eventually she got up and went into the tiny
kitchenette. She heated up some chicken soup, toasted a piece of
bread and that was all she had for dinner.

Maggie watched television for a little while
and ended up in bed by nine o’clock. She’d have to get up at six to
be ready when Spence picked her up at seven.

 


Having gone to bed so early the previous
night, Maggie was awake by five in the morning. She took a shower,
made some coffee, and then looked at some furniture sites online
until Spence knocked on her door.

He looked great, with a green camp shirt,
khaki hiking shorts, and hiking boots.

Maggie stepped out on the little stoop and
turned around to lock the door. She said, “I’m all set, should we
go in my car or yours?”

“Let’s go in my car so you can sightsee
while we drive.”

They walked together to the street, and
Nancy stepped out of her cottage as they passed by. She called out,
“It doesn’t look like you two are going to church.”

Spence answered, “Not this week. We’re going
for a hike.”

Nancy huffed and looked like she was going
to say something else, but since Spence had kept walking throughout
the short exchange, they were already past Nancy and at his little
sports car.

Spence opened the passenger door for Maggie
and then went around to the driver’s side. He made a U-turn and
drove to a restaurant on the edge of town. They had a hearty, but
healthy breakfast and then headed out of town.

They drove to Bighorn Lake and Spence pulled
up at small parking lot at a trailhead. There were no other cars so
it looked like they’d have the trail to themselves. Spence had a
backpack with a couple of bottles of water, some energy bars, a few
sandwiches for lunch, and a small first aid kit.

As they hiked, Spence pointed out various
different landmarks and told Maggie about the history of the area.
She was surprised by how much he knew and what a good story teller
he was. They hiked for about two hours and came to a secluded glen
near the lake.

Spence brushed off a large boulder for
Maggie to sit on as she looked at the beauty of the surroundings.
It was a perfect spot and they had seen no one else out this
morning.

“Isn’t it odd that we’re the only ones out
here on such a gorgeous day?” She asked.

“Not really. This trail is not used very
much; there just isn’t enough parking down at the trailhead.
Tourist season is almost over and the locals are in church on a
Sunday morning.”

Maggie shrugged and said, “Still, I would
expect to see a few people. It’s such a beautiful spot.”

Spence sat down next to her on the boulder
and wrapped his arms around her. He kissed her and nuzzled her
neck. His hand explored her breasts and then wandered down between
her legs.

“You have too many clothes on. Let’s get rid
of them.”

Maggie looked at him in surprise. “Here? Out
in the open?”

“Yes, here, out in the open. Under the sky,
on a bed of soft pine needles. I’ll make you come and you can
scream as loud as you want.” Spence whispered it in her ear.

She felt her pussy tighten with desire and
she began to peel off her clothes. Spence took off his clothes and
together they lay down under a tree just off the path.

He lifted her legs up and spread them apart,
exposing her sex to his view. Spence looked at Maggie and said,
“I’m going to fuck you with my tongue and then suck your clit while
my fingers fuck your pussy until you come.”

Maggie’s eyes grew wide and she felt her
pussy get wetter than it already was. Frank never went down on her,
he thought it was disgusting. Of course he didn’t find anything
disgusting about her giving him oral sex. She licked her lips in
anticipation.

Spence began licking and kissing her sex.
She felt his tongue enter her and she shivered. He suckled on her
labia, and then moved to take her clit in his mouth. His tongue
swirled around her most sensitive part and then flicked the tip of
her clit. He slipped two fingers into her soaking wet pussy and
then added a third. With his other hand he played with her nipple,
tugging at it, squeezing and lightly pinching.

It was all too much for Maggie. She bucked
her hips against his hand and mouth, her head turned from side to
side. She cried out, “God! Yes, yes, oh, Spence, please don’t stop!
I’m going to come!”

She put a fist to her mouth to muffle her
scream as the orgasm ripped through her body. Her body convulsed
two or three times and then little shivers ran through her half a
dozen times.

Spence was looking at her, his fingers still
inside her, slowly moving in and out. God, she was even more
beautiful when she was coming. “Maggie, baby. Come again for
me.”

He took her clit in his mouth again and she
came instantly, bucking and crying out. The multiple orgasms had
left her too sensitive; every touch seemed to give her an
aftershock of pleasure so intense it was almost painful.

Maggie shifted and rolled Spence onto his
back. “It’s my turn now,” she said.

She teased him, starting with his nipples.
She sucked one nipple while her hand teased the other one, making
it taut and erect. She swirled her tongue over his chest, down his
ribs, twirling around his belly button.

His cock was hard and with every lick and
kiss it seemed to leap up, asking for more. She continued to tease
him. She kissed his inner thighs, licked his balls, caressed them
and rolled them gently in her hand.

Maggie licked the base of his thick cock and
brought her tongue halfway up before retreating and going back to
lick his balls again. Then she came back and licked his cock again
like it was an ice cream cone. Licking it up and around, making
sure to touch every inch with her tongue. She teased the rim of the
head until finally, with a light scraping of her teeth; she took
him fully into her mouth.

Spence moaned, he would not be able to
control himself if she didn’t stop. But he didn’t want her to stop,
it felt so good.

She went back to licking his cock and then
his balls before she came to the tip again and devoured his entire
shaft. He felt the tip of his cock touch the back of her throat.
And then, with barely any warning, his cock pulsed and he felt his
release as she sucked and took it all in, swallowing as his cum
spurted down her throat.

Maggie continued to gently suck and lick as
she slowly backed his shaft out of her mouth. Then she licked her
lips and murmured, “Mmm…yummy.”

Spence pulled her up and kissed her. “My
god, Maggie. You are incredible.”

He held her close for a long time. When he
felt himself beginning to drift away into sleep, he roused himself
and said, “We better get up and dressed. Other people might be
planning to come up here now that church is over.”

The sat and ate their sandwiches after
getting dressed. Maggie walked off the path a ways until she found
a spot where she could pee. Then they began the hike back to the
car.

On the way back, they passed a small family
and then another couple. Spence said, “Looks like we got dressed
just in time.”

“Good thing, too. I don’t think I was
exactly quiet up there.”

“You’ll have to come to my place. We can be
as loud as we want. I just finished building my home on three
acres.” Spence said.

“Really? I’d love to see it sometime.”

By the time they got back to his car, it was
late afternoon and they were both tired and hungry. Maggie
suggested they stop and get some take-out dinner.

“How about fast food, but we’ll have grilled
chicken sandwiches to stay in your healthy mode and we can get a
salad and split it?”

Spence agreed, “That sounds good. Let’s take
it to my place and we’ll eat there. Then I’ll bring you back to the
cottage so Nancy doesn’t start any rumors.”

“I’d like that,” Maggie said.

 


Maggie was impressed with Spence’s house. It
was a timber built home with its beams and frame work visible. The
living area and kitchen downstairs had high ceilings and there were
lots of windows. She wondered how the upper windows would get
cleaned.

There was a full bath and an office space on
the ground level as well. These were under the second story portion
and didn’t have the same high ceilings.

“Spence, this is beautiful. I love it, and I
love the western style furnishings.”

“Thanks,” Spence answered. “I did a lot of
the work myself. There are still two bedrooms and one bath upstairs
that are not quite finished.”

Maggie continued wandering around and then
asked, “Can I take a look upstairs?”

“Sure,” Spence said. “But let’s eat first
before our food gets cold and then I’ll give you the upstairs
tour.”

They sat at the breakfast bar and ate their
sandwiches. Spencer took a pitcher of sun tea from the fridge and
poured two glasses. Afterwards, he took her hand and led her
upstairs. There were three bedrooms and a loft that looked down on
the lower level. The loft had a big screen television and a very
comfortable leather sofa with reclining seats. The unfinished
bedrooms and bath were at the end of the hall. The master bedroom
was the last one Spence showed her.

A massive, four poster king size bed
dominated the room. The other furniture was also massive, but the
room itself was big enough that it didn’t seem crowded. The master
bath was huge with a double sink vanity, a tub with jets, and a
large separate shower that had a bench built into it. Perfect
for shower sex, Maggie thought.

The walk-in closet was filled with built-in
components for maximizing storage. Maggie loved it; it was the kind
of closet every woman dreamed of.

“Your home is lovely, Spence. I love every
part of it, and you’ve done a wonderful job with decorating
it.”

He pulled her close and kissed her. “It’s
been my dream for a long time and it’s taken nearly three years to
build and get it ready to live in. I still would like to build a
barn and get a few horses.”

Maggie smiled and said, “I love horses. I’ve
always wanted to learn to ride a horse.”

Spence kissed her again, this time deeper.
He backed her up to the huge bed and said, “You know, this bed has
not been really broken in yet.”

“Really?” Maggie asked. “Would you like some
assistance with that?”

“Hmm…yes,” He kissed her again. “I think
that’s a good idea.

Maggie stood and looked at him. There was
something she wanted to ask, but she was embarrassed.

“What?” Spence asked when he saw she had
something to say.

“I’m a little embarrassed to admit this, I
feel funny telling you, but…um…well, I think I would like to have
another erotic spanking.” Maggie blushed at voicing her desire.

Spence was surprised, but he took it in
stride. “That can be arranged. Why don’t we get undressed and take
a quick shower to clean up after our hike?”

Maggie thought that sound lovely. Maybe they
could incorporate some shower sex into their cleaning up. She
stripped off her clothes, stepped into the huge shower and turned
on the water. There were several shower heads delivering water. The
main rain forest style one from the ceiling cascaded down on her
head while smaller nozzles sprayed water at other parts of her
body.

Spence joined her and squirted some liquid
soap into his palm. He rubbed his hands together to build up some
lather and began washing Maggie. He started at her ankles and
spread the silky lather up her calves and thighs, then over her
hips and to her waist. From there, he continued to her breasts. As
the water sluiced off the soap, Spence dipped his head and took a
nipple in his mouth and suckled on it.

Maggie moaned and reached for his cock. It
was already hard and throbbing. God, she wanted to feel it deep
inside her. She wasn’t sure she could wait much longer.

Spence slipped a hand between her legs,
parted her pussy lips, and slid two fingers into her. She was warm
and very wet.

She moaned again, “Spence, I don’t think I
can wait. I want you now, inside me. Please fuck me.”

He shut off the water, grabbed a large towel
and wrapped it around both of them. Holding her close, inside the
cocoon of the towel, he maneuvered them towards the bed.

“I’m going to fuck you, Maggie. I’m going to
ram my cock into your wet pussy and fuck you until you come. But
first, I’m going to spank you until your ass is a rosy red.”

In one smooth motion Spence sat on the bed
and turned Maggie over his knee. There was no caressing or rubbing
her ass this time. Spence started spanking her with firm, but not
too hard smacks. Just like the first time, he took turns, spanking
first one cheek and then the other.

Maggie squirmed; she let out a gasp, then a
moan. She wiggled her hips on his lap and felt his hard shaft
against her hip.

Spence continued spanking her and then
asked, “Are you wet, Maggie? Are you ready for me to fuck you?”

“Yes, yes, I’m ready. Oh, god, Spence, I’m
going to come right now!”

He felt her buttocks tense as she orgasmed
and he timed two perfect smacks to her already rosy ass,
intensifying the waves of bliss as they washed over her.

His cock was straining, about to explode. He
couldn’t hold back anymore; he moved her off his lap, and while
still face down on her belly, Spence lifted her hips and drove his
cock into her pussy from behind.

He pounded her, hard and fast, and Maggie
met his every stroke. She was near tears now from the intensity of
it. Harder now, faster, until they both came together.

Spence rolled to his side, taking Maggie
with him. “My god, woman,” he said. “I can’t believe what you do to
me.”

“I can’t believe what you do to me.” She
answered, still breathing heavily. “I can’t believe the spanking
made me come. If that’s the result, you can spank me every day. And
every night.”

Spence chuckled, “You’ll change your mind
about daily spankings after you have your first punishment
spanking.”

Maggie snuggled up closer and said, “There
won’t be any need for punishment spankings. I’ll be good so we’ll
only have the fun kind of spankings.”

Spence knew better. Maggie was a fast food
junkie, didn’t get enough sleep, and liked to drive like a bat out
of hell. But he didn’t say anything; he didn’t want to ruin the
wonderful feelings they were enjoying now.

He could see Maggie was about to fall
asleep. He gave her hip a little slap and said, “Come on, let’s get
you back to your cottage before Nancy has something to gossip
about.”

“Hmm…I don’t want to move.”

“I know, baby. But this is a small town.
After you move into your rental house there’ll be less opportunity
for gossip.”

Maggie reluctantly got up, dressed and went
downstairs with Spence. She sat on one of the stools at the
breakfast bar and realized that her bottom was a little sore from
the spanking. It made her remember how wonderful their lovemaking
had been. She felt good and a little naughty.

Spence asked, “Anything wrong?”

“No, I guess I’m just still amazed that I
actually asked for the spanking and even more amazed that it made
me come. I never expected that.”

He kissed her and said, “You can ask me for
a spanking anytime, Maggie. I’m always happy to oblige.”

She slapped his arm playfully and said,
“Let’s go, you can take me home now.”
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Monday morning Maggie was at her job at
seven in the morning. She was anxious to make a good impression,
not only to the other staff members, but also to Spence. She was
good at her job and she was eager to show everyone that they had
made the right decision when they hired her.

She had made her lunch this morning and went
to the clinic kitchen to put it in the fridge. A healthy salad with
grilled chicken and a bowl of soup should please Mr. Healthy Eater.
She just wouldn’t mention the sausage, egg and cheese muffin
sandwich she’d had for breakfast. There was no need for him to know
that.

The morning was busy with several
appointments scheduled and a few walk-ins with various minor
complaints. Maggie handled the walk-ins and was able to take care
of them without bothering Spence who was busy with appointments. At
about ten thirty she was feeling like she could use a pick me up
and went to the candy bar vending machine and got a chocolate bar
with almonds.

Then she took care of a few more patients
and caught up on the paperwork and making notes in charts. Soon it
was lunch time and she went into the kitchen to eat her soup and
salad. Spence had just finished his lunch and was going back to
appointments. He looked at her lunch and said, “Good girl,” then
gave her a quick kiss.

The day continued on with a steady stream of
walk-ins for Maggie to handle and Spence was booked all afternoon
with appointments. At about three o’clock Maggie went back to the
vending machine and this time got a chocolate and caramel/nougat
bar. She had just one more hour before her shift was finished.

Spence would work until seven. She wondered
if he would stop by the cottage after his shift. They hadn’t talked
about it. He had a twelve hour shift on most week days and he would
probably be too tired to do anything but go home and get some
sleep.

When her shift ended, she went to her locker
and got her purse. Then she decided another candy bar would be good
and she got a chocolate peanut butter cup. She did love
chocolate.

Maggie said goodbye to everyone, Spence was
with a patient so she didn’t see him, and she left to go home to
her cottage.

It had felt good to work today, but she was
tired now. She sat on the flowered sofa and turned on the
television. There wasn’t much on, Blue Moon only received signals
for three different stations and Nancy did not provide cable
service for the cottages.

She flipped through the three stations and
settled on a game show, kicking off her shoes and settling back to
relax. Soon she was asleep and didn’t wake up until she heard the
banging on her front door.

It was Spence. “Hi, Maggie. I’m not coming
in; I just wanted to stop by and say you did a great job today.
I’ve got to get home and get some sleep. These twelve hour shifts
can be a killer if I don’t get enough sleep.”

“Well, I’m glad you stopped by.” Maggie
said. “I enjoyed today and I know I’ll love working at the
clinic.”

“Good. Just one more thing. I saw you buy
two candy bars from the vending machine today. A healthy diet
limits the amount of candy intake. Were those the only two you
bought?”

“Uh…no, actually I have one more. But it’s
in the freezer. I like my chocolate peanut butter cups frozen.”

“All right, save it for tomorrow. Two candy
bars are enough in one day.” He kissed her and said goodnight. Then
he left.

Maggie shut the door and wondered if buying
three candy bars would be cause for him to spank her. It seemed
like such a minor infraction; surely it wouldn’t be a reason for a
spanking. Oh god, it would be a punishment spanking, not a prelude
to fabulous mind blowing sex.

Stop it! She told herself. He
can’t spank you if you don’t let him.

She wasn’t sure if just refusing to allow it
would keep him from taking her over his knee for a punishment
spanking, but she would be more careful tomorrow. Thank goodness he
didn’t know about the breakfast muffin.

 


The rest of the week sped by. Maggie usually
ended up working longer than her shift simply due to the walk-ins
and Spence was usually tied up with appointments. She didn’t mind,
it kept her busy and she had little else to do. In another week she
could go shopping for furniture and have it delivered to her new
rental.

On Saturday Spence would be off and he
invited Maggie to come to his house in the morning. He promised he
would cook his special flapjacks. Then he would go furniture
shopping with her to pick out what she needed.

Maggie woke up early on Saturday morning and
showered. She took care to look nice for Spence and wondered if
they would have more delicious sex after breakfast. Maybe even
before breakfast to work up an appetite.

Dare she ask for another fun spanking before
making love or would he suggest it now that he knew she liked it?
Her pussy quivered at the thought.

When she arrived at Spence’s house he was
waiting for her on his front porch. She ran up the steps and he
wrapped her in his arms and kissed her.

Spence knew that later on she would not be
so receptive to his kisses.

“I just finished cooking the flapjacks and
they’re in the warming oven. Let’s eat.”

“Sounds good,” Maggie said. “I’m
starved.”

While Spence dished up plates of flapjacks
and put a jug of warmed syrup on the table, Maggie poured juice for
them.

Spence waited for Maggie to take a bite. He
hoped she liked them. Everyone raved about his light, fluffy,
flapjacks. Yet he was always worried that they might not turn out
well.

Maggie loved them, but ate only three of
them. She ate the small bowl of fruit that Spence had put at each
of their placemats. She didn’t want to be too full in case he was
taking her upstairs for some loving.

A few minutes after they were done eating,
Spence said, “Let’s go upstairs now.”

Maggie thought his voice didn’t sound very
excited about going upstairs, but maybe it was her imagination. She
smiled at him and followed him to his bedroom.

Once in his room, he sat on his bed and
said, “I want you to take your pants off and come here.”

Maggie was a little taken aback by the tone
of his voice, but she did as he asked. She figured he was going to
start with an erotic spanking and was trying to make himself sound
like the stern disciplinarian just before spanking the naughty
girl. She giggled a little at the thought.

When she started to pull her panties down,
Spence said, “You can leave the panties on. Your shirt can stay on
as well.”

She wondered if this was some new aspect to
erotic spanking, but did as he asked and then walked over to
him.

Spence patted the bed and she sat down.

“Maggie, honey, I’m going to spank you now.
It’s going to be a punishment spanking.”

Maggie tried to jump up, but he held her
close. “No!” She cried out, “You can’t do that. I’ve done nothing
wrong.”

“Are you aware that you eat an average of
three to four candy bars a day? You’ve eaten those horrible
breakfast sandwiches almost every morning this past week. And the
sheriff told me yesterday that if you keep speeding through the
town he’s not going to have any choice but to pull you over and
give you a ticket.”

“I’m a grown woman! I can eat what I want!
I’m not overweight and I don’t have any medical issues. You cannot
tell me what I can and can’t do. And if the sheriff wants to give
me a ticket that’s none of your business!”

“Maggie, I care about you and that’s why I
want you to eat a healthy diet. I want you to drive more carefully
so you don’t end up in an accident. The sheriff has not pulled you
over because he knows we’re seeing each other and he asked me to
speak to you about it.”

“I don’t care! I am not going to meekly
submit and allow you to punish me like I’m some child!”

“You knew this was coming, Maggie. I’ve
given you several warnings during the week about all the candy and
junk you’ve been eating.”

“Yes, but you didn’t say you were planning
to give me a punishment spanking when you invited me over for
breakfast! I thought those comments were just suggestions. I’m
leaving now.” She tried to get up again, but he continued to hold
her in place.

“Maggie, you’re going to get spanked and
that’s all there is to it. Now please put yourself over my knee.”
Spence spoke very sternly and Maggie could tell he really did mean
business.

What was she going to do? There was no way
she could bring herself to just accept this and lay across his lap.
As Maggie tried to think of a way out of this situation, Spence
spoke again.

“If I have to put you over my knee myself,
it’ll go worse for you.”

“No!” She cried out again. “I am not going
to let you do this to me!”

She tried again to stand up, but this time
he pulled her across his lap and held her firmly there with his
left arm. She screeched and kicked her legs. Spence put his right
leg over the back of her knees, locking her in position.

He started spanking her bottom through the
panties she still had on. Spence had not undressed as this was not
a sexual spanking and he did not want to risk becoming aroused. He
continued to spank her while Maggie continued to screech and call
him names.

After several minutes, Spence pulled her
panties down to the middle of her thighs, baring her ass. It was
slightly pink, but Spence intended to redden her fanny enough that
she’d remember to slow down with driving and think about the sting
of this spanking when she bought those candy bars.

Maggie screamed when her panties were pulled
down. “How dare you! Let me up! Goddamnit, Spence, you’re going to
be so sorry you did this!”

Spence didn’t respond; at least not
verbally. He began to strike her bare ass with hard stinging
smacks. He counted to himself, five smacks per cheek. When the ten
were done he did three harder smacks on each cheek. Then he
stopped. He didn’t want to do too much on her first punishment
spanking.

Spence rubbed Maggie’s bright red ass and
then let her legs free. She bucked trying to get up, but he was
still holding her down with his arm on her back.

“Let me up, you son of a bitch!”

Yep, he thought, she is sure
pissed off now.

He lifted his arm off her back and helped
her up. Maggie gave him the most hateful look she was capable of.
Then she started crying and turned her back to him as she pulled
her panties up and reached for her pants.

“Maggie, come here and talk to me.”

She ignored him as she zipped her pants and
started putting her socks and shoes on.

Spence got up and went to her. He reached
for her arm but she twisted away from him and said, “Keep your
fucking hands off me, asshole!”

He tried again to hold her and comfort her.
But she wouldn’t have any of it. “Don’t touch me, you fucking
bastard!”

“Maggie, I would appreciate it if you didn’t
swear so much. I understand you’re angry, but please, let’s talk
about it.”

“Well, I would appreciate it if you would
leave me the fuck alone!” She stormed down the stairs, grabbed her
purse from the breakfast bar, and walked out of the house to her
car.

Maggie spun her wheels down his driveway as
she backed out to the road, and then peeled out and drove away. She
drove north, into Montana for three hours. She didn’t want to go
back to her cottage. Nancy would most likely come around and start
asking questions, and right now, Maggie didn’t want to talk
anyone.

When her stomach growled, demanding to be
fed, she went through the drive-in at a fast food restaurant and
ordered a double cheeseburger, extra large fries, and a large
chocolate milkshake.

She was a mess, still crying, still upset.
She did not want to go inside the restaurant where everyone would
see her cry. She ate in the car, enjoying every greasy bite and
thinking how no man was going to dictate to her and tell her what
she could and couldn't eat.

Maggie looked at the clock and saw that it
was mid-afternoon now. She supposed that she better turn around and
start the three hour drive back to her cottage. Then again, she
preferred to get back a little later so she wouldn't have to deal
with Nancy knocking on her door.

To kill more time, Maggie ended up going to
the movie theater she saw just down the block. She didn't care what
was playing; she didn't even look at the marquee. She paid the
admittance fee and went inside, choosing a seat in the last
row.

Maggie paid no attention to the movie at
all, spending the two hours thinking about how she was going to
face Spence on Monday morning at work. She would just have to keep
everything on a professional level and speak to Spence only about
patients.

 


Meanwhile, Spence was berating himself for
handling the whole thing so poorly. In hindsight, he thought he
should have talked to her more about what he was going to do. He
knew she had been expecting another erotic spanking and was looking
forward to it. He had let her think that until the last possible
minute because he knew she would fight him on the disciplinary
spanking.

The way he handled everything today was not
right and he felt bad about it. He called her on her cell phone but
she did not answer. Spence tried to call a few more times but she
obviously did not want to speak to him. He got in his car and drove
to the Home Sweet Home cottages to apologize.

But she wasn’t there. Spence drove to the
two furniture stores in town but didn’t see her car parked in
either lot. She was probably too pissed off to go shopping
anyway.

He drove around town, up and down the main
street, and past the rental house that she’d be living in soon. But
he saw no sign of her. Finally he gave up and went back home.

Spence tried to call her repeatedly and left
a few messages asking her to please call him back; but she
continued to ignore his calls. He hoped she was all right and that
she had calmed down. He wanted to keep looking for her but he
didn't know in which direction she had gone.

At about seven o'clock he couldn't just sit
around anymore waiting and wondering where she had gone. He got
back in his car and drove over to her cottage. Her carport was
empty and there were no lights on, telling him that she was not
there.

On the way back to his car, Nancy stepped
out of her cottage and asked, “Was Maggie expecting you? I haven't
seen her all day, not since she left early this morning.”

Spence didn't want to tell Nancy that Maggie
had left his house angry with him, so he said, “No, I just happened
to be driving by so I thought I'd stop in and see if she wanted to
go grab a quick bite to eat.”

“Well, I'll tell her you were here when I
see her.”

“Thanks Nancy, you have a good night,”
Spence said as he headed to his car.

 


It was after nine o'clock when Maggie
finally parked her SUV in the carport of her cottage. Nancy's
lights were out, but Maggie thought she saw the curtain move.

She quickly went inside and locked the door.
Hoping to keep Nancy from coming over, Maggie did not turn on any
lights. She took off her clothes and crawled into bed. She wasn't
sure what she was going to do tomorrow to avoid Spence.

Her phone rang again and she saw that it was
Spence. She didn't answer. Then she got a text alert. Maggie wanted
to ignore it when she saw that it was from Spence, but she was
curious so she opened it.

Maggie, I'm sorry, please call me, let's
talk. Please answer, I'm worried about you.

At first Maggie wasn't going to respond, but
she didn't want to listen to text alerts all night long. She
clicked the reply button and wrote, I'm fine, leave me
alone. Then she hit the send button.

Out of curiosity, Maggie got up and went
into the bathroom. She closed the door, turned on the light, and
then looked at her rear end in the mirror. It was pink, but she had
no idea how it had looked right after the spanking. At least it
didn't hurt. She was sure that by morning the pink would be all
gone.

 


Maggie got up early Sunday morning, dressed
in jeans and a T-shirt, grabbed a sweater, a few bottles of water,
and got ready to take another long drive. She didn't know what else
to do to avoid running into Spence. She didn't want to see Nancy
either and Maggie was sure both of them would come knocking on her
door if she stayed home.

After a quick search on the computer, Maggie
decided to drive to Yellowstone National Park. It was a little more
than 150 miles away and would be a good way to avoid being home in
case Spence came by again.

While she was getting ready to go, her phone
alerted her to another text message. She took a quick look and saw
that it was from Spence and said, Can I come over? We need to
talk.

Maggie didn't want to answer him; she wanted
to be gone and not available for any of his talking. She chose not
to answer the text.

She drove out of the Home Sweet Home
driveway and pretended not to see Nancy as she stepped out of her
cottage. Maggie headed west towards Yellowstone. At the next small
town she stopped and filled her car up with gas. When she got back
in her car there was another text alert and this time it said,
You can't avoid me forever, please let me know when I can see
you today.

Maggie decided to answer him rather than get
a barrage of text messages from him all day long. She wrote, I'm
out on a day trip, I will see you tomorrow at the clinic.

She had a surprisingly wonderful day at
Yellowstone. At first she had thought it would be boring to go
there alone, but that was not the case. She spotted quite a bit of
wildlife including deer, buffalo, and bighorn sheep. She took lots
of pictures, and had a thoroughly enjoyable day. Maggie made sure
that she did not eat a single healthy food item all day.

Maggie had fast food for breakfast, lunch
was at a buffet style restaurant in the park and consisted of cream
of potato soup, fried chicken, and buttery mashed potatoes. When
she left the park at sunset, Maggie stopped at a Mexican fast food
restaurant and ordered two tacos, a burrito, and a strawberry
milkshake.

By the time she got back to her cottage it
was late enough that Nancy was already in bed and not peeking out
her window.

 





 


 


 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


 


 


Maggie went into work on Monday morning, put
her lunch in the fridge, and stashed a supply of candy and cream
filled cupcakes in her locker along with her purse. That would keep
her from having to use the vending machine. Then she went out front
to deal with the first of the walk-in patients.

Like most Mondays it was a busy morning and
Maggie didn't even see Spence. When there was finally a lull, she
went to the kitchen and got her lunch. As she sat down at the small
table the intercom chimed and Spence's voice said, “Ms. Mallory,
please come to my office immediately to discuss a couple of
patients.”

Maggie grabbed her lunch bag and took it
with her to Spence's office. This would probably be the only break
she had to eat her lunch before the clinic got busy again.

She knocked on his office door and when he
said it was open, she entered. She said, “I hope you don't mind I
brought my lunch in with me, Dr. Spencer, since I doubt there will
be another chance to eat.”

“That’s fine, Maggie. Please have a
seat.”

Maggie sat and started munching on her
sandwich while Spence went over a few points on a couple of the
patients Maggie had seen last Friday. Once he was done with that he
tried to discuss their personal issues.

“Maggie, I want to apologize for Saturday
morning. I don’t think I handled it well and you had every right to
be angry with me.”

Maggie stopped him before he could go any
further. “I’ve decided to take a step back and not get involved
with anyone at this time. I just left my soon to be ex-husband a
few weeks ago and I think I need to take some time for myself.
Larry said it will be six to eight months before my divorce is
final and until then I hope we can keep our relationship on a
strictly professional basis.”

Spence couldn’t think of anything to say.
She was right; it really was too soon for her to be starting
another relationship. For all he knew, he was nothing more than her
rebound guy. The thought of that didn’t make him happy.

Spence had been half out of his mind all
weekend when Maggie wouldn’t answer his calls. He did not want just
a professional relationship with her. He wanted to spend every
waking moment with her. Spence realized he was in love with her.
And how the hell could that be? He’d just met her less than two
weeks ago.

“Do you really think that we can stay away
from each other now that we know how good we are together?” Spence
asked her.

Maggie shook her head, “We’re good together
in bed, but it takes a lot more than sex to make a relationship
work. We’re definitely at odds about the lifestyle you want with a
woman. I don’t think I can live like that.”

“Maggie, don’t shut me out. I love you. And
not just because the sex is fantastic.”

She looked at him in surprise. “You can’t
love me; you haven’t known me long enough.”

“That’s what I thought at first. But,
Maggie, when you refused to take my calls this weekend, I was going
out of my mind. I searched all over town trying to find you. You
were so upset when you left my house that I was worried about you
when I couldn't find you. I realized yesterday that I love
you.”

Maggie wasn’t sure what to make of this
declaration. She hadn’t even thought of their relationship in terms
of love. She liked Spence, liked him a lot. They’d had some
positively mind blowing sex of the kind she’d never experienced
before. But love? Maggie didn’t think she was in a position right
now to even think about love. Hell, she was still married!

“Spence, I don’t know what to say. I know I
need time. I know I need to get my divorce finalized. And most
important, I’m pretty sure I don’t want to live the spanking
lifestyle.”

Spence smiled and said, “It’s called
Domestic Discipline, not the spanking lifestyle.”

They sat for a few more minutes, neither of
them saying anything. Finally, Maggie got up and said, “I better
go, there’ll be people waiting for me to get back.”

“Maggie, I get what you’re saying. But I
want to talk more, let me cook you dinner at my house tonight.”

She shook her head, “No, I meant it when I
said I need some time. I’ll go to dinner with you, but not at your
house or at my place. We can talk, but I want and need some time
without sex complicating things.”

“Fair enough. I’ll be here till about six or
six thirty tonight and then I’ll call you and let you know I’m on
my way to pick you up. We better get back to work now.”

 


Dinner was at a small Italian restaurant.
Spence got a booth in the back that was fairly isolated so they
could talk. He slid several sheets of paper across the table to
Maggie and said, “This is a list of websites and blogs about
domestic discipline. I think you should take a look at a couple of
them and read some of the entries on the blogs. I’ve picked what I
think are the best ones. There’s a lot of confusing information out
there.”

“Are you trying to change my mind on the
subject?” Maggie asked.

“No. Well, maybe. I just think it’s a new
concept for you and I want you to have information about it. I
don’t want to push or pressure you, just educate you on the
subject.”

Maggie tucked the papers in her purse, ate
some more of her Chicken Parmesan, and asked, “How did you become
interested in this domestic discipline stuff?”

“I had a girlfriend about ten years ago who
introduced me to it. I was hesitant at first. But she told me it
kept her grounded. She needed guidelines to keep herself from
overspending, making sure she got to bed early enough so she could
get to work on time, and other things. She said she needed the
discipline; it kept her from repeating the same mistakes over and
over again. So I tried it and was amazed at how it changed her from
a basically bitchy smartass to a respectful, productive
person.”

Maggie wondered about a woman who would
actually ask for this kind of lifestyle. “So what happened to that
relationship?”

“We stayed together for about a year, but it
wasn’t a real love match. She got a great job back east and
moved.”

“And ever since then, you’ve seen the light
and decided that every woman needs to be disciplined?”

“No, not really,” Spence replied, “There
haven’t been any women since then that I wanted to have a long term
relationship with. It’s not the kind of thing you do with someone
you’re just dating. I guess it’s hard to explain. As soon as I saw
you in the hospital when you were sick, I was attracted to you, and
I felt this desire to take care of you. That includes making sure
you don’t do anything that could be harmful or detrimental to
you.”

It was getting late, they both needed to get
home and to sleep. Spence walked her to her car, gave her a quick
kiss and said, “Just take a look at the sites I gave you and if you
have any questions, let me know.”

“I will,” Maggie said as she got in her SUV.
“I’ll see you tomorrow at work.”
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The next weeks flew by. Maggie worked every
day, often staying past the end of her shift. She worked with
Spence on the Saturdays he was scheduled. They went out to dinner a
few times but Maggie refused to go to his house or have him come to
hers.

Maggie moved into her rental house and spent
most of her evenings making it a home. She spent some time every
night looking at the domestic discipline websites.

Whenever Spence asked her if she had taken a
look at the websites or blogs he had suggested, her reply was, “I’m
working on it.”

Spence didn’t know if that meant she was
working on getting around to it or if she was still learning about
it. Maggie wouldn’t be pressured into hurrying.

She missed the incredible sex they had
enjoyed, but would not give in. It was so hard when Spence kissed
her goodnight, when he grabbed her ass and pulled her in tight to
his groin so she could feel the incredible hard length of his cock
against her.

He wanted her and she wanted him, but she
still wasn’t sure about this domestic discipline thing and her
notebook of questions was filling up. What surprised her most was
how hot she became when she read some of the entries on the blogs.
Not all of them, but unless it came across more like abuse than
discipline, it excited her.

Maggie had a meeting with her lawyer over
her divorce and it looked like Frank wasn’t going to attempt to
contest the divorce. The only word from Frank’s lawyer was that
since Maggie had cleaned out her checking account of what was
technically community property; Frank wanted her to understand that
he would not give her anything in settlement other than half of the
proceeds from the sale of their house. Maggie was fine with that
and told Larry to just get it done as fast as possible.

 


On the third Friday after the big blow up
weekend of Maggie’s first punishment spanking, she was ready to
talk to Spence and ask him questions about this lifestyle. She had
gone to all the websites and blogs Spence had recommended. Maggie
had also clicked on links to other sites and blogs and found more
information than she ever wanted to know.

Before leaving the clinic on Friday
afternoon, Maggie knocked on Spence’s office door and stepped
inside when he called out, “Come on it, it’s open.”

Spence looked up and smiled when he saw his
visitor was Maggie. “Getting ready to leave?”

She nodded and said, “Yes, and I’m ready to
talk about those websites you thought I should visit. I have a huge
amount of questions and want to know when we can get together.”

“Okay, when and where would you like to
meet? My house or yours?”

“I’m not sure. I’d like someplace private so
no one can overhear us, but also someplace neutral so we aren’t
distracted.”

Spence asked, “Are you afraid I’ll jump your
bones?”

“Actually, I’m more afraid that I’ll jump
your bones.” She answered with a smile. “But honestly, I want this
to be a serious discussion.”

“Okay, how about here at the clinic? We
don’t have any overnight patients right now so we’ll have total
privacy.”

“Okay, can we do it tonight? I’ll go home
and get my notebook of questions and I have some leftover lasagna
in the fridge that I can bring for dinner.”

“Sounds good,” Spence said. “I’ll finish up
my reports and see you when you get back.”

 


Maggie was back in less than an hour and she
dished up the lasagna, the salad she had quickly thrown together,
and opened her notebook. “Can we start while we eat?”

“Sure, whatever you want. Give me your first
question.”

“Okay, on the websites there were several
other types of punishments besides spanking. Would you do any of
those?”

“Specifically, which ones are you concerned
about?”

“Well, standing in the corner, writing pages
of I will not commit this crime again, loss of privileges. That
kind of thing.”

“Would you object to doing any of those
things?” Spence asked.

“They seem kind of childish, like something
a teacher would use for punishment. I don’t think I could handle
those kinds of consequences,” She replied.

“I agree; they are childish. But then you do
realize that pretty much leaves only spanking, don’t you?”

“I know. And I’m not sure I can handle that
either.”

“Maggie, if you don’t do something dangerous
or harmful to yourself, a spanking would never happen.”

She thought about that and wondered if such
a thing would be possible. He’d spanked her for eating junk food
and driving too fast. She was not going to give up eating junk
food.

“We’ll come back to that later. What about
rules? Would you be putting a lot of them in place?”

Spence shook his head, “No, I don’t think
so. Did you learn about the four D’s?”

“Yes, disobedience, dishonesty, disrespect,
and danger.” Maggie answered. “I read about them and I have a
problem with disobedience.”

“By that, do you mean you are often
disobedient?” Spence teased her.

“No…maybe. I’m an adult; I can make my own
decisions. I wouldn’t take well to being told ‘do this’ or ‘don’t
do that.’ I get the dishonesty and I don’t lie so that’s no
problem. What about disrespect?”

“Maggie, I’m not a big stickler for a lot of
these things. Let’s quit the questions for a minute and I’ll tell
you what I’d expect.”

“Okay, I’m listening.”

Spence ate a few bites of his dinner and
said, “I don’t plan on ordering you around so the disobedience is
not relevant. I might ask you to do something for me but I’m not
going to insist that you do it just because I’ve asked. I’m also
not too worried about disrespect. You’d have to get pretty damn
bitchy for an extended time before I felt like I needed to correct
for it. And I hope that we could talk about what was causing that
behavior before it ever got to a spanking level. That leaves
dishonesty and danger. You already know how I feel about danger;
health and safety fall under that. Finally, if you purposely lie to
me, I will spank your pretty ass.”

Maggie sat there for a long time without
saying anything. She ate her lasagna and thought about everything
she had read on the internet about this lifestyle. There were some
pretty bizarre practices, things she could never agree to. Should
she ask Spence about them? He seemed much more easy going than any
of the men she’d read about while she was clicking away at all
those links on the internet. Surely he wouldn’t be like them.

Spence had been watching her and now asked,
“What else, Maggie? I can almost see the gears turning in your
head.”

“I read about a lot of weird things that
some men expect after the punishment. Some women have to endure
further humiliation or get on their knees and ‘service’ the man.
Some have to call him ‘sir’ or ‘master.’ And the worst thing I read
was about a poor woman who was severely spanked and then her
husband inserted a butt plug and expected her to go to work and
keep it inserted for the whole day. If that wasn’t bad enough, when
the excess lubricant stained through her clothing, she had to call
him and ask permission to remove the plug and ask if it was all
right to buy a new skirt since she wasn’t allowed to shop without
permission.”

“Oh, Maggie honey.” Spence chuckled a little
bit. “You apparently didn’t stick to the list I gave you. You
clicked all those additional links on the websites and found all
kinds of stuff. Some of those blogs are pretty wild and I wonder if
they’re even true.”

“Does that mean you would not do any of
those things?” Maggie asked.

“Sweetheart, I’m not into humiliating women.
You are not my slave and I do not ever want you to call me ‘sir’ or
‘master.’ I will never demand that you to get on your knees and
‘service’ me. And I will not ever force you to use a butt
plug.”

Maggie couldn’t believe it, but she was
actually thinking about agreeing to this…this…lifestyle. Spence
continued.

“What I will do is remind you when you are
treading on dangerous ground to give you the opportunity to correct
yourself without punishment. Should you choose not to handle it on
your own, we will have a discussion and make sure you understand
what you’ve done and why you’ll be spanked.”

That sounded fair to Maggie. At least he
wouldn’t be just springing a spanking on her. She’d have a chance
to avoid a spanking. She asked, “What about maintenance spankings?
I read some women get spanked regularly even if they haven’t done
anything. Just to remind them not to do anything they
shouldn’t.”

“I don’t spank just because. I need a valid
reason first, not just an excuse.”

Maggie thought that was a good thing. Next
she asked, “What about spanking tools? There seems to be all sorts
of scary things women get spanked with.”

“I use my hand almost exclusively. When I
spank you, it hurts my hand as much as it hurts your bottom. I
think it’s good for me to know exactly what you’re experiencing.
That being said, if you do something that seriously puts yourself
in danger, the spanking will be more severe and I will use an
implement.”

Maggie took a deep breath and wondered what
kind of crime would cause a severe spanking and what implements he
would use. She asked him to be more specific.

“Common sense can tell you what infractions
might cause that kind of spanking.” Spence explained. “For
instance, should you get a ticket for speeding excessively or for
texting while driving, you would be spanked and it would have to be
more severe to ensure you didn’t repeat that behavior. That would
go for anything that could be considered very dangerous, where
you’re putting your life and possibly other lives at risk.”

“And what would you use for an implement?”
Maggie had to know. There was such a variety of spanking tools on
the internet and some of them were quite scary.

Spence hoped his answer wouldn’t scare her
too much. “A paddle or a belt. But you have to understand that this
kind of spanking only happens for extreme cases of danger. I prefer
to use my hand, though occasionally I have also employed a wooden
hairbrush.”

“You actually have a paddle for spanking?”
She asked.

“Yes,” he answered. “I do have a paddle. And
the belt I would use for spanking is a fairly heavy, two inch wide
leather belt.”

Maggie blew out a big breath and ran her
hands through her hair. “Whew! I have a lot to think about. I
really don’t know if I can do this.”

Spence stood up and walked over to her. He
pulled her to her feet and kissed her deeply, running his tongue
over her lips and then pushing it into her mouth until he met her
tongue. God, he wanted her.

“Maggie, baby, let me make love to you.” He
whispered it into her ear, sending shivers of excitement through
her body.

“Spence, I can’t. I’m not sure yet that I
can be part of this lifestyle. I’m sorry.”

He turned away in frustration and Maggie
thought he was angry. “Please don’t be upset with me. I want to
make love with you, Spence, but I can’t unless I know I can deal
with this domestic discipline stuff. I need more time to think
about it.”

Spence turned back to her and said, “I’m not
angry with you, honey. But I love you and I want you. So please,
think fast and let me know soon.”
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Maggie spent the following week thinking
about it. At work she studied Spence and saw how he interacted with
his patients. They all liked him. He was always calm and explained
everything to his patients. He joked with the kids, made them feel
at ease for whatever procedure he might have to do.

She knew he wouldn’t use this lifestyle as
an excuse to abuse her. He was a good man, a kind man. She found
that she wanted to agree to domestic discipline just to make him
happy. To show him that she trusted him to take care of her, to
show him that she loved him.

Whoa, loved him? Where did that come
from? Maggie couldn’t believe that thought just ran through her
head. Did she love him? She didn’t know. She was scared to admit
it. Look what loving Frank had gotten her.

But damn it, she missed sleeping with him.
She missed having the most erotic sex she’d ever had in her life.
She wanted to touch him all the time, but always pulled back
because she didn’t think it was fair to either of them to get
deeper involved if she could not give him what he seemed to
need.

Friday was a very busy day at the clinic.
Maggie couldn’t leave at the end of her shift; there were still
people waiting to be seen. Spence was busy as well, and it was
nearly eight o’clock when they finally were able to leave. Neither
had eaten dinner and Spence suggested they go to the little Italian
restaurant.

After ordering their meals, Maggie picked up
her margarita and looked at Spence. He could tell that she had
something on her mind.

“What are you thinking about, Maggie?” He
asked.

“About DD. I’m thinking about how to tell
you what I’ve decided.”

Spence held his breath for a few seconds.
Was she going to tell him what he wanted to hear? Or was all hope
of a relationship with her over? No, he’d already decided he
wouldn’t let it be over. If she were truly dead set against it, he
wouldn’t push. He wanted her, with or without domestic
discipline.

“I have a few more questions.” She said.
“Actually, more clarifications than questions.”

“All right, tell me what they are.”

“Well, I’ve been looking on the websites
some more. It seems this whole thing is consensual, with both
people agreeing to the rules, the punishment, and even what is used
to give the punishment. Is that right?”

“Yes, it is.” Spence answered. “These things
are usually agreed on initially at the beginning of practicing DD.
But once they are agreed on it is the HOH who makes the final
decision in each case as to how severe and what will be used to
administer the punishment.”

It sounded to Spence like she was actually
going to agree to give this lifestyle a try. He was sure she was
going to start negotiating what they would agree on.

“Yeah, I got that. But one of the things I
want to talk about is my eating. I’m only twenty-six years old, I’m
not overweight, diabetic; nor do I have high blood pressure or high
cholesterol. I exercise regularly and I’m not willing to give up
chocolate or junk food. So I would not be agreeable to punishment
for my eating habits.”

The waitress came with their food and Spence
waited until she left before he answered.

“I still think there should be limits on it.
Would you agree to junk food no more than three times a week and no
more than one candy bar per day?”

“Make the junk food five times per week and
I can live with two candy bars per day.”

“Agreed. What else?”

Wow! He agreed to that easily.

“My speeding. I like to drive fast and I’m
not going to stop. I will slow down in town, but out on the highway
I want to drive as fast as I’m comfortable with; meaning that I’ll
take the road and weather conditions into consideration.”

“All right. But no texting while driving,
that will be cause for immediate consequences. Also, if you get a
ticket for excessive speeding there will be consequences. Both of
these items, texting while driving and excessive speeding, will
mean severe consequences. As will other acts of great risk to your
health and safety.”

Maggie ate a few bites of her food and then
asked, “What is your definition of excessive speeding?”

“The same as it is for the law; twenty-five
or more miles per hour above the speed limit.”

She could agree to that, it would still
allow her to drive at over ninety miles per hour on the freeway.
That was fast enough for her.

“I’ll agree to that, though I’m not sure I
can agree to whatever you mean by ‘severe consequences.’ It sounds
very ominous to me.”

Spence leaned forward and in a very steely
voice said, “It means if you put yourself in grave danger, I will
spank your pretty ass so hard and so long that you’ll feel it
whenever you sit down for several days. It means I’ll use more than
just my hand. It means you’ll likely not do that again.”

Maggie’s eyes opened wider, she felt her
thighs squeeze together, and she squirmed in her seat. She didn’t
know what to say.

“Did I make myself clear? Do you understand
now what ‘severe consequences’ means?” Spence looked at her very
sternly.

Oh boy, what was she getting herself
into?

Maggie nodded her head and said, “Yes, you
made yourself very clear. I understand.”

“Good, was there anything else you need to
discuss?”

“Yes, one more thing. The other implements
you might use other than your hand. You said you might use a paddle
or a belt for more severe punishments. What if I don’t want to
agree to those being used?”

“I would ask that you agree to their use at
least once. If you truly find that you cannot handle it, then we
will not use them again. Also, that you not make that distinction
until three days after the punishment. Things always seem worst at
the time they’re happening. A few days later, you may realize that
it wasn’t really as bad as you thought and the results were worth
it.”

“Very well,” Maggie said. “I agree to try
this DD lifestyle. But if it comes to a point that I can’t live
with it and don’t want to do it anymore, then we quit.”

“Of course, but I’ll be surprised if you do
want to quit.” Spence was thrilled that Maggie had agreed to try
domestic discipline. He knew she’d be happy with the results.

“When do we start?” Maggie asked.

“Right now,” Spence said. “I’m coming home
with you and since you were kind enough to help me break in my bed,
I plan to return the favor with your new bed.”

 


They took dessert to go and since they each
had their own car, they met at Maggie’s new rental house. She went
to the kitchen and poured them some wine, grabbed a couple of
plates and forks, and then went into the living room.

Spence had the chocolate cake dessert out of
the bag and Maggie divided it up. Neither one of them finished
their cake. It had been too long since they had made love. They
both wanted it now.

“Come on,” Maggie said. “I want to show you
the bedroom.”

Spence followed her into her bedroom and
looked around at the new furniture. It was a little too feminine
for his tastes, but it suited Maggie.

He led her to the bed, and then he sat down
and pulled her between his legs. Spence began unbuttoning her
blouse, planting kisses along every inch of exposed skin. He took
off her bra and kissed her breasts before taking a nipple in his
mouth and biting gently. Maggie’s pussy contracted. She started to
unzip her pants but Spence stopped her.

“I want to undress you.” He said.

Soon she stood there, naked. Spence was
still fully clothed and Maggie began to unbutton his shirt as he
fingered her wet pussy. She undid his belt buckle and unzipped his
pants.

Spence stood up and slipped out of his
pants, peeled his socks off. All the while he was still kissing,
nibbling, and softly biting her.

He sat down on the bed again and as he
pulled her between his legs he asked, “Have you been a naughty
girl? Do you need your bottom spanked?”

Maggie felt a shiver down deep in her pussy.
She heard the teasing in his voice and said, “If you’re talking
about a fun spanking, then yes, I have been a little on the naughty
side and probably do need my ass spanked.”

Spence pulled her across his lap. Her
beautiful ass was begging to be spanked. Spence rubbed her cheeks
and began to lightly spank her. Maggie had no fear; she knew this
was an erotic spanking, the kind that ended in the most delicious,
explosive sex she could imagine.

She wiggled her ass in anticipation. The
smacks on her butt came a little harder now and she moaned. She
wanted more, wanted the spanks to sting just a bit more. Just as
she was about to ask Spence to spank her harder, he seemed to sense
what she needed. Now his hand came down sharper, with more force.
The stinging was delicious, her pussy was getting wetter.

When her ass was glowing pink, Spence spread
her legs apart and felt her pussy. She was ready. He gave each
cheek three more smacks and then pulled her off his lap and
stretched her out on the bed.

Maggie was breathing hard, she was on the
edge of coming, and she wanted him deep inside her pussy. But
Spence was taking his time. He lifted her foot and kissed her
ankle, running his tongue around the ankle bone. He worked his way
up, kissing and nibbling her calf and then the underside of her
knee. He held her leg up as he continued down the backside of her
thigh. Gently, he lowered that leg and then gave her other leg the
same treatment.

Then he bent both her knees and spread her
legs far apart, exposing her completely. Spence parted her pussy
lips and put his mouth on her clitoris. Maggie bucked with the
instant, unexpected orgasm. She grabbed his hair and tried to pull
him up; she needed his cock inside her now.

But Spence would have none of that. He
continued to devour her; licking, kissing, nibbling, and gently
biting. She was so wet. He slipped two fingers inside her and
pulled some of that moisture down to her tight little asshole. Then
he slid one finger in that tight opening, and still suckling on her
clit, he inserted two fingers of his other hand into her pussy.

“Oh god, oh god, please don’t stop, oh god,
I’m coming, I’m coming now!” And then she screamed with her
release.

Spence was about to explode and he quickly
mounted her and rammed his throbbing cock into her pussy. He
paused, trying to gain some control so he could bring her to
another orgasm with him.

Maggie pushed her hips up; she was ready to
come again. Spence thrust himself deeper into her, and then again,
harder and faster, until they both came and he covered her mouth
with his to take in her scream.

Spence rolled off her and pulled her up
against him, spooning, with one arm around her waist and cupping
her breast. He kissed the back of her neck and her shoulder. “I
love you, Maggie. I love you.”

But Maggie was already asleep. About fifteen
minutes later, Spence untangled himself from her and covered her
with her mother’s afghan. He got dressed and slipped out of her
house, locking the door behind him. He wanted to spend the night
with her but couldn’t risk the small town gossip.
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For nearly three weeks Maggie stayed on
track with driving the speed limit in town and keeping her junk
food and candy consumption within the agreed upon limits. Every
Saturday night Spence asked her how she had done for the week. It
had become sort of a game.

He would ask, “How did the week go with
following the speed limits and avoiding junk food?”

Maggie would smile and say, “No spanking
this week, I’ve been a good girl all week.”

“Glad to hear that, babe. But we still might
be able to work in a fun spanking tonight.”

“Mmm…I think I might like that.” Maggie
loved the erotic spankings. The slight stinging on her ass seemed
to make all the other sensations of lovemaking more intense. She
was still terrified of a punishment spanking and hoped she’d never
have to deal with one.

But at the end of the third week, Maggie
blew it. She went to her favorite Mexican fast food place for
breakfast and had a scrambled egg and sausage burrito. At noon, she
discovered she had forgotten her lunch at home. She drove to
another fast food place and ordered a double cheeseburger, fries,
and chocolate milk shake.

On her way back to the clinic, she was
adjusting the volume on her radio when she heard the short blast of
a siren behind her. She looked up in the rear view mirror and saw
the sheriff’s car behind her. She knew she hadn’t been speeding and
wondered what he wanted.

Sheriff Donaldson walked up to her window
and asked for license and registration. Then he asked, “Do you know
why I’m stopping you, Ms. Mallory?”

“No, I really don’t. I wasn’t speeding. Are
my brake lights out?”

“Your brake lights appear to be working
fine, but you just zipped right on through the school zone without
slowing down. You were going thirty miles per hour in a fifteen
mile per hour zone.”

“Oh my god,” Maggie said. “Was there a sign?
I didn’t see one. I’m so sorry.”

“Yes ma’am, there’s a sign posted. I gotta
tell you that I’m real glad you’ve finally slowed down your driving
around town, but speeding through the school zone is not something
I can let slide. I’m gonna have to give you a citation for it.”

“Yes, Sheriff. I understand, I’m just not
sure how missed seeing that sign.”

Great, she thought to herself, I
bet I’m in for a punishment spanking now.”

She took her citation and stuffed it in her
purse and then drove to the clinic. Maggie was not looking forward
to tomorrow night when Spence would ask her how the week had been.
She wondered if he expected her to tell him about the ticket today.
No, she would wait until tomorrow. Especially since she had just
opened her Smartphone to record the fast food lunch she had and saw
that it was the sixth junk food meal of the week, not the fifth as
she had thought.

Crap, did that mean a double spanking since
there were two infractions? She hoped not. She wondered if she
could talk Spence out of the spanking. After all, she’d been doing
so well; he really should cut her some slack.

Maggie was thankful that Spence had a full
afternoon of appointments. She kept busy with walk-in patients and
finally left at about four. Spence would be working until at least
six or six thirty. He was going home since he had to work on
Saturday and needed to get up early. Maggie wouldn’t see him until
Saturday evening when they planned to go out for dinner.

 


Saturday was a stressful day for Maggie. She
could not stop thinking about what would happen that night. Usually
they went out to dinner and then either came back to her place or
went over to Spence’s house for the evening. He usually asked her
how her week had gone after dinner, while they were driving
back.

Should she just tell him at dinner? No, that
would ruin her appetite. Then again, her appetite was going to be
ruined anyway. She might as well get it over with and then it would
be out there and she could start working on trying to get him to
let her out of the punishment spanking.

When Spence showed up at her door she was
ready and they drove to the restaurant in almost complete silence.
Maggie tried to get into some small talk by asking how his day had
been, but in the end she fell silent.

Seated at their table, Spence studied her
for a few minutes. He thought she looked nervous; maybe even a
little scared.

“What’s on your mind, honey?” He asked. “You
seem distracted tonight. Is everything okay?”

Maggie looked down at the table and shook
her head. She didn’t even know how to bring up the subject.

Spence suspected that perhaps the week had
not gone as well as the prior weeks since their agreement on
domestic discipline.

“Maggie? Did you have something happen this
week that maybe shouldn’t have happened?”

“Yes, and I don’t even know how to tell
you.”

“All right, honey. Why don’t we just enjoy
dinner and then we can talk about it when we get to my place. It’s
not the end of the world, you know.” He reached across the table
and patted her hand.

Maggie felt better after that. Maybe once
she explained, he would understand and agree that she didn’t really
deserve a spanking. She relaxed and was able to eat her dinner. She
was still nervous, but thought she just might get out of being
punished.

 


The drive to Spence’s house put butterflies
back in her stomach. Maggie finally decided that she was not going
to worry about it. She had agreed to this and if she had to be
punished, she would accept it and get through it.

Spence poured them both a glass of wine and
they sat down on the sofa.

“Why don’t you tell me what happened,
sweetheart?”

Maggie took a deep breath. “I was doing fine
all week until yesterday. Then when I went to get some lunch the
sheriff pulled me over on my way back to the clinic.”

“Were you speeding?”

“Well, I didn’t think so. But apparently
while I was adjusting the radio volume, I missed the school zone
sign and so he said I was going over the limit. I was doing thirty
in a fifteen zone.”

“Well, you know you have to watch the
changing limits when school is in session. You’ve got to remember
to be very careful when you adjust the radio or do anything that
distracts you from your driving; it doesn’t take much to have an
accident.”

“That’s not all.” Maggie said. “I had fast
food for breakfast yesterday and for lunch. That put me at six
times for the week instead of the five we agreed to.”

“I thought you were keeping track of that on
your Smartphone so you wouldn’t go over the five times. What
happened?”

“When I went to enter the lunch in my phone,
I realized I hadn’t entered the breakfast stop and that put me
over.”

“What do you think we should do about this?”
Spence asked.

Here was her chance. She just had to present
it him in such a way that he couldn’t help but agree.

“I think I’ve been really, really good up to
this point and neither of these things were done intentionally. I
was sort of hoping you could see it that way and we could just move
on.”

“You know better than that, Maggie. Try
again. What are we going to do about this?” Spence spoke sternly
this time. She figured he meant business.

“I’m really scared, Spence. I’m afraid
you’ll be thinking the school zone ticket is cause for a severe
punishment and I’m really scared of that.”

“It does call for a more severe spanking
than normal. You obviously weren’t paying attention when you missed
the school zone sign and that could have caused all kinds of
trouble. Then there’s the fast food issue, and that gets a spanking
as well. I’ll go easy on you this time. If you agree to only four
fast food meals next week, we’ll skip the spanking for that. Then
we’ll only have to spank for the school zone ticket.”

Okay, she thought, at least that’s
something of a break. But I have to try one more time.”

“Please, Spence. Can you let it go this
time? I promise I’ll pay more attention to the school zone from now
on.”

“We need to be consistent, honey. Come on,
let’s go upstairs and get this done.”

Spence took her hand and led her upstairs to
his big bedroom. He turned the sheets down on the bed and turned to
Maggie.

“I need you to take your jeans off and lay
down on the bed for me. Put a couple of pillows under your
hips.”

“You’re not going to spank me over your
knee?” Maggie asked.

“Not this time. Now lay down.”

God, she was scared. She slowly took her
jeans off and walked towards the bed.

“Panties off, too.” Spence said.

For some reason, that command made her pussy
contract in anticipation. Why? This was going to be a
punishment, not a fun spanking.

Maggie did as instructed, she lay on her
stomach and put two pillows under her hips. Now her ass was up in
the air, making an easy target for Spence. Great!

Spence rubbed her bottom and said, “You know
why we’re doing this, right?”

“Yes,” Maggie murmured, clearly afraid.
“Because I didn’t pay attention while driving through the school
zone.”

Spence didn’t want to prolong her fear any
longer. He began spanking Maggie with his hand. These were not the
playful fun spanks before wild, fantastic sex. Spence started right
in with firm, stinging smacks to her ass.

He alternated between cheeks until he
counted twenty spanks, ten per cheek. Maggie gasped and yelped with
each strike. Damn, these were hurting a lot more than any of the
other spankings they’d done.

Spence took a break for a few seconds,
rubbed her pink ass, and then did a quick flurry of five very hard
smacks on her left cheek, then repeated those five hard spanks on
her right cheek.

“Ow! Please stop! You’ve made your point!”
Maggie begged.

He ignored her protests and repeated the set
of five hard smacks per cheek.

“Shit! That hurts! Stop it!” Maggie’s ass
felt like it was on fire.

“It’s supposed to hurt, Maggie. I bet it’ll
be a while before you forget to pay attention while driving.”
Spence rolled her over, and lay down next to her.

“We’re done now, sweetheart. It’s all over.”
He held her close until her heart slowed down and her breathing was
back to normal.

The spanking had not made Maggie cry, but
neither was she pissed off like she expected to be. Her ass was
burning and stinging, but with Spence holding her, she felt good.
There was one thing she wanted to ask about, but she didn’t want to
give him any ideas.

After fifteen minutes or so, Spence asked,
“How do you feel? Are you okay?”

Maggie nodded, “Yeah, I’m okay. I don’t feel
like I thought I would. I thought I’d be pissed off at you and was
planning on giving you the cold shoulder for the next week or so.
But I’m not pissed, I’m feeling okay.”

“That’s how it usually seems to go. I’m sure
you read about it when you were checking out the blogs.”

“I did, but I thought they were all nuts. I
thought no way anyone would be feeling okay after their ass just
got blistered.”

Spence chuckled and asked, “Do you want to
go in the loft and watch a movie?”

“I’d rather have some wild and crazy sex,
but I know that’s not going to happen tonight. A movie would be
nice. But I have one question that I’m almost afraid to ask.”

Spence kissed the back of her shoulder and
said, “Ask away, sweetheart. You don’t ever have to be afraid to
ask me anything.”

“Okay, remember when we talked several weeks
ago? You said for a severe spanking you might use a paddle or a
belt rather than your hand. Was this a severe spanking? And if it
was, why didn’t you use a paddle? Uh…not that I wanted you to use
the paddle.”

Spence thought for a few minutes before
answering. Yes, he knew he should have used the paddle. He
explained his leniency.

“This was not a severe spanking, it wasn’t
even moderately severe. I’d say this was just one little step up
from a normal punishment spanking. I know what you did wasn’t
intentional so I felt we could go lighter on the punishment. I also
knew you were scared about this and I just couldn’t bring myself to
dole out anymore than what I did. That said; if we have another
incident that calls for tough consequences, I will not hesitate to
use the paddle or the belt. Nor will I go as easy as I did
tonight.”

Wow! Maggie thought. He said all
that very calmly but it sure came across with a lot of steel in his
voice. If this was just a little step up from a normal punishment
spanking, I don’t want any more.

“Do you understand, Maggie?” Spence asked
when she didn’t respond right away.”

“Yes, yes I understand.”

Spence sat up and pulled a bottle of lotion
from the nightstand. He poured some in his hand and then rubbed it
into Maggie’s burning butt.

When he was done, he gave her a light smack
on the hip and said, “Let’s go start that movie.”

 


Maggie spent the night in Spence’s arms.
When he woke up on Sunday morning, he had a raging hard on and
wanted badly to take her. Instead, he got up and headed for the
shower.

It was too soon after a punishment spanking
for lovemaking. Maggie enjoyed their erotic spankings so much that
Spence wanted to be sure to keep them completely separate. Tonight
would be soon enough for sex, though it sure wouldn’t take much for
him to change his mind.

Maggie woke up alone in the big bed, and
heard the shower running. Should she go in and join him? Just as
she thought that might be fun, she heard the water turn off. She
was too late. Too bad.

She reached around to feel her ass and was
surprised that it still felt warm. When she got up to look in the
cheval mirror, she saw it was still very pink. And when she sat
down again on the bed, she discovered sitting down hurt.

Spence came out of the bathroom and smiled
when he saw she was awake. He went over to her and gave her a deep
kiss that had her wanting more

“Why don’t you hop in the shower and I’ll
run downstairs and make some of my famous flapjacks?”

“Sure, that sounds good.” Maggie said. What
she really thinking was; so no sex the morning after a real
spanking. Bummer.

When Maggie came downstairs and sat on one
of the barstools at the breakfast bar, Spence saw her wince. He
went to the sofa and picked up one of the soft throw pillows.
Handing it to her, he said, “This’ll ease the soreness when you
sit, and it should be gone by tonight.”

“My tush is still very pink.”

“That’s good,” Spence said. “It’ll help you
remember why you got spanked and what not to do in the future.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll remember.”
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The next five months were pure bliss to
Maggie’s way of thinking. In all that time, she had only one real
spanking and it was for eating too much junk food. She had had her
weekly allotment but wanted more. She decided it was worth a
spanking.

Immediately afterwards, she felt guilty and
confessed to Spence. They were in his office at the end of a long
shift and everyone else was gone. After Maggie told him what she
had done, she asked if he was going to wait until the weekend to
punish her.

“Nope, there’s no time like the present.
Come over here and bend over the desk.”

She had not expected this. “Now!?
Here!?”

“Yep, here and now, sweetheart.”

Maggie didn’t move. He’s going to spank
me over his desk?

Spence put that hard steel tone in his voice
and said, “What part of here and now don’t you understand? I want
you bent over my desk and I want you to do it now.”

Maggie meekly went over to the desk and bent
herself over it. She was wearing a white nurse’s dress with a white
lacy thong under it.

Spence lifted the dress up to her waist.
Maggie gasped at the feel of cold air on her nearly bare ass. The
thong exposed her butt cheeks completely and Spence didn’t see the
need to pull it down.

With his left hand on the small of her back,
holding her firmly in place, he used his right hand to deliver
several very stinging smacks to her butt.

She cried out once, but accepted her
punishment. After all, she had thought the junk food would be worth
the spanking.

Spence continued with the spanking much
longer than Maggie had anticipated it would last. It was also much
harder than she had thought it would be. Her ass was on fire again
and she thought this was every bit as bad as the last spanking
which was for a much more serious thing.

Finally, he stopped and pulled her dress
down. “You can get up now. I know you’re thinking this was worse
than you expected. And it was. I can’t have you thinking that
anything is worth the spanking you’ll receive.”

Maggie was close to crying, but she held it
in. She understood and she nodded her head. “Wow, that was much
worse than I thought it would be.”

She rubbed her backside, trying to ease the
ache. “I suppose I’ll have a day or two of discomfort when I sit
down.”

“That’s the idea, sweetheart. Now give me a
kiss and let’s get out of here.”

 


Larry called Maggie a few days later to tell
her the divorce was final. She was a free woman. Frank had decided
not to sell their five acre property and would be buying her out.
She’d have a substantial amount of money coming in soon and Larry
suggested she open an investment account.

Maggie ran to Spence’s office and for once
he was not busy with a patient.

“My divorce is final!” She exclaimed.

Spence stood up and took her in his arms. He
kissed her deeply and said, “You’re mine now, Maggie Mallory. All
mine.”

She smiled at him and kissed him back. “It’s
such a relief, Spence. I’m so happy to be done with it, and glad
that Frank didn’t fight me on anything. Let’s go out to dinner
tonight to celebrate! I’m buying!”

 


After dinner, while they were finishing
their wine, Spence reached into his jacket pocket and came around
to Maggie’s chair.

He knelt down on one knee, opened the small
box to reveal a beautiful diamond ring, and said, “Maggie, I love
you with all my heart and soul. I want to spend the rest of my life
with you, loving you, and having you love me. Will you marry me,
sweetheart?”

Everyone in the restaurant was watching, but
Maggie paid them no mind. She had not expected this. All sorts of
things were going through her mind. When did he have a chance to
buy a ring? She’d just told him this afternoon that the divorce was
final. She’d not even told him yet that she loved him. She did love
him, loved him more than anything, but couldn’t tell him until the
divorce was final and she knew she was free to love again. She had
planned to tell him tonight, when they made love. He loved her;
made her feel cherished and cared for, made her feel special. But
she had not ever dreamed that he would propose to her so soon.

All these thoughts zipped through her mind
in less than ten seconds. Spence had been holding his breath,
waiting and hoping for the response he so desperately wanted and
needed.

She smiled brilliantly at him and said, “I
love you, Spence. Yes, I will marry you!”

He put the ring on her finger while the
patrons of the restaurant clapped and cheered. Then he lifted her
out of her chair, kissed her hard, and said, “Let’s get the hell
out of here.”

In the car, Maggie turned to him and asked,
“When did you get this gorgeous ring?”

“I bought it when you agreed to try domestic
discipline. I knew I loved you and it was only a matter of time
until you were free to marry me.”

“What if I had said no? That I wasn’t
willing to try it? Would you have still wanted to marry me?”

“Yes, to be honest I didn’t expect you to
agree and had already made up my mind to learn to live without
domestic discipline if you refused.”

“So if I wanted to stop, you’d be
willing?”

“We agreed at the start that if you should
ever decide it wasn’t for you, we will stop.”

“I love you, Spence. I love you so much.”
She leaned across the console and kissed him. “Take me home now. I
want to make love with you.”

 


Wedding plans were in the works. It was
going to be a small wedding. Just their parents and a few of
Spence’s close friends. Maggie had made a few friends in Blue Moon
and invited them to attend. The date was set for just two months
away.

About a month before the big day, Maggie was
busy sorting through her through her things, packing up what she
didn’t use regularly to move it to Spence’s house. She planned to
have a garage sale to sell her almost new furniture and other
household goods.

As she worked, she heard some scratching
noises from the roof. At first she didn’t pay any attention, but
then she heard a distressful meow. She thought she better go out
and investigate, maybe some cat was hurt out there and needed
help.

When she went outside, she didn’t see a cat.
She didn’t see anything. Maggie looked around for a few minutes and
then started to head back inside when she heard the mournful meow
again. It was coming from the roof and when she looked up she saw a
half grown kitten that appeared to be stuck up there, afraid to
come down.

“Well kitty, how did you get up there? And
if you got up there why can’t you get down?”

Maggie couldn’t think of a way she could
help. She tried to coax the kitty into jumping down into her
arms.

“Come on, kitty. I’ll catch you, just jump
down and everything will be all right.”

Of course the little kitten didn’t
understand a word and was too frightened to jump. Maggie saw a
nearby tree branch hanging over the roof and figured that was how
the cat had gotten on the roof, and now it didn’t realize it could
just get off the same way.

Maggie went next door and knocked on the
neighbor’s door, but there was no answer. On the other side, was
old Mrs. Carter who wouldn’t be any help at all.

Finally she went into her garage and got out
the six foot step ladder she had purchased to hang her new blinds.
She set it up at the back of the house where the patio cover was
lower than the roof. Maggie figured if she stepped on the top step
of the ladder she could pull herself up on the patio cover and from
there get on the house roof and get the kitty.

It worked perfectly. With one of the patio
cover support posts to steady her, she got on that top step (the
one with the printing that said ‘do not step here’) and managed to
get onto the roof. As she wiggled her hips over the edge, her cell
phone worked its way out of her pocket and fell to the grass.

Maggie found it a little bit scary to be on
the roof, but she approached the cat and then headed back to where
she could slide off the roof to her ladder and get back on the
ground.

But then she had a problem. As she shimmied
on her butt to the edge of the roof, she suddenly became afraid to
turn around and dangle her legs off the edge. What if she missed
the ladder? What if she knocked the ladder over?

She froze. For the first time in her life
she realized she had a fear of heights. Now what? She couldn’t even
call for help since her cell phone was down in the grass.

Maggie sat down on the roof. Sooner or later
Spence would call her and when she didn’t answer he would come
looking for her. All she had to do was wait.

Eventually her phone rang and it went to
voice mail. It rang again a few minutes later. Then again in ten
more minutes. She thought it must be Spence, he’d be coming
soon.

The time went by; it felt like she’d been on
the roof for hours. Her phone rang several more times. As she sat
there it slowly dawned on her that she was in big trouble. She was
in very serious trouble. Surely this little rescue mission of hers
was going to fall under the danger rule and Spence was going to
spank her. The more she thought about it, the more she realized
that not only was he going to spank her, he was probably going to
use the paddle on her butt this time. Maybe even the belt.
Shit!

She heard a car on her driveway and she got
up and went to the front of the house. Yes! It was Spence. She
called down to him.

“Spence! Up here! I’m stuck on the
roof!”

Spencer looked up at her and his jaw dropped
open. “What the hell are you doing up on the roof?”

“There was a kitty stuck up here and I tried
to rescue it, but then I got scared and couldn’t get down. The
ladder is in the back by the patio.”

He gave her a dark look that told her she
was in for it now. Then he strode to the backyard. She was there on
the patio roof when he climbed up the ladder to help her down.

For a brief time she even had some hope that
he was not angry with her. First he took the little kitten and set
it on the ground. The climbed back up and coaxed Maggie gently,
told her to roll onto her stomach and slide down. He would guide
her feet to the ladder and everything would be all right.

Once she was down, he hugged her and said,
“Get in the house and get what you need for tonight. We’re going to
my place.”

Maggie was afraid to argue with him, he
still had that dark look in his eyes. She went and packed a small
bag with a change of clothes. When she was ready she said, “I have
a couple of boxes that are packed and ready to go.”

“We’ll take them next time. Let’s go.”
Spence replied brusquely.

During the drive to his house he lectured
her. “Do you have any idea how dangerous that was? You used a
totally inadequate ladder. Why couldn’t you just leave the damn cat
alone? What if I had been too busy to leave the clinic and you were
stuck up there for hours? What if I had patients all day and didn’t
even have time to call you, much less leave to check on you?”

He went on and on, never even pausing long
enough for her to answer any of his questions. When they pulled
into his driveway he finished his tirade by asking, “You do know
that you’re getting spanked tonight, don’t you?”

Maggie pressed her legs together as her
pussy betrayed her and quivered in anticipation of a spanking. She
nodded and said, “I know. And I’m sorry I did that and caused you
to worry, but I just wanted to help the kitty. I don’t want you to
spank me when you’re angry.”

“I’m not angry; I’m just venting all the
worry that I had when I couldn’t reach you on your cell phone.
Let’s go upstairs.”

Maggie followed him up the steps to the
master bedroom. He took her hand and pulled her to the bed, where
he sat down. Without another word, he tugged her down over his knee
and began spanking her hard. Spence hadn’t even told her to take
her pants off. They were just casual knit pants and didn’t offer
her ass much protection, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as a bare
assed spanking.

As he spanked her he repeated everything he
had said in the car. Then he slipped his hand under the waistband
of her pants and pulled them down along with her panties.

“This is going to be a long and hard
spanking, Maggie.” And he continued spanking her hard, this time on
her bare butt.

Her butt cheeks clenched together and she
whimpered. “Are you…are you going…to…to use the paddle?”

“Yes, I will be using the paddle when my
hand starts hurting too much. And then maybe even the belt.”

“Spence, no, please, not both of them.” She
begged. “I know I have this punishment coming, but please, don’t
spank me with both the paddle and the belt.”

He could hear the fear in her voice and it
had the effect she was hoping for. He stopped spanking for a moment
and reached to pull open the nightstand drawer and removed the
paddle. He left the belt in the drawer.

Spence spanked her with the paddle lightly
to start with, but built up to harder and harder spanks, and then
they started coming faster.

Maggie gasped and she cried out. “Stop!
Please stop! I can’t take any more. Please!”

Soon she was sobbing openly and clutching
the bed sheets. Spence gave her several more strikes and finally
stopped, dropping the paddle to the floor as he gathered her in his
arms and soothed her.

He rubbed her ass gently. It was a very
bright red and he wouldn’t be surprised if she had some bruising
show up the next day.

Maggie cried in his arms until she fell
asleep and then Spence undressed her completely and tucked her in
his bed before undressing himself and joining her.

In the morning, her hot ass was tucked right
up to his groin and his cock was hard. He cupped a breast and then
his hand traveled down her belly and between her legs. Spence felt
the moistness there.

He thought he really should get up and get
in the shower. Sex would not be appropriate now; not so soon after
a discipline spanking. But she felt so warm and his cock had
already worked its way to her hot, wet opening. All he needed to do
was give a little forward thrust and he’d be inside her.

Maggie woke up, but didn’t move. She felt
his hard cock between her butt cheeks, and it was so close to
entering her pussy. She wiggled her butt and felt his cock work its
way in a little bit.

Was he teasing her? Last time she had a real
spanking here in his house he was in the shower before she woke up.
Now he was cuddling and it seemed he was ready to make love.

“Spence? I thought your rule was no sex
after a real spanking.”

“Yeah, that’s the rule,” he answered. “But
your pussy is so wet and my cock is so damn hard, that I think we
should break the rule this once.”

Maggie smiled and thought she’d tease him a
little bit. “But what about consistency? Do you think it’s wise to
break this rule?”

Spence heard the teasing tone in her voice
and gave it right back to her. “Are you being a smart mouth,
Maggie? Am I going to have to paddle your butt again? It’s still
looking mighty red this morning; it’d be a shame to have to turn it
a darker shade.”

Maggie giggled and rolled over so she was
facing him. “Don’t you dare paddle my ass again! It still stings
and feels so hot from last night that I’m almost afraid to look at
it.”

Spence kissed her breasts and began to work
his way down, leaving a path of kisses until he reached that sweet,
hot spot. He looked up at her and said, “No more spanking for now.
Now it’s time for loving and to hell with the rules. I think I’ll
keep you in bed all day long.”




 


 


 


 


The End
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